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THE 
MASTER  OF  BALLANTRAE 

A  WINTER'S   TALE 


TO 

SIR  PERCY  FLORENCE  AND  LADY  SHELLEY 

HERE  is  a  tale  which  extends  over  many  years  and  travels 
into  many  countries.  By  a  peculiar  fitness  of  circum- 
stance the  writer  began,  continued  it,  and  concluded  it 
among  distant  and  diverse  scenes.  Above  all,  he  was 
much  upon  the  sea.  The  character  and  fortune  of  the 
fraternal  enemies,  the  hall  and  shrubbery  of  Durrisdeer, 
the  problem  of  Mackellar's  homespun  and  how  to  shape 
it  for  superior  flights;  these  were  his  company  on  deck 
in  many  star-reflecting  harbours,  ran  often  in  his  mind 
at  sea  to  the  tune  of  slatting  canvas,  and  were  dismissed 
(something  of  the  suddenest)  on  the  approach  of  squalls. 
It  is  my  hope  that  these  surroundings  of  its  manufacture 
may  to  some  degree  find  favour  for  my  story  with  sea- 
farers and  sea-lovers  like  yourselves. 

And  at  least  here  is  a  dedication  from  a  great  way 
off:  written  by  the  loud  shores  of  a  subtropical  island 
near  upon  ten  thousand  miles  from  Boscombe  Chine  and 
Manor:  scenes  which  rise  before  me  as  I  write,  along 
with  the  faces  and  voices  of  my  friends. 

Well,  I  am  for  the  sea  once  more;  no  doubt  Sir  Percy 
also.  Let  us  make  the  signal  B.  R.  D. ! 

R.  L.  S. 

WAIKIKI,  May  17, 1889. 


THE  MASTER  OF  BALLANTRAE 


SUMMARY    OF    EVENTS    DURING    THE 
MASTER'S    WANDERINGS. 

THE  full  truth  of  this  odd  matter  is  what  the  world 
has  long  been  looking  for  and  public  curiosity  is  sure  to 
welcome.  It  so  befell  that  I  was  intimately  mingled 
with  the  last  years  and  history  of  the  house  ;  and  there 
does  not  live  one  man  so  able  as  myself  to  make  these 
matters  plain,  or  so  desirous  to  narrate  them  faithfully. 
I  knew  the  Master  j  on  many  secret  steps  of  his  career, 
I  have  an  authentic  memoir  in  my  hand  ;  I  sailed  with 
him  on  his  last  voyage  almost  alone  ;  I  made  one  upon 
that  winter's  journey  of  which  so  many  tales  have  gone 
abroad  ;  and  I  was  there  at  the  man's  death.  As  for 
my  late  Lord  Durrisdeer,  I  served  him  and  loved  him 
near  twenty  years ;  and  thought  more  of  him  the  more 
I  knew  of  him.  Altogether,  I  think  it  not  fit  that  so 
much  evidence  should  perish  ;  the  truth  is  a  debt  I  owe 
my  lord's  memory ;  and  I  think  my  old  years  will  flow 
more  smoothly  and  my  white  hair  lie  quieter  on  the  pil- 
low, when  the  debt  is  paid. 


2  THE   MASTER   OF   BALLANTEAE. 

The  Duries  of  Durrisdeer  and  Ballantrae  were  a  strong 
family  in  the  southwest  from  the  days  of  David  First. 
A  rhyme  still  current  in  the  countryside — 

Kittle  folk  are  the  Durrisdeers, 
They  ride  wi'  ower  mony  spears — 

bears  the  mark  of  its  antiquity  ;  and  the  name  appears 
in  another,  which  common  report  attributes  to  Thomas 
of  Ercildoune  himself — I  cannot  say  how  truly,  and 
which  some  have  applied — I  dare  not  say  with  how 
much  justice — to  the  events  of  this  narration  : 

Twa  Duries  in  Durrisdeer, 

Ane  to  tie  and  ane  to  ride, 
An  ill  day  for  the  groom 

And  a  waur  day  for  the  bride. 

Authentic  history  besides  is  filled  with  their  exploits 
which  (to  our  modern  eyes)  seem  not  very  commendable  ; 
and  the  family  suffered  its  full  share  of  those  ups  and 
downs  to  which  the  great  houses  of  Scotland  have  been 
ever  liable.  But  all  these  I  pass  over,  to  come  to  that 
memorable  year  1745,  when  the  foundations  of  this 
tragedy  were  laid. 

At  that  time  there  dwelt  a  family  of  four  persons  in 
the  house  of  Durrisdeer,  near  St.  Bride's,  on  the  Solway 
shore  ;  a  chief  hold  of  their  race  since  the  reformation. 
My  old  lord,  eighth  of  the  name,  was  not  old  in  years,  but 
he  suffered  prematurely  from  the  disabilities  of  age  ;  his 
place  was  at  the  chimney  side  ;  there  he  sat  reading,  in 
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a  lined  gown,  with  few  words  for  any  man,  and  wry 
words  for  none  :  the  model  of  an  old  retired  housekeeper  ; 
and  yet  his  mind  very  well  nourished  with  study,  and 
reputed  in  the  country  to  be  more  cunning  than  he 
seemed.  The  Master  of  Ballantrae,  James  in  baptism, 
took  from  his  father  the  love  of  serious  reading ;  some 
of  his  tact  perhaps  as  well,  but  that  which  was  only 
policy  in  the  father  became  black  dissimulation  in  the 
son.  The  face  of  his  behaviour  was  merely  popular  and 
wild  :  he  sat  late  at  wine,  later  at  the  cards ;  had  the 
name  in  the  country  of  "an  unco  man  for  the  lasses"  ; 
and  was  ever  in  the  front  of  broils.  But  for  all  he  was 
the  first  to  go  in,  yet  it  was  observed  he  was  invariably 
the  best  to  come  off  ;  and  his  partners  in  mischief  were 
usually  alone  to  pay  the  piper.  This  luck  or  dexterity 
got  him  several  ill-wishers,  but  with  the  rest  of  the  coun- 
try, enhanced  his  reputation  ;  so  that  great  things  were 
looked  for  in  his  future,  when  he  should  have  gained 
more  gravity.  One  very  black  mark  he  had  to  his  name  ; 
but  the  matter  was  hushed  up  at  the  time,  and  so  de- 
faced by  legends  before  I  came  into  those  parts,  that  I 
scruple  to  set  it  down.  If  it  was  true,  it  was  a  horrid 
fact  in  one  so  young ;  and  if  false,  it  was  a  horrid  calum- 
ny. I  think  it  notable  that  he  had  always  vaunted  him- 
self quite  implacable,  and  was  taken  at  his  word  ;  so  that 
he  had  the  addition  among  his  neighbours  of  "  an  ill  man 
to  cross."  Here  was  altogether  a  young  nobleman  (not 
yet  twenty-four  in  the  year  '45)  who  had  made  a  figure 
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in  the  country  beyond  his  time  of  life.  The  less  marvel 
if  there  were  little  heard  of  the  second  son,  Mr.  Henry 
(my  late  Lord  Durrisdeer),  who  was  neither  very  bad  nor 
yet  very  able,  but  an  honest,  solid  sort  of  lad  like  many 
of  his  neighbours.  Little  heard,  I  say  ;  but  indeed  it  was 
a  case  of  little  spoken.  He  was  known  among  the  salmon 
fishers  in  the  firth,  for  that  was  a  sport  that  he  assidu- 
ously followed  ;  he  was  an  excellent  good  horse-doctor 
besides  ;  and  took  a  chief  hand,  almost  from  a  boy,  in  the 
management  of  the  estates.  How  hard  a  part  that  was,  in 
the  situation  of  that  family,  none  knows  better  than  my- 
self ;  nor  yet  with  how  little  colour  of  justice  a  man  may 
there  acquire  the  reputation  of  a  tyrant  and  a  miser.  The 
fourth  person  in  the  house  was  Miss  Alison  Graeme,  a 
near  kinswoman,  an  orphan,  and  the  heir  to  a  considera- 
ble fortune  which  her  father  had  acquired  in  trade.  This 
money  was  loudly  called  for  by  my  lord's  necessities  ;  in- 
deed the  land  was  deeply  mortgaged  ;  and  Miss  Alison 
was  designed  accordingly  to  be  the  Master's  wife,  gladly 
enough  on  her  side  ;  with  how  much  good  will  on  his,  is 
another  matter.  She  was  a  comely  girl  and  in  those  days 
very  spirited  and  self-willed  ;  for  the  old  lord  having  no 
daughter  of  his  own,  and  my  lady  being  long  dead,  she 
had  grown  up  as  best  she  might. 

To  these  four,  came  the  news  of  Prince  Charlie's  land- 
ing, and  set  them  presently  by  the  ears.  My  lord,  like 
the  chimney-keeper  that  he  was,  was  all  for  temporising. 
Miss  Alison  held  the  other  side,  because  it  appeared 
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romantical ;  and  the  Master  (though  I  have  heard  they 
did  not  agree  often)  was  for  this  once  of  her  opinion. 
The  adventure  tempted  him,  as  I  conceive ;  he  was 
tempted  by  the  opportunity  to  raise  the  fortunes  of  the 
house,  and  not  less  by  the  hope  of  paying  off  his  private 
liabilities,  which  were  heavy  beyond  all  opinion.  As  for 
Mr.  Henry,  it  appears  he  said  little  enough  at  first ;  his 
part  came  later  on.  It  took  the  three  a  whole  day's 
disputation,  before  they  agreed  to  steer  a  middle  course, 
one  son  going  forth  to  strike  a  blow  for  King  James,  my 
lord  and  the  other  staying  at  home  to  keep  in  favour  with 
King  George.  Doubtless  this  was  my  lord's  decision ; 
and  as  is  well  known,  it  was  the  part  played  by  many 
considerable  families.  But  the  one  dispute  settled,  an- 
other opened.  For  my  lord,  Miss  Alison  and  Mr.  Henry 
all  held  the  one  view  :  that  it  was  the  cadet's  part  to  go 
out ;  and  the  Master,  what  with  restlessness  and  vanity, 
would  at  no  rate  consent  to  stay  at  home.  My  lord 
pleaded.  Miss  Alison  wept,  Mr.  Henry  was  very  plain 
spoken  :  all  was  of  no  avail. 

"  It  is  the  direct  heir  of  Durrisdeer  that  should  ride 
by  his  King's  bridle,"  says  the  Master. 

"If  we  were  playing  a  manly  part,"  says  Mr.  Henry, 
"  there  might  be  sense  in  such  talk.  But  what  are  we 
doing  ?  Cheating  at  cards  ! " 

"We  are  saving  the  house  of  Durrisdeer,  Henry,"  his 
father  said. 

"And  see,  James,"  said  Mr.  Henry,  "if  I  go,  and 
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the  Prince  has  the  upper  hand,  it  will  be  easy  to  make 
your  peace  with  King  James.  But  if  you  go,  and  the 
expedition  fails,  we  divide  the  right  and  the  title.  And 
what  shall  I  be  then  ?  " 

"  You  will  be  Lord  Durrisdeer,"  said  the  Master.  "  I 
put  all  I  have  upon  the  table." 

"I  play  at  no  such  game,"  cries  Mr.  Henry.  "I 
shall  be  left  in  such  a  situation  as  no  man  of  sense  and 
honour  could  endure.  I  shall  be  neither  fish  nor 
flesh  ! "  he  cried.  And  a  little  after,  he  had  another 
expression,  plainer  perhaps  than  he  intended.  "  It  is 
your  duty  to  be  here  with  my  father,"  said  he.  "  You 
know  well  enough  you  are  the  favourite." 

"Ay  ?"  said  the  Master.  "And  there  spoke  Envy! 
Would  you  trip  up  my  heels — Jacob  ?"  said  he,  and 
dwelled  upon  the  name  maliciously. 

Mr.  Henry  went  and  walked  at  the  low  end  of  the 
hall  without  reply ;  for  he  had  an  excellent  gift  of 
silence.  Presently  he  came  back. 

"I  am  the  cadet  and  I  should  go,"  said  he.  "And 
my  lord  here  is  the  master,  and  he  says  I  shall  go. 
What  say  ye  to  that,  my  brother  ?  " 

"I  say  this,  Harry,"  returned  the  Master,  "that 
when  very  obstinate  folk  are  met,  there  are  only  two 
ways  out :  Blows — and  I  think  none  of  us  could  care  to 
go  so  far ;  or  the  arbitrament  of  chance — and  here  is 
a  guinea  piece.  Will  you  stand  by  the  toss  of  the 
coin?" 
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"I  will  stand  and  fall  by  it,"  said  Mr.  Henry. 
"  Heads,  I  go  ;  shield,  I  stay." 

The  coin  was  spun  and  it  fell  shield.  "  So  there  is  a 
lesson  for  Jacob,"  says  the  Master. 

"  We  shall  live  to  repent  of  this,"  says  Mr.  Henry, 
and  flung  out  of  the  hall. 

As  for  Miss  Alison,  she  caught  up  that  piece  of  gold 
which  had  just  sent  her  lover  to  the  wars,  and  flung  it 
clean  through  the  family  shield  in  the  great  painted 
window. 

"If  you  loved  me  as  well  as  I  love  you,  you  would 
have  stayed,"  cried  she. 

"'I  could  not  love  you,  dear,  so  well,  loved  I  not 
honour  more,'"  sang  the  Master. 

"0  ! "  she  cried,  "  you  have  no  heart — I  hope  you 
may  be  killed  ! "  and  she  ran  from  the  room,  and  in 
tears  to  her  own  chamber. 

It  seems  the  Master  turned  to  my  lord  with  his  most 
comical  manner,  and  says  he,  "  This  looks  like  a  devil 
of  a  wife." 

"I  think  you  are  a  devil  of  a  son  to  me,"  cried  his 
father,  "  you  that  has  always  been  the  favourite,  to  my 
shame  be  it  spoken.  Never  a  good  hour  have  I  gotten 
of  you,  since  you  were  born  ;  no,  never  one  good  hour," 
and  repeated  it  again  the  third  time.  Whether  it  was 
the  Master's  levity,  or  his  insubordination,  or  Mr.  Hen- 
ry's word  about  the  favourite  son,  that  had  so  much 
disturbed  my  lord,  I  do  not  know ;  but  I  incline  to 
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think  it  was  the  last,  for  I  have  it  by  all  accounts  that 
Mr.  Henry  was  more  made  up  to  from  that  hour. 

Altogether  it  was  in  p*etty  ill  "blood  with  liis  lamily 
that  the  Masoer  rode  to  the  north  ;  which  was  the  more 
sorrowful  for  others  to  remember  when  it  seemed  too 
late.  By  fear  and  favour,  he  had  scraped  together  near 
upon  a  dozen  men,  principally  tenants'  sons  ;  they  were 
all  pretty  full  when  they  set  forth,  and  rode  up  the  hill 
by  the  old  abbey,  roaring  and  singing,  the  white  cock- 
ade in  every  hat.  It  was  a  desperate  venture  for  so 
small  a  company  to  cross  the  most  of  Scotland  unsup- 
ported ;  and  (what  made  folk  think  so  the  more)  even 
as  that  poor  dozen  was  clattering  up  the  hill,  a  great 
ship  of  the  king's  navy,  that  could  have  brought  them 
under  with  a  single  boat,  lay  with  her  broad  ensign 
streaming  in  the  bay.  The  next  afternoon,  having 
given  the  Master  a  fair  start,  it  was  Mr,  Henry's  turn  ; 
and  he  rode  off,  all  by  himself,  to  offer  his  sword  and 
carry  letters  from  his  father  to  King  George's  govern- 
ment. Miss  Alison  was  shut  in  her  room  and  did 
little  but  weep,  till  both  were  gone  ;  only  she  stitched 
the  cockade  upon  the  Master's  hat  and  (as  John  Paul 
told  me)  it  was  wetted  with  tears  when  he  carried  it 
down  to  him. 

In  all  that  followed,  Mr.  Henry  and  my  old  lord  were 
true  to  their  bargain.  That  ever  they  accomplished 
anything  is  more  than  I  could  learn;  and  that  they 
were  anyway  strong  on  the  king's  side,  more  than  I  be« 
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lieve.  But  they  kept  the  letter  of  loyalty,  corresponded 
with  my  Lord  President,  sat  still  at  home,  and  had 
little  or  no  commerce  with  the  Master  while  that  busi- 
ness lasted.  Nor  was  he,  on  his  side,  more  communi- 
cative. Miss  Alison,  indeed,  was  always  sending  him 
expresses,  but  I  do  not  know  if  she  had  many  answers. 
Macconochie  rode  for  her  once,  and  found  the  High- 
landers before  Carlisle,  and  the  Master  riding  by  the 
Prince's  side  in  high  favour ;  he  took  the  letter  (so  Mac- 
conochie tells),  opened  it,  glanced  it  through  with  a 
mouth  like  a  man  whistling,  and  stuck  it  in  his  belt, 
whence,  on  his  horse  passageing,  it  fell  unregarded  to 
the  ground.  It  was  Macconochie  who  picked  it  up  ;  and 
he  still  kept  it,  and  indeed  I  have  seen  it  in  his  hands. 
News  came  to  Durrisdeer  of  course,  by  the  common  re- 
port, as  it  goes  travelling  through  a  country,  a  thing 
always  wonderful  to  me.  By  that  means  the  family 
learned  more  of  the  Master's  favour  with  the  Prince, 
and  the  ground  it  was  said  to  stand  on  :  for  by  a  strange 
condescension  in  a  man  so  proud — only  that  he  was  a 
man  still  more  ambitious — he  was  said  to  have  crept 
into  notability  by  truckling  to  the  Irish.  Sir  Thomas 
Sullivan,  Colonel  Burke  and  the  rest  were  his  daily 
comrades,  by  which  course  he  withdrew  himself  from 
his  own  country  folk.  All  the  small  intrigues,  he  had 
a  hand  in  fomenting  ;  thwarted  my  Lord  George  upon 
a  thousand  points  ;  was  always  for  the  advice  that 
seemed  palatable  to  the  Prince,  no  matter  if  it  was  good 
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or  bad ;  and  seems  upon  the  whole  (like  the  gambler  he 
was  all  through  life)  to  have  had  less  regard  to  the 
chances  of  the  campaign  than  to  the  greatness  of  favour 
he  might  aspire  to,  if  (by  any  luck)  it  should  succeed. 
For  the  rest,  he  did  very  well  in  the  field  ;  no  one  ques- 
tioned that ;  for  he  was  no  coward. 

The  next  was  the  news  of  Culloden,  which  was 
brought  to  Durrisdeer  by  one  of  the  tenant's  sons,  the 
only  survivor,  he  declared,  of  all  those  that  had  gone 
singing  up  the  hill.  By  an  unfortunate  chance,  John 
Paul  and  Macconochie  had  that  very  morning  found  the 
guinea  piece  (which  was  the  root  of  all  the  evil)  sticking 
in  a  holly  bush  ;  they  had  been  "up  the  gait,"  as  the 
servants  say  at  Durrisdeer,  to  the  change  house  ;  and  if 
they  had  little  left  of  the  guinea,  they  had  less  of  their 
wits.  What  must  John  Paul  do,  but  burst  into  the  hall 
where  the  family  sat  at  dinner,  and  cry  the  news  to 
them  that  "  Tarn  Macmorland  was  but  new  lichtit  at 
the  door,  and — wirra,  wirra — there  were  nane  to  come 
behind  him  "  ? 

They  took  the  word  in  silence  like  folk  condemned  ; 
only  Mr.  Henry  carrying  his  palm  to  his  face,  and  Miss 
Alison  laying  her  head  outright  upon  her  hands.  As 
for  my  lord,  he  was  like  ashes. 

"I  have  still  one  son,"  says  he.  "  And  Henry,  I  will 
do  you  this  justice,  it  is  the  kinder  that  is  left." 

It  was  a  strange  thing  to  say  in  such  a  moment :  but 
my  lord  had  never  forgotten  Mr.  Henry's  speech,  and 
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he  had  years  of  injustice  on  his  conscience.  Still  it  was 
a  strange  thing ;  and  more  than  Miss  Alison  could  let 
pass.  She  broke  out  and  blamed  my  lord  for  his  un- 
natural words,  and  Mr.  Henry  because  he  was  sitting 
there  in  safety  when  his  brother  lay  dead,  and  herself 
because  she  had  given  her  sweetheart  ill  words  at  his 
departure  ;  calling  him  the  flower  of  the  flock,  wringing 
her  hands,  protesting  her  love,  and  crying  on  him  by 
his  name  ;  so  that  the  servants  stood  astonished. 

Mr.  Henry  got  to  his  feet  and  stood  holding  his  chair  ; 
it  was  he  that  was  like  ashes  now. 

"0,"  he  burst  out  suddenly,  "I  know  you  loved 
him ! " 

"  The  world  knows  that,  glory  be  to  God  ! "  cries  she  ; 
and  then  to  Mr.  Henry  :  "  There  is  none  but  me  to 
know  one  thing — that  you  were  a  traitor  to  him  in  your 
heart." 

"God  knows,"  groans  he,  "it  was  lost  love  on  both 
sides." 

Time  went  by  in  the  house  after  that,  without  much 
change ;  only  they  were  now  three  instead  of  four, 
which  was  a  perpetual  reminder  of  their  loss.  Miss 
Alison's  money,  you  are  to  bear  in  mind,  was  highly 
needful  for  the  estates ;  and  the  one  brother  being  dead, 
my  old  lord  soon  set  his  heart  upon  her  marrying  the 
other.  Day  in,  day  out,  he  would  work  upon  her,  sitting 
by  the  chimney  side  with  his  finger  in  his  Latin  book, 
and  his  eyes  set  upon  her  face  with  a  kind  of  pleasant 
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intentness  that  became  the  old  gentleman  very  well.  If 
she  wept,  he  would  condole  with  her,  like  an  ancient 
man  that  has  seen  worse  times  and  begins  to  think 
lightly  even  of  sorrow ;  if  she  raged,  he  would  fall  to 
reading  again  in  his  Latin  book,  but  always  with  some 
civil  excuse  ;  if  she  offered  (as  she  often  did)  to  let  them 
have  her  money  in  a  gift,  he  would  show  her  how  little 
it  consisted  with  his  honour,  and  remind  her,  even  if  he 
should  consent,  that  Mr.  Henry  would  certainly  refuse. 
Non  vi  sed  sc&pe  cadendo  was  a  favourite  word  of  his ;  and 
no  doubt  this  quiet  persecution  wore  away  much  of  her 
resolve ;  no  doubt,  besides,  he  had  a  great  influence  on 
the  girl,  having  stood  in  the  place  of  both  her  parents  •, 
and  for  that  matter,  she  was  herself  filled  with  the 
spirit  of  the  Duries,  and  would  have  gone  a  great  way 
for  the  glory  of  Durrisdeer ;  but  not  so  far,  I  think,  as 
to  marry  my  poor  patron,  had  it  not  been  (strangely 
enough)  for  the  circumstance  of  his  extreme  unpopu- 
larity. 

This  was  the  work  of  Tarn  Macmorland.  There  was 
not  much  harm  in  Tarn ;  but  he  had  that  grievous 
weakness,  a  long  tongue ;  and  as  the  only  man  in  that 
country  who  had  been  out  (or  rather  who  had  come  in 
again)  he  was  sure  of  listeners.  Those  that  have  the 
underhand  in  any  fighting,  I  have  observed,  are  ever 
anxious  to  persuade  themselves  they  were  betrayed.  By 
Tarn's  account  of  it,  the  rebels  had  been  betrayed  at 
every  turn  and  by  every  officer  they  had  ;  they  had  been 
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betrayed  at  Derby,  and  betrayed  at  Falkirk ;  the  night 
march  was  a  step  of  treachery  of  my  Lord  George's ;  and 
Culloden  was  lost  by  the  treachery  of  the  Macdonalds. 
This  habit  of  imputing  treason  grew  upon  the  fool,  till 
at  last  he  must  have  in  Mr.  Henry  also.  Mr.  Henry  (by 
his  account)  had  betrayed  the  lads  of  Durrisdeer ;  he 
had  promised  to  follow  with  more  men,  and  instead  of 
that  he  had  ridden  to  King  George.  "Ay,  and  the 
next  day  ! "  Tarn  would  cry.  "  The  puir,  bonnie  Master 
and  the  puir,  kind  lads  that  rade  wi'  him,  were  hardly 
ower  the  scaur,  or  he  was  aff — the  Judis  !  Ay,  weel — he 
has  his  way  o't :  he's  to  be  my  lord,  nae  less,  and  there's 
mony  a  cauld  corp  amang  the  Hieland  heather ! " 
And  at  this,  if  Tarn  had  been  drinking,  he  would  begin 
to  weep. 

Let  anyone  speak  long  enough,  he  will  get  believers. 
This  view  of  Mr.  Henry's  behaviour  crept  about  the 
country  by  little  and  little  ;  it  was  talked  upon  by 
folk  that  knew  the  contrary  but  were  short  of  topics ; 
and  it  was  heard  and  believed  and  given  out  for  gospel 
by  the  ignorant  and  the  ill-willing.  Mr.  Henry  began 
to  be  shunned ;  yet  awhile,  and  the  commons  began 
to  murmur  as  he  went  by,  and  the  women  (who  are 
always  the  most  bold  because  they  are  the  most  safe)  to 
cry  out  their  reproaches  to  his  face.  The  Master  was 
cried  up  for  a  saint.  It  was  remembered  how  he  had 
never  any  hand  in  pressing  the  tenants  ;  as,  indeed,  no 
more  he  had,  except  to  spend  the  money.  He  was  a 
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little  wild  perhaps,  the  folk  said  ;  but  how  much  better 
was  a  natural,  wild  lad  that  would  soon  have  settled 
down,  than  a  skinflint  and  a  sneckdraw,  sitting,  with 
his  nose  in  an  account  book,  to  persecute  poor  tenants. 
One  trollop,  who  had  had  a  child  to  the  Master  and  by 
all  accounts  been  very  badly  used,  yet  made  herself  a 
kind  of  champion  of  his  memory.  She  flung  a  stone 
one  day  at  Mr.  Henry. 

"  Whaur's  the  bonnie  lad  that  trustit  ye  ?  "  she  cried. 

Mr.  Henry  reined  in  his  horse  and  looked  upon  her, 
the  blood  flowing  from  his  lip.  "Ay,  Jess  ?"  says  he. 
"You  too  ?  And  yet  ye  should  ken  me  better."  For 
it  was  he  who  had  helped  her  with  money. 

The  woman  had  another  stone  ready,  which  she  made 
as  if  she  would  cast ;  and  he,  to  ward  himself,  threw 
up  the  hand  that  held  his  riding  rod. 

"  What,  would  ye  beat  a  lassie,  ye  ugly ?  "  cries 

she,  and  ran  away  screaming  as  though  he  had  struck 
her. 

Next  day,  word  went  about  the  country  like  wildfire 
that  Mr.  Henry  had  beaten  Jessie  Broun  within  an 
inch  of  her  life.  I  give  it  as  one  instance  of  how  this 
snowball  grew  and  one  calumny  brought  another ;  until 
my  poor  patron  was  so  perished  in  reputation  that  he 
began  to  keep  the  house  like  my  lord.  All  this  while, 
you  may  be  very  sure  he  uttered  no  complaints  at  home  ; 
the  very  ground  of  the  scandal  was  too  sore  a  matter  to 
be  handled  ;  and  Mr.  Henry  was  very  proud  and  strangely 
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obstinate  in  silence.  My  old  lord  must  have  heard  of 
it,  by  John  Paul,  if  by  no  one  else  ;  and  he  must  at  least 
have  remarked  the  altered  habits  of  his  son.  Yet  even 
he,  it  is  probable,  knew  not  how  high  the  feeling  ran ; 
and  as  for  Miss  Alison,  she  was  ever  the  last  person  to 
hear  news,  and  the  least  interested  when  she  heard  them. 

In  the  height  of  the  ill-feeling  (for  it  died  away  as  it 
came,  no  man  could  say  why)  there  was  an  election 
forward  in  the  town  of  St.  Bride's,  which  is  the  next 
to  Durrisdeer,  standing  on  the  Water  of  Swift ;  some 
grievance  was  fermenting,  I  forget  what,  if  ever  I 
heard  ;  and  it  was  currently  said  there  would  be  broken 
heads  ere  night,  and  that  the  sheriff  had  sent  as  far 
as  Dumfries  for  soldiers.  My  lord  moved  that  Mr. 
Henry  should  be  present ;  assuring  him  it  was  neces- 
sary to  appear,  for  the  credit  of  the  house.  "It  will 
soon  be  reported,"  said  he,  "that  we  do  not  take  the 
lead  in  our  own  country." 

"  It  is  a  strange  lead  that  I  can  take,"  said  Mr.  Henry ; 
and  when  they  had  pushed  him  further,  "I  tell  you 
the  plain  truth,"  he  said,  "I  dare  not  show  my  face." 

"You  are  the  first  of  the  house  that  ever  said  so," 
cries  Miss  Alison. 

"  We  will  go  all  three,"  said  my  lord  ;  and  sure 
enough  he  got  into  his  boots  (the  first  time  in  four  years 
— a  sore  business  John  Paul  had  to  get  them  on)  and 
Miss  Alison  into  her  riding  coat,  and  all  three  rode  to- 
gether to  St.  Bride's. 
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The  streets  were  full  of  the  riff-raff  of  all  the  country- 
side, who  had  no  sooner  clapped  eyes  on  Mr.  Henry 
than  the  hissing  began,  and  the  hooting,  and  the  cries 
of  "Judas!"  and  "Where  was  the  Master?"  and 
•  " Where  were  the  poor  lads  that  rode  with  him?" 
Even  a  stone  was  cast ;  but  the  more  part  cried  shame  at 
that,  for  my  old  lord's  sake  and  Miss  Alison's.  It  took 
not  ten  minutes  to  persuade  my  lord,  that  Mr.  Henry 
had  been  right.  He  said  never  a  word,  but  turned  his 
horse  about,  and  home  again,  with  his  chin  upon  his 
bosom.  Never  a  word  said  Miss  Alison  ;  no  doubt  she 
thought  the  more  ;  no  doubt  her  pride  was  stung,  for 
she  was  a  bone-bred  Durie ;  and  no  doubt  her  heart 
was  touched  to  see  her  cousin  so  unjustly  used.  That 
night  she  was  never  in  bed ;  I  have  often  blamed  my 
lady — when  I  call  to  mind  that  night,  I  readily  forgive 
her  all ;  and  the  first  thing  in  the  morning,  she  came 
to  the  old  lord  in  his  usual  seat. 

"If  Henry  still  wants  me,"  said  she,  "he  can  have 
me  now."  To  himself  she  had  a  different  speech  :  "I 
bring  you  no  love,  Henry  ;  but  God  knows,  all  the  pity 
in  the  world." 

June  the  first,  1748,  was  the  day  of  their  marriage. 
It  was  December  of  the  same  year  that  first  saw  me 
alighting  at  the  doors  of  the  great  house  ;  and  from 
there  I  take  up  the  history  of  events  as  they  befell  undei 
my  own  observation,  like  a  witness  in  a  court. 
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I  made  the  last  of  my  journey  in  the  cold  end  of  De- 
cember, in  a  mighty  dry  day  of  frost ;  and  who  should  be 
my  guide  but  Patey  Macmorland,  brother  of  Tom  ?  For 
a  tow-headed,  bare-legged  brat  of  ten,  he  had  more  ill 
tales  upon  his  tongue  than  ever  I  heard  the  match  of ; 
having  drunken  betimes  in  his  brother's  cup.  I  was  still 
not  so  old  myself ;  pride  had  not  yet  the  upperhand  of 
curiosity  ;  and  indeed  it  would  have  taken  any  man,  that 
cold  morning,  to  hear  all  the  old  clashes  of  the  country 
and  be  shown  all  the  places  by  the  way  where  strange 
things  had  fallen  out.  I  had  tales  of  Claverhouse  as 
we  came  through  the  bogs,  and  tales  of  the  devil  as  we 
came  over  the  top  of  the  scaur.  As  we  came  in  by  the 
abbey  I  beard  somewhat  of  the  old  monks,  and  more 
of  the  freetraders,  who  use  its  ruins  for  a  magazine, 
landing  for  that  cause  within  a  cannon-shot  of  Durris- 
deer ;  and  along  all  the  road,  the  Duries  and  poor  Mr. 
Henry  were  in  the  first  rank  of  slander.  My  mind  was 
thus  highly  prejudiced  against  the  family  I  was  about 
to  serve ;  so  that  I  was  half  surprised,  when  I  beheld 
Durrisdeer  itself,  lying  in  a  pretty,  sheltered  bay,  under 
the  Abbey  Hill ;  the  house  most  commodiously  built 
in  the  French  fashion  or  perhaps  Italianate,  for  I  have 
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no  skill  in  these  arts  ;  and  the  place  the  most  beautified 
with  gardens,  lawns,  shrubberies,  and  trees  I  had  ever 
seen.  The  money  sunk  here  unproduetively  would  have 
quite  restored  the  family  ;  but  as  it  was,  it  cost  a  revenue 
to  keep  it  up. 

Mr.  Henry  came  himself  to  the  door  to  welcome  me  :  a 
tall,  dark  young  gentleman  (the  Duries  are  all  black  men) 
of  a  plain  and  not  cheerful  face,  very  strong  in  body  but 
not  so  strong  in  health :  taking  me  by  the  hand  without 
any  pride,  and  putting  me  at  home  with  plain,  kind 
speeches.  He  led  me  into  the  hall,  booted  as  I  was,  to 
present  me  to  my  lord.  It  was  still  daylight ;  and  the 
first  thing  I  observed  was  a  lozenge  of  clear  glass  in  the 
midst  of  the  shield  in  the  painted  window,  which  I  re- 
member thinking  a  blemish  on  a  room  otherwise  so  hand- 
some, with  its  family  portraits,  and  the  pargetted  ceiling 
with  pendants,  and  the  carved  chimney,  in  one  corner  of 
which  my  old  lord  sat  reading  in  his  Livy.  He  was 
like  Mr.  Henry,  with  much  the  same  plain  countenance, 
only  more  subtle  and  pleasant,  and  his  talk  a  thousand 
times  more  entertaining.  He  had  many  questions  to 
ask  me,  I  remember,  of  Edinburgh  College,  where  I  had 
just  received  my  mastership  of  arts,  and  of  the  various 
professors,  with  whom  and  their  proficiency  he  seemed 
well  acquainted ;  and  thus,  talking  of  things  that  I  knew, 
I  soon  got  liberty  of  speech  in  my  new  home. 

In  the  midst  of  this,  came  Mrs.  Henry  into  the  room  ; 
she  was  very  far  gone,  Miss  Katharine  being  due  in 
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about  six  weeks,  which  made  me  think  less  of  her 
beauty  at  the  first  sight ;  and  she  used  me  with  more  of 
condescension  than  the  rest ;  so  that,  upon  all  accounts, 
I  kept  her  in  the  third  place  of  my  esteem. 

It  did  not  take  long  before  all  Pate  Macmorland's  tales 
were  blotted  out  of  my  belief,  and  I  was  become,  what  I 
have  ever  since  remained,  a  loving  servant  of  the  house  of 
Durrisdeer.  Mr.  Henry  had  the  chief  part  of  my  affec- 
tion. It  was  with  him  I  worked  ;  and  I  found  him  an 
exacting  master,  keeping  all  his  kindness  for  those  hours 
in  which  we  were  unemployed,  and  in  the  steward's  office 
not  only  loading  me  with  work  but  viewing  me  with 
a  shrewd  supervision.  At  length  one  day,  he  looked  up 
from  his  paper  with  a  kind  of  timidness,  and  says  he, 
"  Mr.  Mackellar,  I  think  I  ought  to  tell  you  that  you 
x-do  very  well."  That  was  my  first  word  of  commenda- 
tion ;  and  from  that  day  his  jealousy  of  my  performance 
was  relaxed ;  soon  it  was  "  Mr.  Mackellar "  here,  and 
*  Mr.  Mackellar "  there,  with  the  whole  family ;  and 
for  much  of  my  service  at  Durrisdeer,  1  have  transacted 
everything  at  my  own  time  and  to  my  own  fancy,  and 
never  a  farthing  challenged.  Even  while  he  was  driv- 
ing me,  I  had  begun  to  find  my  heart  go  out  to  Mr. 
Henry  ;  no  doubt,  partly  in  pity,  he  was  a  man  so  pal- 
pably unhappy.  He  would  fall  into  a  deep  muse  over 
our  accounts,  staring  at  the  page  or  out  of  the  window  ; 
and  at  those  times  the  look  of  his  face,  and  the  sigh  that 
would  break  from  him,  awoke  in  me  strong  feelings  of 
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curiosity  and  commiseration.  One  day,  I  remember,  we 
were  late  upon  some  business  in  the  steward's  room. 
This  room  is  in  the  top  of  the  house  and  has  a  view 
upon  the  bay,  and  over  a  little  wooded  cape,  on  the  long 
sands  ;  and  there,  right  over  against  the  sun  which  was 
then  dipping,  we  saw  the  freetraders  with  a  great  force 
of  men  and  horses,  scouring  on  the  beach.  Mr.  Henry 
had  been  staring  straight  west,  so  that  I  marvelled  he 
was  not  blinded  by  the  sun  ;  suddenly  he  frowns,  rubs 
his  hand  upon  his  brow,  and  turns  to  me  with  a  smile. 

"  You  would  not  guess  what  I  was  thinking,"  says  he. 
"  I  was  thinking  I  would  be  a  happier  man  if  I  could 
ride  and  run  the  danger  of  my  life,  with  these  lawless 
companions." 

I  told  him  I  had  observed  he  did  not  enjoy  good 
spirits  ;  and  that  it  was  a  common  fancy  to  envy  others 
and  think  we  should  be  the  better  of  some  change ; 
quoting  Horace  to  the  point,  like  a  young  man  fresh 
from  college. 

"Why,  just  so,"  said  he.  "And  with  that  we  may 
get  back  to  our  accounts." 

It  was  not  long  before  I  began  to  get  wind  of  the 
causes  that  so  much  depressed  him.  Indeed  a  blind  man 
must  have  soon  discovered  there  was  a  shadow  on  that 
house,  the  shadow  of  the  Master  of  Ballantrae.  Dead 
or  alive  (and  he  was  then  supposed  to  be  dead)  that  man 
was  his  brother's  rival  :  his  rival  abroad,  where  there 
was  never  a  good  word  for  Mr.  Henry  and  nothing  but 
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regret  and  praise  for  the  Master ;  and  his  rival  at  home, 
not  only  with  his  father  and  his  wife,  but  with  the  very 
servants. 

They  were  two  old  serving  men,  that  were  the  leaders. 
John  Paul,  a  little,  bald,  solemn,  stomachy  man,  a  great 
professor  of  piety  and  (take  him  for  all  in  all)  a  pretty 
faithful  servant,  was  the  chief  of  the  Master's  faction. 
None  durst  go  so  far  as  John.  He  took  a  pleasure  in 
disregarding  Mr.  Henry  publicly,  often  with  a  slighting 
comparison.  My  lord  and  Mrs.  Henry  took  him  up,  to 
be  sure,  but  never  so  resolutely  as  they  should  ;  and  he 
had  only  to  pull  his  weeping  face  and  begin  his  lamen- 
tations for  the  Master — "  his  laddie,"  as  he  called  him — 
to  have  the  whole  condoned.  As  for  Henry,  he  let 
these  things  pass  in  silence,  sometimes  with  a  sad  and 
sometimes  with  a  black  look.  There  was  no  rivalling 
the  dead,  he  knew  that ;  and  how  to  censure  an  old 
serving  man  for  a  fault  of  loyalty,  was  more  than  he 
could  see.  His  was  not  the  tongue  to  do  it. 

Macconochie  was  chief  upon  the  other  side ;  an  old, 
ill-spoken,  swearing,  ranting,  drunken  dog ;  and  I  have 
often  thought  it  an  odd  circumstance  in  human  nature, 
that  these  two  serving  men  should  each  have  been  the 
champion  of  his  contrary,  and  blackened  their  own 
faults  and  made  light  of  their  own  virtues  when  they 
beheld  them  in  a  master.  Macconochie  had  soon  smelled 
out  my  secret  inclination,  took  me  much  into  his  confi- 
dence, and  would  rant  against  the  Master  by  the  hour. 


22  THE   MASTER  OF   BALLANTRAE. 

so  that  even  my  work  suffered.  "  They're  a'  daft  here," 
he  would  cry,  "  and  be  damned  to  them  !  The  Master 
— the  deil's  in  their  thrapples  that  should  call  him  sae  ! 
it's  Mr.  Henry  should  he  master  now  !  They  were 
nane  sae  fond  o'  the  Master  when  they  had  him,  I'll  can 
tell  ye  that.  Sorrow  on  his  name  !  Never  a  guid  word 
did  I  hear  on  his  lips,  nor  naebody  else,  but  just  fleer- 
ing and  flyting  and  profane  cursing — deil  ha'e  him  ! 
There's  nane  kenfc  his  wickedness  :  him  a  gentleman  ! 
Did  ever  ye  hear  tell,  Mr.  Mackellar,  o'  Wully  White 
the  wabster  ?  No  ?  Aweel,  Wully  was  an  unco  praying 
kind  o'  man ;  a  driegh  body,  nane  o'  my  kind,  I  never 
could  abide  the  sight  o'  him ;  onyway  he  was  a  great 
hand  by  his  way  of  it,  and  he  up  and  rebukit  the  Master 
for  some  of  his  on-goings.  It  was  a  grand  thing  for  the 
Master  o'  Ball'ntrae  to  tak  up  a  feud  wi'  a'  wabster,  was- 
nae't?"  Macconochie  would  sneer;  indeed  he  never 
took  the  full  name  upon  his  lips  but  with  a  sort  of  a 
whine  of  hatred.  "  But  he  did !  A  fine  employ  it 
was  :  chapping  at  the  man's  door,  and  crying  '  boo '  in 
his  lum,  and  puttin'  poother  in  his  fire,  and  pee-oys*  in 
his  window  ;  till  the  man  thocht  it  was  auld  Hornie  was 
come  seekin'  him.  Weel,  to  mak  a  lang  story  short, 
Wully  gaed  gyte.  At  the  hinder  end,  they  couldnae  get 
him  frae  his  knees,  but  he  just  roared  and  prayed  and 
grat  straucht  on,  till  he  got  his  release.  It  was  fair 

*  A  kind  of  firework  made  with  damp  powder. 
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murder,  a'body  said  that.  Ask  John  Paul — he  was 
brawly  ashamed  o'  that  game,  him  that's  sic  a  Christian 
man  !  Grand  doin's  for  the  Master  o'  Ball'ntrae  ! "  I 
asked  him  what  the  Master  had  thought  of  it  himself. 
"  How  would  I  ken  ?  "  says  he.  "  He  never  said  nae- 
thing."  And  on  again  in  his  usual  manner  of  banning 
and  swearing,  with  every  now  and  again  a  "  Master  of 
Ballantrae  "  sneered  through  his  nose.  It  was  in  one  of 
these  confidences,  that  he  showed  me  the  Carlisle  letter, 
the  print  of  the  horse  shoe  still  stamped  in  the  paper. 
Indeed  that  was  our  last  confidence  ;  for  he  then  ex- 
pressed himself  so  ill-naturedly  of  Mrs.  Henry,  that  I 
had  to  reprimand  him  sharply,  and  must  thenceforth 
hold  him  at  a  distance. 

My  old  lord  was  uniformly  kind  to  Mr.  Henry  ;  he  had 
even  pretty  ways  of  gratitude,  and  would  sometimes  clap 
him  on  the  shoulder  and  say,  as  if  to  the  world  at  large  : 
"  This  is  a  very  good  son  to  me."  And  grateful  he  was 
no  doubt,  being  a  man  of  sense  and  justice.  But  I 
think  that  was  all,  and  I  am  sure  Mr.  Henry  thought 
so.  The  love  was  all  for  the  dead  son.  Not  that  this 
was  often  given  breath  to ;  indeed  with  me  but  once. 
My  lord  had  asked  me  one  day  how  I  got  on  with  Mr. 
Henry,  and  I  had  told  him  the  truth. 

"Ay,"  said  he,  looking  sideways  on  the  burning  fire, 
"  Henry  is  a  good  lad,  a  very  good  lad,"  said  he.  "  You 
have  heard,  Mr.  Mackellar,  that  I  had  another  son  ?  I 
am  afraid  he  was  not  so  virtuous  a  lad  as  Mr.  Henry ; 
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but  dear  me,  he's  dead,  Mr.  Mackellar !  and  while  he 
lived  we  were  all  very  proud  of  him,  all  very  proud.  If 
he  was  not  all  he  should  have  been  in  some  ways,  well, 
perhaps  we  loved  him  better  ! "  This  last  he  said  looking 
musingly  in  the  fire  ;  and  then  to  me,  with  a  great  deal 
of  briskness,  "But  I  am  rejoiced  you  do  so  well  with 
Mr.  Henry.  You  will  find  him  a  good  master."  And 
with  that  he  opened  his  book,  which  was  the  customary 
signal  of  dismission.  But  it  would  be  little  that  he 
read  and  less  that  he  understood;  Culloden  field  and 
the  Master,  these  would  be  the  burthen  of  his  thought ; 
and  the  burthen  of  mine  was  an  unnatural  jealousy  of 
the  dead  man  for  Mr.  Henry's  sake,  that  had  even  then 
begun  to  grow  on  me. 

I  am  keeping  Mrs.  Henry  for  the  last  so  that  this 
expression  of  my  sentiment  may  seem  unwarrantably 
strong  :  thf.  reader  shall  judge  for  himself  when  I  have 
done.  But  I  must  first  tell  of  another  matter,  which  was 
the  means  of  bringing  me  more  intimate.  I  had  not  yet 
been  six  months  at  Durrisdeer  when  it  chanced  that 
John  Paul  fell  sick  and  must  keep  his  bed  ;  drink  was 
the  root  of  his  malady,  in  my  poor  thought ;  but  he  was 
tended  and  indeed  carried  himself  like  an  afflicted  saint ; 
and  the  very  minister,  who  came  to  visit  him,  professed 
himself  edified  when  he  went  away.  The  third  morning 
of  his  sickness,  Mr.  Henry  comes  to  me  with  something 
of  a  hang-dog  look. 

"  Mackellar,"  says  he,  "  I  wish  I  could  trouble  you 
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upon  a  little  service.  There  is  a  pension  we  pay  ;  it  is 
John's  part  to  carry  it ;  and  now  that  he  is  sick,  I  know 
not  to  whom  I  should  look  unless  it  was  yourself.  The 
matter  is  very  delicate  ;  I  could  not  carry  it  with  my 
own  hand  for  a  sufficient  reason  ;  I  dare  not  send  Mac- 
conochie  who  is  a  talker,  and  I  am — I  have — I  am  desir- 
ous this  should  not  come  to  Mrs.  Henry's  ears,"  says  he, 
and  flushed  to  his  neck  as  he  said  it. 

To  say  truth,  when  I  found  I  was  to  carry  money  to 
one  Jessie  Broun  who  was  no  better  than  she  should  be, 
I  supposed  it  was  some  trip  of  his  own  that  Mr.  Henry 
was  dissembling.  I  was  the  more  impressed  when  the 
truth  came  out. 

It  was  up  a  wynd  off  a  side  street  in  St.  Bride's,  that 
Jessie  had  her  lodging.  The  place  was  very  ill  inhab- 
ited, mostly  by  the  freetrading  sort ;  there  was  a  man 
with  a  broken  head  at  the  entry  ;  half  way  up,  in  a  tav- 
ern, fellows  were  roaring  and  singing,  though  it  was  not 
yet  nine  in  the  day.  Altogether,  I  had  never  seen  a 
worse  neighbourhood  even  in  the  great  city  of  Edinburgh, 
and  I  was  in  two  minds  to  go  back.  Jessie's  room  was 
of  a  piece  with  her  surroundings  and  herself  no  better. 
She  would  not  give  me  the  receipt  (which  Mr.  Henry 
had  told  me  to  demand,  for  he  was  very  methodical) 
until  she  had  sent  out  for  spirits  and  I  had  pledged  her 
in  a  glass ;  and  all  the  time  she  carried  on  in  a  light- 
headed, reckless  way,  now  aping  the  manners  of  a  lady, 
Breaking  into  unseemly  mirth,  now  making  coquet- 
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tish  advances  that  oppressed  me  to  the  ground.  Of  the 
money,  she  spoke  more  tragically. 

"It's  blood  money,"  said  she,  "I  take  it  for  that: 
blood  money  for  the  betrayed.  See  what  I'm  brought 
down  to !  Ah,  if  the  bonnie  lad  were  back  again,  it 
would  be  changed  days.  But  he's  deid — he's  lyin'  deid 
amang  the  Hieland  hills — the  bonnie  lad,  the  bonnie 
lad!" 

She  had  a  rapt  manner  of  crying  on  the  bonnie  lad, 
clasping  her  hands  and  casting  up  her  eyes,  that  I  think 
she  must  have  learned  of  strolling  players ;  and  I 
thought  her  sorrow  very  much  of  an  affectation,  and 
that  she  dwelled  upon  the  business  because  her  shame 
was  now  all  she  had  to  be  proud  of.  I  will  not  say  I 
did  not  pity  her,  but  it  was  a  loathing  pity  at  the  best ; 
and  her  last  change  of  manner  wiped  it  out.  This  was 
when  she  had  had  enough  of  me  for  an  audience  and 
had  set  her  name  at  last  to  the  receipt.  "  There  !  "  says 
she,  and  taking  the  most  unwomanly  oaths  upon  her 
tongue,  bade  me  begone  and  carry  it  to  the  Judas  who 
had  sent  me.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had  heard  the 
name  applied  to  Mr.  Henry  ;  I  was  staggered  besides  at 
her  sudden  vehemence  of  word  and  manner ;  and  got 
forth  from  the  room,  under  this  shower  of  curses,  like 
a  beaten  dog.  But  even  then  I  was  not  quit ;  for  the 
vixen  threw  up  her  window  and,  leaning  forth,  contin- 
ued to  revile  me  as  I  went  up  the  wynd  \  the  free- 
traders, coming  to  the  tavern  door,  joined  in  the  mock- 
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ery ;  and  one  had  even  the  inhumanity  to  set  upon  me 
a  very  savage,  small  dog,  which  bit  me  in  the  ankle. 
This  was  a  strong  lesson,  had  I  required  one,  to  avoid  ill 
company ;  and  I  rode  home  in  much  pain  from  the 
bite  and  considerable  indignation  of  mind. 

Mr.  Henry  was  in  the  steward's  room,  affecting  em- 
ployment, but  I  could  see  he  was  only  impatient  to  hear 
of  my  errand. 

"  Well  ?  "  says  he,  as  soon  as  I  came  in  ;  and  when  I 
had  told  him  something  of  what  passed,  and  that  Jessie 
seemed  an  undeserving  woman  and  far  from  grateful  : 
"  She  is  no  friend  to  me,"  said  he  ;  "  but  indeed,  Mac- 
kellar,  I  have  few  friends  to  boast  of  ;  and  Jessie  has 
some  cause  to  be  unjust.  I  need  not  dissemble  what  all 
the  country  knows  :  she  was  not  very  well  used  by  one 
of  our  family."  This  was  the  first  time  I  had  heard 
him  refer  to  the  Master  even  distantly  ;  and  I  think  he 
found  his  tongue  rebellious,  even  for  that  much ;  but 
presently  he  resumed.  "  This  is  why  I  would  have 
nothing  said.  It  would  give  pain  to  Mrs.  Henry  .  .  . 
and  to  my  father,"  he  added  with  another  flush. 

"Mr.  Henry,"  said  I,  "if  you  will  take  a  freedom  at 
my  hands,  I  would  tell  you  to  let  that  woman  be. 
What  service  is  your  money  to  the  like  of  her  ?  She 
has  no  sobriety  and  no  economy ;  as  for  gratitude,  you 
will  as  soon  get  milk  from  a  whinstone ;  and  if  you  will 
pretermit  your  bounty,  it  will  make  no  change  at  all 
but  just  to  save  the  ankles  of  your  messengers." 
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Mr.  Henry  smiled.  "But  I  am  grieved  about  your 
ankle,"  said  he,  the  next  moment,  with  a  proper 
gravity. 

"And  observe,"  I  continued,  "I  give  you  this  advice 
upon  consideration  ;  and  yet  my  heart  was  touched  for 
the  woman  in  the  beginning." 

"  Why  there  it  is,  you  see  !  "  said  Mr.  Henry.  "  And 
you  are  to  remember  that  I  knew  her  once  a  very  decent 
lass.  Besides  which,  although  I  speak  little  of  my 
family,  I  think  much  of  its  repute." 

And  with  that  he  broke  up  the  talk,  which  was  the 
first  we  had  together  in  such  confidence.  But  the  same 
afternoon,  I  had  the  proof  that  his  father  was  perfectly 
acquainted  with  the  business,  and  that  it  was  only  from 
his  wife  that  Mr.  Henry  kept  it  secret. 

"I  fear  you  had  a  painful  errand  to-day,"  says  my 
lord  to  me  :  "  for  which,  as  it  enters  in  no  way  among 
your  duties,  I  wish  to  thank  you,  and  to  remind  you  at 
the  same  time  (in  case  Mr.  Henry  should  have  neglected) 
how  very  desirable  it  is  that  no  word  of  it  should  reach 
my  daughter.  Reflections  on  the  dead,  Mr.  Mackellar, 
are  doubly  painful." 

Anger  glowed  in  my  heart ;  and  I  could  have  told 
my  lord  to  his  face  how  little  he  had  to  do,  bolstering 
up  the  image  of  the  dead  in  Mrs.  Henry's  heart,  and 
how  much  better  he  were  employed,  to  shatter  that  false 
idol.  For  by  this  time,  I  saw  very  well  how  the  land 
lay  between  my  patron  and  his  wife. 
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My  pen  is  clear  enough  to  tell  a  plain  tale  ;  but  to 
render  the  effect  of  an  infinity  of  small  things,  not  one 
great  enough  in  itself  to  be  narrated  ;  and  to  translate 
the  story  of  looks,  and  the  message  of  voices  when  they 
are  saying  no  great  matter ;  and  to  put  in  half  a  page 
the  essence  of  near  eighteen  months  :  this  is  what  I 
despair  to  accomplish.  The  fault,  to  be  very  blunt,  lay 
all  in  Mrs.  Henry.  She  felt  it  a  merit  to  have  con- 
sented to  the  marriage,  and  she  took  it  like  a  martyr- 
dom ;  in  which  my  old  lord,  whether  he  knew  it  or  not, 
fomented  her.  She  made  a  merit,  besides,  of  her  con- 
stancy to  the  dead  ;  though  its  name,  to  a  nicer  con- 
science, should  have  seemed  rather  disloyalty  to  the 
living ;  and  here  also  my  lord  gave  her  his  countenance. 
I  suppose  he  was  glad  to  talk  of  his  loss,  and  ashamed 
to  dwell  on  it  with  Mr.  Henry.  Certainly,  at  least,  he 
made  a  little  coterie  apart  in  that  family  of  three,  and 
it  was  the  husband  who  was  shut  out.  It  seems  it  was 
an  old  custom  when  the  family  were  alone  in  Durris- 
deer,  that  my  lord  should  take  his  wine  to  the  chimney- 
side,  and  Miss  Alison  (instead  of  withdrawing)  should 
bring  a  stool  to  his  knee  and  chatter  to  him  privately  ; 
and  after  she  had  become  my  patron's  wife,  the  same 
manner  of  doing  was  continued.  It  should  have  been 
pleasant  to  behold  this  ancient  gentleman  so  loving  with 
his  daughter;  but  I  was  too  much  a  partisan  of  Mr. 
Henry's,  to  be  anything  but  wroth  at  his  exclusion. 
Many's  the  time  I  have  seen  him  make  an  obvious  re- 


30  THE   MASTER  OF  BALLANTRAE. 

solve,  quit  the  table,  and  go  and  join  himself  to  his  wife 
and  my  Lord  Durrisdeer  ;  and  on  their  part,  they  were 
never  backward  to  make  him  welcome,  turned  to  him 
smilingly  as  to  an  intruding  child,  and  took  him  into 
their  talk  with  an  effort  so  ill-concealed  that  he  was  soon 
back  again  beside  me  at  the  table  j  whence  (so  great  is 
the  hall  of  Durrisdeer)  we  could  but  hear  the  murmur 
of  voices  at  the  chimney.  There  he  would  sit  and 
watch,  and  I  along  with  him  ;  and  sometimes  by  my 
lord's  head  sorrowfully  shaken,  or  his  hand  laid  on  Mrs. 
Henry's  head,  or  hers  upon  his  knee  as  if  in  consola- 
tion, or  sometimes  by  an  exchange  of  tearful  looks,  we 
would  draw  our  conclusion  that  the  talk  had  gone  to  the 
old  subject  and  the  shadow  of  the  dead  was  in  the  hall. 

I  have  hours  when  I  blame  Mr.  Henry  for  taking  all 
too  patiently ;  yet  we  are  to  remember  he  was  married 
in  pity,  and  accepted  his  wife  upon  that  term.  And 
indeed  he  had  small  encouragement  to  make  a  stand. 
Once,  I  remember,  he  announced  he  had  found  a  man 
to  replace  the  pane  of  the  stained  window ;  which,  as 
it  was  he  that  managed  all  the  business,  was  a  thing 
clearly  within  his  attributions.  But  to  the  Master's 
fanciers,  that  pane  was  like  a  relic ;  and  on  the  first 
word  of  any  change,  the  blood  flew  to  Mrs.  Henry's 
face. 

"  I  wonder  at  you  ! "  she  cried. 

"  I  wonder  at  myself,"  says  Mr.  Henry,  with  more  of 
bitterness  than  I  had  ever  heard  him  to  express. 
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Thereupon  my  old  lord  stepped  in  with  his  smooth 
talk,  so  that  before  the  meal  was  at  an  end  all  seemed 
forgotten  ;  only  that,  after  dinner,  when  the  pair  had 
withdrawn  as  usual  to  the  chimneyside,  we  could  see  her 
weeping  with  her  head  upon  his  knee.  Mr.  Henry  kept 
up  the  talk  with  me  upon  some  topic  of  the  estates — he 
could  speak  of  little  else  but  business,  and  was  never  the 
best  of  company  ;  but  he  kept  it  up  that  day  with  more 
continuity,  his  eye  straying  ever  and  again  to  the  chim- 
ney and  his  voice  changing  to  another  key,  but  without 
check  of  delivery.  The  pane,  however,  was  not  replaced  ; 
and  I  believe  he  counted  it  a  great  defeat. 

Whether  he  was  stout  enough  or  no,  God  knows  he 
was  kind  enough.  Mrs.  Henry  had  a  manner  of  con- 
descension with  him,  such  as  (in  a  wife)  would  have 
pricked  my  vanity  into  an  ulcer  ;  he  took  it  like  a  favour. 
She  held  him  at  the  staff's  end  ;  forgot  and  then  remem- 
bered and  unbent  to  him,  as  we  do  to  children  ;  bur- 
thened  him  with  cold  kindness ;  reproved  him  with  a 
change  of  colour  and  a  bitten  lip,  like  one  shamed  by 
his  disgrace  :  ordered  him  with  a  look  of  the  eye,  when 
she  was  off  her  guard ;  when  she  was  on  the  watch, 
pleaded  with  him  for  the  most  natural  attentions  as 
though  they  were  unheard  of  favours.  And  to  all  this, 
he  replied  with  the  most  unwearied  service ;  loving,  as 
folk  say,  the  very  ground  she  trod  on,  and  carrying  that 
love  in  his  eyes  as  bright  as  a  lamp.  When  Miss  Katha- 
rine was  to  be  born,  nothing  would  serve  but  he  must 
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stay  in  the  room  behind  the  head  of  the  bed.  There  he 
gat,  as  white  (they  tell  me)  as  a  sheet  and  the  sweat  drop- 
ping from  his  brow ;  and  the  handkerchief  he  had  in 
his  hand  was  crushed  into  a  little  ball  no  bigger  than  a 
musket  bullet.  Nor  could  he-  bear  the  sight  of  Miss 
Katharine  for  many  a  day ;  indeed  I  doubt  if  he  was 
ever  what  he  should  have  been  to  my  young  lady ;  for 
the  which  want  of  natural  feeling,  he  was  loudly 
blamed. 

Such  was  the  state  of  this  family  down  to  the  7th 
April,  1749,  when  there  befell  the  first  of  that  series  of 
events  which  were  to  break  so  many  hearts  and  lose  so 
many  lives. 

On  that  day  I  was  sitting  in  my  room  a  little  before 
supper,  when  John  Paul  burst  open  the  door  with  no 
civility  of  knocking,  and  told  me  there  was  one  below 
that  wished  to  speak  with  the  steward  ;  sneering  at  the 
name  of  my  office. 

I  asked  what  manner  of  man,  and  what  his  name  was  ; 
and  this  disclosed  the  cause  of  John's  ill  humour ;  for 
it  appeared  the  visitor  refused  to  name  himself  except 
to  me,  a  sore  affront  to  the  major-domo's  consequence. 

"  Well,"  said  I,  smiling  a  little,  "I  will  see  what  he 
wants." 

I  found  in  the  entrance  hall  a  big  man  very  plainly 
habited  and  wrapped  in  a  sea  cloak,  like  one  new  landed, 
as  indeed  he  was.  Not  far  off  Macconochie  was  stand- 
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ing,  with  his  tongue  out  of  his  mouth  and  his  hand  upon 
his  chin,  like  a  dull  fellow  thinking  hard  ;  and  the 
stranger,  who  had  brought  his  cloak  about  his  face,  ap- 
peared uneasy.  He  had  no  sooner  seen  me  coming  than 
he  went  to  meet  me  with  an  effusive  manner. 

"  My  dear  man,"  said  he,  ' '  a  thousand  apologies  for 
disturbing  you,  but  I'm  in  the  most  awkward  position. 
And  there's  a  son  of  a  ramrod  there  that  I  should  know 
the  looks  of,  and  more  betoken  I  believe  that  he  knows 
mine.  Being  in  this  family,  sir,  and  in  a  place  of  some 
responsibility  (which  was  the  cause  I  took  the  liberty  to 
send  for  you),  you  are  doubtless  of  the  honest  party  ? " 

'•'  You  may  be  sure  at  least,"  says  I,  "  that  all  of  that 
party  are  quite  safe  in  Durrisdeer." 

"My  dear  man,  it  is  my  very  thought,"  says  he. 
"  You  see  I  have  just  been  set  on  shore  here  by  a  very 
honest  man,  whose  name  I  cannot  remember,  and  who 
is  to  stand  off  and  on  for  me  till  morning,  at  some  dan- 
ger to  himself ;  and,  to  be  clear  with  you,  I  am  a  little 
concerned  lest  it  should  be  at  some  to  me.  I  have  saved 
my  life  so  often,  Mr.  —  I  forget  your  name,  which  is 
a  very  good  one — that,  faith,  I  would  be  very  loath  to 
lose  it  after  all.  And  the  son  of  a  ramrod,  whom  I  be- 
lieve I  saw  before  Carlisle  ..." 

"  0,  sir,"  said  I,  "  you  can  trust  Macconochie  until 
to-morrow." 

"  Well,  and  it's  a  delight  to  hear  you  say  so,"  says  the 

stranger.     "The  truth  is  that  my  name  is  not  a  very 
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suitable  one  in  this  country  of  Scotland.  With  a  gen« 
tleman  like  you,  my  dear  man,  I  would  have  no  conceal- 
ments of  course  ;  and  by  your  leave,  I'll  just  breathe  it 
in  your  ear.  They  call  me  Francis  Burke  :  Colonel 
Francis  Burke  ;  and  I  am  here,  at  a  most  damnable  risk 
to  myself,  to  see  your  masters — if  you'll  excuse  me,  my 
good  man,  for  giving  them  the  name,  for  I'm  sure  it's  a 
circumstance  I  would  never  have  guessed  from  your  ap- 
pearance. And  if  you  would  just  be  so  very  obliging  as 
to  take  my  name  to  them,  you  might  say  that  I  come 
bearing  letters  which  I  am  sure  they  will  be  very  rejoiced 
to  have  the  reading  of." 

Colonel  Francis  Burke  was  one  of  the  Prince's  Irish- 
men, that  did  his  cause  such  an  infinity  of  hurt  and 
were  so  much  distasted  of  the  Scots  at  the  time  of  the 
rebellion  ;  and  it  came  at  once  into  my  mind,  how  the 
Master  of  Ballantrae  had  astonished  all  men  by  going 
with  that  party.  In  the  same  moment,  a  strong  fore- 
boding of  the  truth  possessed  my  soul. 

"  If  you  will  step  in  here,"  said  I,  opening  a  chamber 
door,  "  I  will  let  my  lord  know." 

"  And  I  am  sure  it's  very  good  of  you,  Mr.  What  is 
your  name,"  says  the  Colonel. 

Up  to  the  hall  I  went,  slow  footed.  There  they  were 
all  three,  my  old  lord  in  his  place,  Mrs.  Henry  at  work 
by  the  window,  Mr.  Henry  (as  was  much  his  custom) 
pacing  the  low  end.  In  the  midst  was  the  table  laid 
for  supper.  I  told  them  briefly  what  I  had  to  say.  Mj 
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old  lord  'Aay  back  in  his  seat.  Mrs.  Henry  sprang  up 
standing  with  a  mechanical  motion,  and  she  and  her 
husband  stared  at  each  other's  eyes  across  the  room  ;  it 
was  the  strangest,  challenging  look  these  two  exchanged, 
and  as  they  looked,  the  colour  faded  in  their  faces. 
Then  Mr.  Henry  turned  to  me ;  not  to  speak,  only  to 
•sign  with  his  finger  ;  but  that  was  enough,  and  I  went 
Jown  again  for  the  Colonel. 

When  we  returned,  these  three  were  in  much  the 
same  position  I  had  left  them  in  ;  I  believe  no  word  had 
passed. 

"My  lord  Durrisdeer  no  doubt?  "says  the  Colonel, 
bowing,  and  my  lord  bowed  in  answer.  "And  this," 
continues  the  Colonel,  "  should  be  the  Master  of  Bal- 
lantrae  ?  " 

"  I  hare  never  taken  that  name,"  said  Mr.  Henry ; 
"  but  I  am  Henry  Durie  at  your  service." 

Then  the  Colonel  turns  to  Mrs.  Henry,  bowing  with 
his  hat  upon  his  heart  and  the  most  killing  airs  of 
gallantry.  "  There  can  be  no  mistake  about  so  fine  a 
figure  of  a  lady,"  says  he.  "I  address  the  seductive 
Miss  Alison,  of  whom  I  have  so  often  heard  ?  " 

Once  more  husband  and  wife  exchanged  a  look. 

"  I  am  Mrs.  Henry  Durie,"  said  she ;  "but  before 
my  marriage  my  name  was  Alison  Graeme." 

Then  my  lord  spoke  up.  "  I  am  an  old  man,  Colonel 
Burke,"  said  he,  "and  a  frail  one.  It  will  be  mercy  on 
your  part  to  be  expeditious.  Do  you  bring  me  news 
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of —  "  he  hesitated,  and  then  the  words  broke  from  him 
with  a  singular  change  of  voice — "my  son  ?" 

"  My  dear  lord,  I  will  be  round  with  you  like  a  sol- 
dier," said  the  Colonel.  "  I  do." 

My  lord  held  out  a  wavering  hand ;  he  seemed  to 
wave  a  signal,  but  whether  it  was  to  give  him  time  or 
to  speak  on,  was  more  than  we  could  guess.  At  length, 
he  got  out  the  one  word — "  Good  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  very  best  in  the  creation  !  "  cries  the  Col- 
onel. "  For  my  good  friend  and  admired  comrade  is  at 
this  hour  in  the  fine  city  of  Paris,  and  as  like  as  not,  if 
I  know  anything  of  his  habits,  he  will  be  drawing  in  his 
chair  to  a  piece  of  dinner. — Bedad,  I  believe  the  lady's 
fainting." 

Mrs.  Henry  was  indeed  the  colour  of  death,  and 
drooped  against  the  window  frame.  But  when  Mr. 
Henry  made  a  movement  as  if  to  run  to  her,  she 
straightened  with  a  sort  of  shiver.  "I  am  well,"  she 
said,  with  her  white  lips. 

Mr.  Henry  stopped,  and  his  face  had  a  strong  twitch 
of  anger.  The  next  moment,  he  had  turned  to  the  Col- 
onel. "You  must  not  blame  yourself,"  says  he,  "for 
this  effect  on  Mrs.  Durie.  It  is  only  natural ;  we  were 
all  brought  up  like  brother  and  sister." 

Mrs.  Henry  looked  at  her  husband  with  something 
like  relief  or  even  gratitude.  In  my  way  of  thinking, 
that  speech  was  the  first  step  he  made  in  her  good 
graces. 
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"  You  must  try  to  forgive  me,  Mrs.  Durie,  for  indeed 
and  I  am  just  an  Irish  savage,"  said  the  Colonel :  "and 
I  deserve  to  be  shot  for  not  breaking  the  matter  more 
artistically  to  a  lady.  But  here  are  the  Master's  own 
letters ;  one  for  each  of  the  three  of  you  ;  and  to  be 
sure  (if  I  know  anything  of  my  friend's  genius)  he  will 
tell  his  own  story  with  a  better  grace." 

He  brought  the  three  letters  forth  as  he  spoke,  ar- 
ranged them  by  their  superscriptions,  presented  the  first 
to  my  lord  who  took  it  greedily,  and  advanced  towards 
Mrs.  Henry  holding  out  the  second. 

But  the  lady  waved  it  back.  "  To  my  husband,"  says 
she,  with  a  choked  voice. 

The  Colonel  was  a  quick  man,  but  at  this  he  was  some- 
what non-plussed.  "To  be  sure,"  says  he,  "how  very 
dull  of  me  !  To  be  sure."  But  he  still  held  the  letter. 

At  last  Mr.  Henry  reached  forth  his  hand,  and  there 
was  nothing  to  be  done  but  give  it  up.  Mr.  Henry  took 
the  letters  (both  hers  and  his  own)  and  looked  upon 
their  outside,  with  his  brows  knit  hard  as  if  he  were 
thinking.  He  had  surprised  me  all  through  by  his  ex- 
cellent behaviour ;  but  he  was  to  excel  himself  now. 

"  Let  me  give  you  a  hand  to  your  room,"  said  he  to  his 
wife.  "  This  has  come  something  of  the  suddenest ;  and 
at  any  rate,  you  will  wish  to  read  your  letter  by  yourself." 

Again  she  looked  upon  him  with  the  same  thought  of 
wonder ;  but  he  gave  her  no  time,  coming  straight  to 
where  she  stood.  "It  will  be  better  so,  believe  me," 
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said  he,  "  and  Colonel  Burke  is  too  considerate  not  to 
excuse  you."  And  with  that  he  took  her  hand  by  the 
fingers,  and  led  her  from  the  hall. 

Mrs.  Henry  returned  no  more  that  night ;  and  when 
Mr.  Henry  went  to  visit  her  next  morning,  as  I  heard 
long  afterwards,  she  gave  him  the  letter  again,  still 
unopened. 

"  0,  read  it  and  be  done  ! "  he  had  cried. 

"  Spare  me  that,"  said  she. 

And  by  these  two  speeches,  to  my  way  of  thinking, 
each  undid  a  great  part  of  what  they  had  previously 
done  well.  But  the  letter,  sure  enough,  came  into  my 
hands  and  by  me  was  burned,  unopened. 

To  be  very  exact  as  to  the  adventures  of  the  Master 
after  Culloden,  I  wrote  not  long  ago  to  Colonel  Burke, 
now  a  Chevalier  of  the  Order  of  St.  Louis,  begging  him 
for  some  notes  in  writing,  since  I  could  scarce  depend 
upon  my  memory  at  so  great  an  interval.  To  confess 
the  truth,  I  have  been  somewhat  embarrassed  by  his  re- 
sponse ;  for  he  sent  me  the  complete  memoirs  of  his  life, 
touching  only  in  places  on  the  Master;  running  to  a 
much  greater  length  than  my  whole  story,  and  not 
everywhere  (as  it  seems  to  me)  designed  for  edification. 
He  begged  in  his  letter,  dated  from  Ettenheim,  that  I 
would  find  a  publisher  for  the  whole,  after  I  had  made 
what  use  of  it  I  required  ;  and  I  think  I  shall  best  an- 
swer my  own  purpose  and  fulfil  his  wishes  by  printing 
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certain  parts  of  it  in  full.  In  this  way  my  readers  will 
have  a  detailed  and  I  believe  a  very  genuine  account 
of  some  essential  matters ;  and  if  any  publisher  should 
take  a  fancy  to  the  Chevalier's  manner  of  narration,  he 
knows  where  to  apply  for  the  rest,  of  which  there  is 
plenty  at  his  service.  I  put  in  my  first  extract  here,  so 
that  it  may  stand  in  the  place  of  what  the  Chevalier  told 
us  over  our  wine  in  the  hall  of  Durrisdeer ;  but  you  are 
to  suppose  it  was  not  the  brutal  fact,  but  a  very  var- 
nished version  that  he  offered  to  my  lord. 
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From,  the  Memoirs  of  the  Chevalier  de  Burke. 

.  .  .  .  I  LEFT  Ruthven  (it's  hardly  necessary  to 
remark)  with  much  greater  satisfaction  than  I  had  come 
to  it ;  hut  whether  I  missed  my  way  in  the  deserts,  or 
whether  my  companions  failed  me,  I  soon  found  myself 
alone.  This  was  a  predicament  very  disagreeable ;  for  I 
never  understood  this  horrid  country  or  savage  people, 
and  the  last  stroke  of  the  Prince's  withdrawal  had  made 
us  of  the  Irish  more  unpopular  than  ever.  I  was  re- 
flecting on  my  poor  chances,  when  I  saw  another  horse- 
man on  the  hill,  whom  I  supposed  at  first  to  have  been 
a  phantom,  the  news  of  his  death  in  the  very  front  at 
Culloden  being  current  in  the  army  generally.  This 
was  the  Master  of  Ballantrae,  my  Lord  Durrisdeer's  son, 
a  young  nobleman  of  the  rarest  gallantry  and  parts,  and 
equally  designed  by  nature  to  adorn  a  court  and  to  reap 
laurels  in  the  field.  Our  meeting  was  the  more  welcome 
to  both,  as  he  was  one  of  the  few  Scots  who  had  used 
the  Irish  with  consideration  and  as  he  might  now  be 
of  very  high  utility  in  aiding  my  escape.  Yet  what 
founded  our  particular  friendship  was  a  circumstance  by 
itself,  as  romantic  as  any  fable  of  King  Arthur. 
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This  was  on  the  second  day  of  our  flight,  after  we  had 
slept  one  night  in  the  rain  upon  the  inclination  of  a 
mountain.  There  was  an  Appin  man,  Alan  Black  Stew- 
art (or  some  such  name,*  but  I  have  seen  him  since  in 
France)  who  chanced  to  be  passing  the  same  way,  and 
had  a  jealousy  of  my  companion.  Very  uncivil  ex- 
pressions were  exchanged  ;  and  Stewart  calls  upon  the 
Master  to  alight  and  have  it  out. 

"Why,  Mr.  Stewart,"  says  the  Master,  "I  think  at 
the  present  time,  I  would  prefer  to  run  a  race  with 
you."  And  with  the  word  claps  spurs  to  his  horse. 

Stewart  ran  after  us,  a  childish  thing  to  do,  for  more 
than  a  mile  ;  and  I  could  not  help  laughing,  as  I  looked 
back  at  last  and  saw  him  on  a  hill,  holding  his  hand  to 
his  side  and  nearly  burst  with  running. 

"  But  all  the  same,"  I  could  not  help  saying  to  my 
companion,  "  I  would  let  no  man  run  after  me  for  any 
such  proper  purpose,  and  not  give  him  his  desire.  It 
was  a  good  jest,  but  it  smells  a  trifle  cowardly." 

He  bent  his  brows  at  me.  "I  do  pretty  well,"  says 
he,  "  when  I  saddle  myself  with  the  most  unpopular 
man  in  Scotland,  and  let  that  suffice  for  courage." 

"  0,  bedad,"  says  I,  "  I  could  show  you  a  more  un- 
popular with  the  naked  eye.  And  if  you  like  not  my 
company,  you  can  '  saddle '  yourself  on  some  one  else  " 

*  Note  by  Mr.  Mackellar :  Should  not  this  be  Alan  Breck 
Stewart,  afterwards  notorious  as  the  Appin  murderer  ?  The  Chev- 
alier is  sometimes  very  weak  on  names. 
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"  Colonel  Burke,"  says  he,  "  do  not  let  us  quarrel ; 
and  to  that  effect,  let  me  assure  you  I  am  the  least 
patient  man  in  the  world. " 

"I  am  as  little  patient  as  yourself,"  said  I.  "I 
care  not  who  knows  that." 

"At  this  rate,"  says  he,  reining  in,  "  we  shall  not  go 
very  far.  And  I  propose  we  do  one  of  two  things  upon 
the  instant  :  either  quarrel  and  be  done  :  or  make  a 
sure  bargain  to  bear  everything  at  each  other's  hands." 

"  Like  a  pair  of  brothers  ?  "  said  I. 

"  I  said  no  such  foolishness,"  he  replied.  "  I  have  a 
brother  of  my  own,  and  I  think  no  more  of  him  than 
of  a  colewort.  But  if  we  are  to  have  our  noses  rubbed 
together  in  this  course  of  flight,  let  us  each  dare  to  be 
ourselves  like  savages,  and  each  swear  that  he  will 
neither  resent  nor  deprecate  the  other.  I  am  a  pretty 
bad  fellow  at  bottom,  and  I  find  the  pretence  of  virtues 
very  irksome." 

"  0,  I  am  as  bad  as  yourself,"  said  I.  "  There  is  no 
skim  milk  in  Francis  Burke.  But  which  is  it  to  be  ? 
Fight  or  make  friends  ?  " 

"Why,"  says  he,  "  I  think  it  will  be  the  best  manner 
to  spin  a  coin  for  it. " 

This  proposition  was  too  highly  chivalrous  not  to 
take  my  fancy  ;  and  strange  as  it  may  seem  of  two  well- 
born gentlemen  of  to-day,  we  span  a  half-crown  (like  a 
pair  of  ancient  paladins)  whether  we  were  to  cut  each 
other's  throats  or  be  sworn  friends.  A  more  romantic 
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circumstance  can  rarely  have  occurred  ;  and  it  is  one  of 
those  points  in  my  memoirs,  by  which  we  may  see  the 
old  tales  of  Homer  and  the  poets  are  equally  true  to-day, 
at  least  of  the  noble  and  genteel.  The  coin  fell  for 
peace,  and  we  shook  hands  upon  our  bargain.  And  then 
it  was  that  my  companion  explained  to  me  his  thought 
in  running  away  from  Mr.  Stewart,  which  was  certainly 
worthy  of  his  political  intellect.  The  report  of  his 
death,  he  said,  was  a  great  guard  to  him ;  Mr.  Stewart 
having  recognized  him,  had  become  a  danger ;  and  he 
had  taken  the  briefest  road  to  that  gentleman's  silence. 
"  For,"  says  he,  "  Alan  Black  is  too  vain  a  man  to  nar- 
rate any  such  story  of  himself. " 

Towards  afternoon,  we  came  down  to  the  shores  of 
that  loch  for  which  we  were  heading  ;  and  there  was  the 
ship  but  newly  come  to  anchor.  She  was  the  Sainte- 
Marie-des-Anges,  out  of  the  port  of  Havre-de-Grace. 
The  Master,  after  we  had  signalled  for  a  boat,  asked  me 
if  I  knew  the  captain.  I  told  him  he  was  a  countryman 
of  mine,  of  the  most  unblemished  integrity,  but,  I  was 
afraid,  a  rather  timorous  man. 

"  No  matter,"  says  he.     "  For  all  that,  he  should  cer- 

*  •/  * 

tainly  hear  the  truth." 

I  asked  him  if  he  meant  about  the  battle  ?  for  if  the 
captain  once  knew  the  standard  was  down,  he  would 
certainly  put  to  sea  again  at  once. 

"  And  even  then  ! "  said  he  ;  "  the  arms  are  now  of 
no  sort  of  utility." 
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"My  dear  man,"  said  I,  "who  thinks  of  the  arms? 
But  to  be  sure  we  must  remember  our  friends.  They 
will  be  close  upon  our  heels,  perhaps  the  Prince  himself, 
and  if  the  ship  be  gone,  a  great  number  of  valuable  lives 
may  be  imperilled." 

"The  captain  and  the  crew  have  lives  also,  if  you 
come  to  that,"  says  Ballantrae. 

This  I  declared  was  but  a  quibble,  and  that  I  would 
not  hear  of  the  captain  being  told  :  and  then  it  was  that 
Ballantrae  made  me  a  witty  answer,  for  the  sake  of 
which  (and  also  because  I  have  been  blamed  myself  in 
this  business  of  the  Sainte-Marie-des-Anges)  I  have  re- 
lated the  whole  conversation  as  it  passed. 

"  Frank,"  says  he,  "  remember  our  bargain.  I  must 
not  object  to  your  holding  your  tongue,  which  I  hereby 
even  encourage  you  to  do  ;  but  by  the  same  terms,  you 
are  not  to  resent  my  telling." 

I  could  not  help  laughing  at  this  ;  though  I  still  fore- 
warned him  what  would  come  of  it. 

"  The  devil  may  come  of  it  for  what  I  care."  says  the 
reckless  fellow.  "  I  have  always  done  exactly  as  I  felt 
inclined." 

As  is  well  known,  my  prediction  came  true.  The 
captain  had  no  sooner  heard  the  news,  than  he  cut  his 
cable  and  to  sea  again  ;  and  before  morning  broke,  we 
were  in  the  Great  Minch. 

The  ship  was  very  old  ;  and  the  skipper  although  the 
most  honest  of  men  (and  Irish  too)  was  one  of  the  least 
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capable.  The  wind  blew  very  boisterous,  and  the  sea 
raged  extremely.  All  that  day,  we  had  little  heart 
whether  to  eat  or  drink  ;  went  early  to  rest  in  some  con- 
cern of  mind  ;  and  (as  if  to  give  us  a  lesson)  in  the  night, 
the  wind  chopped  suddenly  into  the  northeast,  and 
blew  a  hurricane.  We  were  awaked  by  the  dreadful 
thunder  of  the  tempest  and  the  stamping  of  the  mari- 
ners on  deck  ;  so  that  I  supposed  our  last  hour  was  cer- 
tainly come  ;  and  the  terror  of  my  mind  was  increased 
out  of  all  measure  by  Ballantrae,  who  mocked  at  my 
devotions.  It  is  in  hours  like  these  that  a  man  of  any 
piety  appears  in  his  true  light,  and  we  find  (what  we  are 
taught  as  babes)  the  small  trust  that  can  be  set  in 
worldly  friends  :  I  would  be  unworthy  of  my  religion,  if  I 
let  this  pass  without  particular  remark.  For  three  days 
we  lay  in  the  dark  in  the  cabin,  and  had  but  a  biscuit  to 
nibble.  On  the  fourth,  the  wind  fell,  leaving  the  ship 
dismasted  and  heaving  on  vast  billows.  The  captain 
had  not  a  guess  of  whither  we  were  blown  ;  he  was  stark 
ignorant  of  his  trade,  and  could  do  naught  but  bless  the 
Holy  Virgin  :  a  very  good  thing  too,  but  scarce  the 
whole  of  seamanship.  It  seemed  our  one  hope  was  to  be 
picked  up  by  another  vessel ;  and  if  that  should  prove  to 
be  an  English  ship,  it  might  be  no  great  blessing  to  the 
Master  and  myself. 

The  fifth  and  sixth  days  we  tossed  there  helpless.  The 
seventh,  some  sail  was  got  on  her,  but  she  was  an  un- 
wieldy vessel  at  the  best,  and  we  made  little  but  leeway. 
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All  the  time,  indeed,  we  had  been  drifting  to  the  south 
and  west,  and  during  the  tempest  must  have  driven 
in  that  direction  with  unheard-of  violence.  The  ninth 
dawn  was  cold  and  black,  with  a  great  sea  running,  and 
every  mark  of  foul  weather.  In  this  situation,  we  were 
overjoyed  to  sight  a  small  ship  on  the  horizon,  and  to 
perceive  her  go  about  and  head  for  the  Sainte-Marie. 
But  our  gratification  did  not  very  long  endure  ;  for  when 
she  had  laid  to  and  lowered  a  boat,  it  was  immediately 
filled  with  disorderly  fellows,  who  sang  and  shouted  as 
they  pulled  across  to  us,  and  swarmed  in  on  our  deck 
with  bare  cutlasses,  cursing  loudly.  Their  leader  was  a 
horrible  villain,  with  his  face  blacked  and  his  whiskers 
curled  in  ringlets  :  Teach,  his  name  ;  a  most  notorious 
pirate.  He  stamped  about  the  deck,  raving  and  crying 
out  that  his  name  was  Satan  and  his  ship  was  called 
Hell.  There  was  something  about  him  like  a  wicked 
child  or  a  half-witted  person,  that  daunted  me  beyond 
expression.  I  whispered  in  the  ear  of  Ballantrae,  that  I 
would  not  be  the  last  to  volunteer  and  only  prayed  God 
they  might  be  short  of  hands :  he  approved  my  pur- 
pose with  a  nod. 

"Bedad,"  said  I,  to  Master  Teach,  "if  you  are  Satan, 
here  is  a  divil  for  ye." 

The  word  pleased  him  ;  and  (not  to  dwell  upon  these 
shocking  incidents)  Ballantrae  and  I  and  two  others 
were  taken  for  recruits,  while  the  skipper  and  all  the 
rest  were  cast  into  the  sea  by  the  method  of  walking  the 
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plank.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  this  done ;  my 
heart  died  within  me  at  the  spectacle  ;  and  Master  Teach 
or  one  of  his  acolytes  (for  my  head  was  too  much  lost  to 
be  precise)  remarked  upon  my  pale  face  in  a  very  alarm- 
ing manner.  I  had  the  strength  to  cut  a  step  or  two  of  a 
jig  and  cry  out  some  ribaldry,  which  saved  me  for  that 
time ;  but  my  legs  were  like  water  when  I  must  get 
down  into  the  skiff  among  these  miscreants ;  and  what 
with  my  horror  of  my  company  and  fear  of  the  monstrous 
billows,  it  was  all  I  could  do  to  keep  an  Irish  tongue 
and  break  a  jest  or  two  as  we  were  pulled  aboard.  By 
the  blessing  of  God,  there  was  a  fiddle  in  the  pirate  ship, 
which  I  had  no  sooner  seen  than  I  fell  upon  ;  and  in  my 
quality  of  crowder,  I  had  the  heavenly  good  luck  to  get 
favour  in  their  eyes.  Crowding  Pat,  was  the  name  they 
dubbed  me  with  ;  and  it  was  little  I  cared  for  a  name  so 
long  as  my  skin  was  whole. 

What  kind  of  a  pandemonium  that  vessel  was,  I  can- 
not describe,  but  she  was  commanded  by  a  lunatic,  and 
might  be  called  a  floating  Bedlam.  Drinking,  roaring, 
singing,  quarreling,  dancing,  they  were  never  all  sober  at 
one  time  ;  and  there  were  days  together,  when  if  a  squall 
had  supervened,  it  must  have  sent  us  to  the  bottom,  or 
if  a  king's  ship  had  come  along,  it  would  have  found  us 
quite  helpless  for  defence.  Once  or  twice,  we  sighted  a 
sail,  and  if  we  were  sober  enough,  overhauled  it,  God 
forgive  us  !  and  if  we  were  all  too  drunk,  she  got  away, 
and  I  would  bless  the  saints  under  my  breath.  Teach 
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ruled,  if  you  can  call  that  rule  which  brought  no  order, 
by  the  terror  he  created ;  and  I  observed  the  man  was 
very  vain  of  his  position.  I  have  known  marshals  of 
France,  ay,  and  even  Highland  chieftains  that  were  less 
openly  puffed  up  ;  which  throws  a  singular  light  on  the 
pursuit  of  honour  and  glory.  Indeed  the  longer  we  live, 
the  more  we  perceive  the  sagacity  of  Aristotle  and  the 
other  old  philosophers ;  and  though  I  have  all  my  life 
been  eager  for  legitimate  distinctions,  I  can  lay  my 
hand  upon  my  heart,  at  the  end  of  my  career,  and 
declare  there  is  not  one — no,  nor  yet  life  itself — which 
is  worth  acquiring  or  preserving  at  the  slightest  cost  of 
dignity. 

It  was  long  before  I  got  private  speech  of  Ballantrae; 
but  at  length  one  night  we  crept  out  upon  the  boltsprit, 
when  the  rest  were  better  employed,  and  commiserated 
our  position. 

"None  can  deliver  us  but  the  saints,"  said  I. 

"  My  mind  is  very  different,"  said  Ballantrae  ;  "  for  I 
am  going  to  deliver  myself.  This  Teach  is  the  poorest 
creature  possible  ;  we  make  no  profit  of  him  and  lie  con- 
tinually open  to  capture ;  and,"  says  he,  ' '  I  am  not 
going  to  be  a  tarry  pirate  for  nothing,  nor  yet  to  hang  in 
chains  if  I  can  help  it."  And  he  told  me  what  was  in 
his  mind  to  better  the  state  of  the  ship  in  the  way  of  dis- 
cipline, which  would  give  us  safety  for  the  present,  and  a 
sooner  hope  of  deliverance  when  they  should  have  gained 
enough  and  should  break  up  their  company. 


THE  MASTER'S  WANDERINGS.  49 

3  confessed  to  him  ingenuously  that  my  nerve  was 
quite  shook  amid  these  horrible  surroundings,  and  I 
durst  scarce  tell  him  to  count  upon  me. 

"I  am  not  very  easy  frightened,"  said  he,  "nor  very 
easy  beat." 

A  few  days  after,  there  befell  an  accident  which  had 
nearly  hanged  us  all ;  and  offers  the  most  extraordinary 
picture  of  the  folly  that  ruled  in  our  concerns.  We 
were  all  pretty  drunk :  and  some  bedlamite  spying  a 
sail,  Teach  put  the  ship  about  in  chase  without  a 
glance,  and  we  began  to  bustle  up  the  arms  and  boast  of 
the  horrors  that  should  follow.  I  observed  Ballantrae 
stood  quiet  in  the  bows,  looking  under  the  shade  of 
his  hand ;  but  for  my  part,  true  to  my  policy  among 
these  savages,  I  was  at  work  with  the  busiest  and  passing 
Irish  jests  for  their  diversion. 

"Run  up  the  colors,"  cries  Teach.  "  Show  the s 

the  Jolly  Roger! " 

It  was  the  merest  drunken  braggadocio  at  such  a  stage, 
and  might  have  lost  us  a  valuable  prize  ;  but  I  thought 
it  no  part  of  mine  to  reason,  and  I  ran  up  the  black  flag 
with  my  own  hand. 

Ballantrae  steps  presently  aft  with  a  smile  upon  his 
face. 

"You  may  perhaps  like  to  know,  you  drunken  dog," 
says  he,  "  that  you  are  chasing  a  king's  ship." 

Teach  roared  him  the  lie  ;  but  he  ran  at  the  same  time 
to  the  bulwarks,  and  so  did  they  all.  I  have  never  seen 
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so  many  drunken  men  struck  suddenly  sober.  The 
cruiser  had  gone  about,  upon  our  impudent  display  of 
colours  ;  she  was  just  then  filling  on  the  new  tack  ;  her 
ensign  blew  out  quite  plain  to  see  ;  and  even  as  we 
stared,  there  came  a  puff  of  smoke,  and  then  a  report, 
and  a  shot  plunged  in  the  waves  a  good  way  short  of  us. 
Some  ran  to  the  ropes,  and  got  the  Sarah  round  with 
an  incredible  swiftness.  One  fellow  fell  on  the  rum 
barrel,  which  stood  broached  upon  the  deck,  and  rolled 
it  promptly  overboard.  On  my  part,  I  made  for  the 
Jolly  Eoger,  struck  it,  tossed  it  in  the  sea ;  and  could 
have  flung  myself  after,  so  vexed  was  I  with  our  mis- 
management. As  for  Teach,  he  grew  as  pale  as  death, 
and  incontinently  went  down  to  his  cabin.  Only  twice 
he  came  on  deck  that  afternoon  ;  went  to  the  taffrail ; 
took  a  long  look  at  the  king's  ship,  which  was  still 
on  the  horizon  heading  after  us ;  and  then,  without 
speech,  back  to  his  cabin.  You  may  say  he  deserted 
us ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  one  very  capable  sailor  we 
had  on  board,  and  for  the  lightness  of  the  airs  that  blew 
all  day,  we  must  certainly  have  gone  to  the  yard-arm. 

It  is  to  be  supposed  Teach  was  humiliated,  and  per- 
haps alarmed  for  his  position  with  the  crew  ;  and  the 
way  in  which  he  set  about  regaining  what  he  had  lost, 
was  highly  characteristic  of  the  man.  Early  next  day, 
we  smelled  him  burning  sulphur  in  his  cabin  and  crying 
out  of  "  Hell,  hell !  "  which  was  well  understood  among 
the  crew,  and  filled  their  minds  with  apprehension.  Pres« 
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ently  he  comes  on  deck,  a  perfect  figure  of  fun,  his  face 
blacked,  his  hair  and  whiskers  curled,  his  belt  stuck  full 
of  pistols ;  chewing  bits  of  glass  so  that  the  blood  ran 
down  his  chin,  and  brandishing  a  dirk.  I  do  not  know 
if  he  had  taken  these  manners  from  the  Indians  of  Amer- 
ica, where  he  was  a  native ;  but  such  was  his  way,  and 
he  would  always  thus  announce  that  he  was  wound  up 
to  horrid  deeds.  The  first  that  came  near  him  was  the 
fellow  who  had  sent  the  rum  overboard  the  day  before ; 
him  he  stabbed  to  the  heart,  damning  him  for  a  mu- 
tineer ;  and  then  capered  about  the  body,  raving  and 
swearing  and  daring  us  to  come  on.  It  was  the  silliest 
exhibition  ;  and  yet  dangerous  too,  for  the  cowardly 
fellow  was  plainly  working  himself  up  to  another  mur- 
der. 

All  of  a  sudden,  Ballantrae  stepped  forth.  "  Have  done 
with  this  play-acting,"  says  he.  "Do  you  think  to 
frighten  us  with  making  faces  ?  We  saw  nothing  of  you 
yesterday  when  you  were  wanted  ;  and  we  did  well  with- 
out you,  let  me  tell  you  that." 

There  was  a  murmur  and  a  movement  in  the  crew,  of 
pleasure  and  alarm,  I  thought,  in  nearly  equal  parts. 
As  for  Teach,  he  gave  a  barbarous  howl,  and  swung  his 
dirk  to  fling  it,  an  art  in  which  (like  many  seamen)  he 
was  very  expert. 

"  Knock  that  out  of  his  hand  ! "  says  Ballantrae,  so 
sudden  and  sharp  that  my  arm  obeyed  him  before  m^ 
mind  had  understood. 
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Teach  stood  like  one  stupid,  never  thinking  on  his 
pistols. 

"Go  down  to  your  cabin,"  cries  Ballantrae,  "and 
come  on  deck  again  when  you  are  sober.  Do  you  think 
we  are  going  to  hang  for  you,  you  black-faced,  half- 
witted, drunken  brute  and  butcher  ?  Go  down  ! "  And 
he  stamped  his  foot  at  him  with  such  a  sudden  smart- 
ness that  Teach  fairly  ran  for  it  to  the  companion. 

"And  now,  mates,"  says  Ballantrae,  "a  word  with 
you.  I  don't  know  if  you  are  gentlemen  of  fortune 
for  the  fun  of  the  thing  ;  but  I  am  not.  I  want  to 
make  money,  and  get  ashore  again,  and  spend  it  like  a 
man.  And  on  one  thing  my  mind  is  made  up  :  I  will 
not  hang  if  I  can  help  it.  Come  :  give  me  a  hint ;  I'm 
only  a  beginner  !  Is  there  no  way  to  get  a  little  dis- 
cipline and  common  sense  about  this  business  ?  " 

One  of  the  men  spoke  up  :  he  said  by  rights  they 
should  have  a  quartermaster  ;  and  no  sooner  was  the 
word  out  of  his  mouth,  than  they  were  all  of  that 
opinion.  The  thing  went  by  acclamation,  Ballantrae 
was  made  quartermaster,  the  rum  was  put  in  his  charge, 
laws  were  passed  in  imitation  of  those  of  a  pirate  by  the 
name  of  Eoberts  ;  and,  the  last  proposal  was  to  make  an 
end  of  Teach.  But  Ballantrae  was  afraid  of  a  more 
efficient  captain,  who  might  be  a  counterweight  to  him- 
self, and  he  opposed  this  stoutly.  Teach,  he  said,  was 
good  enough  to  board  ships  and  frighten  fools  with  his 
blacked  face  and  swearing  ;  we  could  scarce  get  a  bettef 
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man  than  Teach  for  that ;  and  Besides  as  the  man  was 
now  disconsidered  and  as  good  as  deposed,  we  might 
reduce  his  proportion  of  the  plunder.  This  carried  it ; 
Teach's  share  was  cut  down  to  a  mere  derision,  being 
actually  less  than  mine ;  and  there  remained  only  two 
points  :  whether  he  would  consent,  and  who  was  to 
announce  to  him  this  resolution. 

"  Do  not  let  that  stick  you,"  says  Ballantrae,  "  I  will 
do  that." 

And  he  stepped  to  the  companion  and  down  alone  into 
the  cabin  to  face  that  drunken  savage. 

"This  is  the  man  for  us,"  cries  one  of  the  hands. 
"  Three  cheers  for  the  quartermaster  ! "  which  were 
given  with  a  will,  my  own  voice  among  the  loudest,  and 
I  dare  say  these  plaudits  had  their  *effect  on  Master 
Teach  in  the  cabin,  as  we  have  seen  of  late  days  how 
shouting  in  the  streets  may  trouble  even  the  minds  of 
legislators. 

What  passed  precisely  was  never  known,  though  some 
of  the  heads  of  it  came  to  the  surface  later  on  ;  and  we 
were  all  amazed  as  well  as  gratified,  when  Ballantrae 
came  on  deck  with  Teach  upon  his  arm,  and  announced 
that  all  had  been  consented. 

I  pass  swiftly  over  those  twelve  or  fifteen  months  in 
which  we  continued  to  keep  the  sea  in  the  North  Atlan- 
tic, getting  our  food  and  water  from  the  ships  we  over- 
hauled and  doing  on  the  whole  a  pretty  fortunate  busi- 
ness. Sure  no  one  could  wish  to  read  anything  so 
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ungenteel  as  the  memoirs  of  a  pirate,  even  an  unwilling 
one  like  me  !  Things  went  extremely  better  with  "our 
designs,  and  Ballantrae  kept  his  lead  to  my  admiration 
from  that  day  forth.  I  would  be  tempted  to  suppose 
that  a  gentleman  must  everywhere  be  first,  even  aboard 
a  rover;  but  my  birth  is  every  whit  as  good  as 
any  Scottish  lord's,  and  I  am  not  ashamed  to  confess 
that  I  stayed  Crowding  Pat  until  the  end,  and  was  not 
much  better  than  the  crew's  buffoon.  Indeed  it  was 
no  scene  to  bring  out  my  merits.  My  health  suffered 
from  a  variety  of  reasons ;  I  was  more  at  home  to  the 

* 

last  on  a  horse's  back  than  a  ship's  deck ;  and  to  be 
ingenuous,  the  fear  of  the  sea  was  constantly  in  my 
mind,  battling  with  the  fear  of  my  companions.  I  need 
not  cry  myself  up  for  courage ;  I  have  done  well  on 
many  fields  under  the  eyes  of  famous  generals,  and 
earned  my  late  advancement  by  an  act  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished valour  before  many  witnesses.  But  when 
we  must  proceed  on  one  of  our  abordages,  the  heart  of 
Francis  Burke  was  in  his  boots  ;  the  little  egg-shell  skiff 
in  which  we  must  set  forth,  the  horrible  heaving  of  the 
vast  billows,  the  height  of  the  ship  that  we  must  scale, 
the  thought  of  how  many  might  be  there  in  garrison 
upon  their  legitimate  defence,  the  scowling  heavens 
which  (in  that  climate)  so  often  looked  darkly  down 
upon  our  exploits,  and  the  mere  crying  of  the  wind  in 
my  ears,  were  all  considerations  most  unpalatable  to  my 
valour.  Besides  which,  as  I  was  always  a  creature  of 
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the  nicest  sensibility,  the  scenes  that  must  follow  on 
our  success  tempted  me  as  little  as  the  chances  of  defeat. 
Twice  we  found  women  on  board ;  and  though  I  have 
seen  towns  sacked,  and  of  late  days  in  France  some 
very  horrid  public  tumults,  there  was  something  in 
the  smallness  of  the  numbers  engaged  and  the  bleak, 
dangerous  sea-surroundings  that  made  these  acts  of 
piracy  far  the  most  revolting.  I  confess  ingenuously 
I  could  never  proceed,  unless  I  was  three  parts  drunk  ; 
it  was  the  same  even  with  the  crew;  Teach  himself 
was  fit  for  no  enterprise  till  he  was  full  of  rum  ;  and  it 
was  one  of  the  most  difficult  parts  of  Ballantrae's  per- 
formance, to  serve  us  with  liquor  in  the  proper  quanti- 
ties. Even  this  he  did  to  admiration  ;  being  upon  the 
whole  the  most  capable  man  I  ever  met  with,  and  the 
one  of  the  most  natural  genius.  He  did  not  even 
scrape  favour  with  the  crew,  as  I  did,  by  continual  buf- 
foonery made  upon  a  very  anxious  heart ;  but  preserved 
on  most  occasions  a  great  deal  of  gravity  and  distance  ; 
so  that  he  was  like  a  parent  among  a  family  of  young 
children  or  a  schoolmaster  with  his  boys.  What  made 
his  part  the  harder  to  perform,  the  men  were  most 
inveterate  grumblers ;  Ballantrae's  discipline,  little  as 
it  was,  was  yet  irksome  to  their  love  of  license ;  and 
what  was  worse,  being  kept  sober  they  had  time  to 
think.  Some  of  them  accordingly  would  fall  to  repent- 
ing their  abominable  crimes ;  one  in  particular,  who 
was  a  good  Catholic  and  with  whom  I  would  sometimes 
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steal  apart  for  prayer ;  above  all  in  bad  weather,  fogs, 
lashing  rain  and  the  like,  when  we  would  be  the  less 
observed  ;  and  I  am  sure  no  two  criminals  in  the  cart 
have  ever  performed  their  devotions  with  more  anxious 
sincerity.  But  the  rest  having  no  such  grounds  of 
hope,  fell  to  another  pastime,  that  of  computation.  All 
day  long  they  would  be  telling  up  their  shares  or 
glooming  over  the  result.  I  have  said  we  were  pretty 
fortunate.  But  an  observation  fails  to  be  made  :  that 
in  this  world,  in  no  business  that  I  have  tried,  do  the 
profits  rise  to  a  man's  expectations.  We  found  many 
ships  and  took  many  ;  yet  few  of  them  contained  much 
money,  their  goods  were  usually  nothing  to  our  pur- 
pose— what  did  we  want  with  a  cargo  of  ploughs  or 
even  of  tobacco? — and, it  is  quite  a  painful  reflection 
how  many  whole  crews  we  have  made  to  walk  the  plank 
for  no  more  than  a  stock  of  biscuit  or  an  anker  or  two 
of  spirit. 

In  the  meanwhile,  our  ship  was  growing  very  foul, 
and  it  was  high  time  we  should  make  for  our  port  de 
carrenage,  which  was  in  the  estuary  of  a  river  among 
swamps.  It  was  openly  understood,  that  we  should  then 
break  up  and  go  and  squander  our  proportions  of  the 
spoil ;  and  this  made  every  man  greedy  of  a  little  more, 
so  that  our  decision  was  delayed  from  day  to  day. 
What  finally  decided  matters,  was  a  trifling  accident, 
such  as  an  ignorant  person  might  suppose  incidental  to 
our  way  of  life.  But  here  I  must  explain  :  on  only  one 
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of  all  the  ships  we  boarded,  the  first  on  which  we  found 
women,  did  we  meet  with  any  genuine  resistance.  On 
that  occasion,  we  had  two  men  killed,  and  several  in- 
jured, and  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  gallantry  of  Ballan- 
trae,  we  had  surely  been  beat  back  at  last.  Everywhere 
else,  the  defence  (where  there  was  any  at  all)  was  what 
the  worst  troops  in  Europe  would  have  laughed  at ;  so 
that  the  most  dangerous  part  of  our  employment  was  to 
clamber  up  the  side  of  the  ship  ;  and  I  have  even  known 
the  poor  souls  on  board  to  cast  us  a  line,  so  eager  were 
they  to  volunteer  instead  of  walking  the  plank.  This 
constant  immunity  had  made  our  fellows  very  soft,  so 
that  I  understood  how  Teach  had  made  so  deep  a  mark 
upon  their  minds  ;  for  indeed  the  company  of  that 
lunatic  was  the  chief  danger  in  our  way  of  life.  The 
accident  to  which  I  have  referred  was  this.  We  had 
sighted  a  little  full-rigged  ship  very  close  under  our 
board  in  a  haze ;  she  sailed  near  as  well  as  we  did — I 
should  be  nearer  truth,  if  I  said  near  as  ill ;  and  we 
cleared  the  bow-chaser  to  see  if  we  could  bring  a  spar  or 
two  about  their  ears.  The  swell  was  exceeding  great ; 
the  motion  of  the  ship  beyond  description  ;  it  was  little 
wonder  if  our  gunners  should  fire  thrice  and  be  still 
quite  broad  of  what  they  aimed  at.  But  in  the  mean- 
while, the  chase  had  cleared  a  stern  gun,  the  thickness 
of  the  air  concealing  them  ;  and  being  better  marksmen, 
their  first  shot  struck  us  in  the  bows,  knocked  our  two 
gunners  into  mince  meat,  so  that  we  were  all  sprinkled 
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with  the  blood,  and  plunged  through  the  deck  into  the 
fore  castle,  where  we  slept.  Ballantrae  would  have  held 
on  ;  indeed  there  was  nothing  in  this  contretemps  to 
affect  the  mind  of  any  soldier;  but  he  had  a  quick  per- 
ception of  the  men's  wishes,  and  it  was  plain  this  lucky 
shot  had  given  them  a  sickener  of  their  trade.  In  a  mo- 
ment, they  were  all  of  one  mind  :  the  chase  was  drawing 
away  from  us,  it  was  needless  to  hold  on,  the  Sarah  was 
too  foul  to  overhaul  a  bottle,  it  was  mere  foolery  to  keep 
the  sea  with  her ;  and  on  these  pretended  grounds,  her 
head  was  incontinently  put  about  and  the  course  laid 
for  the  river.  It  was  strange  to  see  what  merriment  fell 
on  that  ship's  company,  and  how  they  stamped  about 
the  deck  jesting,  and  each  computing  what  increase  had 
come  to  his  share  by  the  death  of  the  two  gunners. 

We  were  nine  days  making  our  port,  so  light  were  the 
airs  we  had  to  sail  on,  so  foul  the  ship's  bottom ;  but 
early  on  the  tenth,  before  dawn,  and  in  a  light,  lifting 
haze,  we  passed  the  head.  A  little  after,  the  haze  lifted, 
and  fell  again,  showing  us  a  cruiser  very  close.  This 
was  a  sore  blow,  happening  so  near  our  refuge.  There 
was  a  great  debate  of  whether  she  had  seen  us,  and  if  so 
whether  it  was  likely  they  had  recognized  the  Sarah. 
We  were  very  careful,  by  destroying  every  member  of 
those  crews  we  overhauled,  to  leave  no  evidence  as  to  our 
own  persons ;  but  the  appearance  of  the  Sarah  herself 
we  could  not  keep  so  private ;  and  above  all  of  late, 
since  she  had  been  foul  and  we  had  pursued  many  ships 
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without  success,  it  was  plain  that  her  description  had 
been  often  published.  I  supposed  this  alert  would  have 
made  us  separate  upon  the  instant.  But  here  again 
that  original  genius  of  Ballantrae's  had  a  surprise  in 
store  for  me.  He  and  Teach  (and  it  was  the  most  re- 
markable step  of  his  success)  had  gone  hand  in  hand 
since  the  first  day  of  his  appointment.  I  often  ques- 
tioned him  upon  the  fact  and  never  got  an  answer  but 
once,  when  he  told  me  he  and  Teach  had  an  understand- 
ing "  which  would  very  much  surprise  the  crew  if  they 
should  hear  of  it,  and  would  surprise  himself  a  good 
deal  if  it  was  earried  out."  Well,  here  again,  he  and 
Teach  were  of  a  mind  ;  and  by  their  joint  procurement, 
the  anchor  was  no  sooner  down,  than  the  whole  crew 
went  off  upon  a  scene  of  drunkenness  indescribable.  By 
afternoon,  we  were  a  mere  shipful  of  lunatical  persons, 
throwing  of  things  overboard,  howling  of  different  songs 
at  the  same  time,  quarrelling  and  falling  together  and 
then  forgetting  our  quarrels  to  embrace.  Ballantrae 
had  bidden  me  drink  nothing  and  feign  drunkenness  as 
I  valued  my  life ;  and  I  have  never  passed  a  day  so 
wearisomely,  lying  the  best  part  of  the  time  upon  the 
forecastle  and  watching  the  swamps  and  thickets  by 
which  our  little  basin  was  entirely  surrounded  for  the 
eye.  A  little  after  dusk,  Ballantrae  stumbled  up  to  my 
side,  feigned  to  fall,  with  a  drunken  laugh,  and  before 
he  got  his  feet  again,  whispered  me  to  "  reel  down  into 
the  cabin  and  seem  to  fall  asleep  upon  a  locker,  for 
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there  would  be  need  of  me  soon."  I  did  as  I  was  told, 
and  coming  into  the  cabin,  where  it  was  quite  dark,  let 
myself  fall  on  the  first  locker.  There  was  a  man  there 
already;  by  the  way  he  stirred  and  threw  me  off,  I  could 
not  think  he  was  much  in  liquor ;  and  yet  when  I  had 
found  another  place,  he  seemed  to  continue  to  sleep  on. 
My  heart  now  beat  very  hard,  for  I  saw  some  desperate 
matter  was  in  act.  Presently  down  came  Ballantrae,  lit 
the  lamp,  looked  about  the  cabin,  nodded  as  if  pleased, 
and  on  deck  again  without  a  word.  I  peered  out  from 
between  my  fingers,  and  saw  there  were  three  of  us 
slumbering,  or  feigning  to  slumber,  on  the  lockers  :  my- 
self, one  Dutton  and  one  Grady,  both  resolute  men.  On 
deck,  the  rest  were  got  to  a  pitch  of  revelry  quite  beyond 
the  bounds  of  what  is  human ;  so  that  no  reasonable 
name  can  describe  the  sounds  they  were  now  making.  I 
have  heard  many  a  drunken  bout  in  my  time,  many  on 
board  that  very  Sarah,  but  never  anything  the  least  like 
this,  which  made  me  early  suppose  the  liquor  had  been 
tampered  with.  It  was  a  long  while  before  these  yells 
and  howls  died  out  into  a  sort  of  miserable  moaning, 
and  then  to  silence ;  and  it  seemed  a  long  while  after 
that,  before  Ballantrae  came  down  again,  this  time  with 
Teach  upon  his  heels.  The  latter  cursed  at  the  sight  of 
us  three  upon  the  lockers. 

"Tut,"  says  Ballantrae,  "you  might  fire  a  pistol  at 
their  ears.  You  know  what  stuff  they  have  been  swal- 
lowing." 
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There  was  a  hatch  in  the  cabin  floor,  and  under  that 
the  richest  part  of  the  booty  was  stored  against  the  day  of 
division.  It  fastened  with  a  ring  and  three  padlocks,  the 
keys  (for  greater  security)  being  divided  ;  one  to  Teach, 
one  to  Ballautrae,  and  one  to  the  mate,  a  man  called 
Hammond.  Yet  I  was  amazed  to  see  they  were  now  all 
in  the  one  hand ;  and  yet  more  amazed  (still  looking 
through  my  fingers)  to  observe  Ballantrae  and  Teach 
bring  up  several  packets,  four  of  them  in  all,  very  care- 
fully made  up  and  with  a  loop  for  carriage. 

"And  now,"  says  Teach,  "let  us  be  going." 

"  One  word,"  says  Ballantrae,  "  I  have  discovered 
there  is  another  man  besides  yourself  who  knows  a  pri- 
vate path  across  the  swamp.  And  it  seems  it  is  shorter 
than  yours." 

Teach  cried  out,  in  that  case,  they  were  undone. 

"I  do  not  know  for  that,"  says  Ballantrae.  "For 
there  are  several  other  circumstances  with  which  I  must 
acquaint  you.  First  of  all,  there  is  no  bullet  in  your 
pistols  which  (if  you  remember)  I  was  kind  enough  to 
load  for  both  of  us  this  morning.  Secondly,  as  there  is 
some  one  else  who  knows  a  passage,  you  must  think  it 
highly  improbable  I  should  saddle  myself  with  a  lunatic 
like  you.  Thirdly,  these  gentlemen  (who  need  no  longer 
pretend  to  be  asleep)  are  those  of  my  party,  and  will 
now  proceed  to  gag  and  bind  you  to  the  mast ;  and  when 
your  men  awaken  (if  they  ever  do  awake  after  the  drugs 
we  have  mingled  in  their  liquor)  I  am  sure  they  will  be 
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so  obliging  as  to  deliver  you,  and  you  will  have  no  diffi- 
culty, I  daresay,  to  explain  the  business  of  the  keys. " 

Not  a  word  said  Teach,  but  looked  at  us  like  a  fright- 
ened baby,  as  we  gagged  and  bound  him. 

"  Now  you  see,  you  moon-calf,"  says  Ballantrae,  "  why 
we  made  four  packets.  Heretofore  you  have  been  called 
Captain  Teach,  but  I  think  you  are  now  rather  Captain 
Learn." 

That  was  our  last  word  on  board  the  Sarah,  we  four 
with  our  four  packets  lowered  ourselves  softly  into  a  skiff, 
and  left  that  ship  behind  us  as  silent  as  the  grave,  only 
for  the  moaning  of  some  of  the  drunkards.  There  was 
a  fog  about  breast-high  on  the  waters  ;  so  that  Dutton, 
who  knew  the  passage,  must  stand  on  his  feet  to  direct 
our  rowing ;  and  this,  as  it  forced  us  to  row  gently,  was 
the  means  of  our  deliverance.  We  were  yet  but  a  little 
way  from  the  ship,  when  it  began  to  come  gray,  and  the 
birds  to  fly  abroad  upon  the  water.  All  of  a  sudden, 
Dutton  clapped  down  upon  his  hams,  and  whispered  us 
to  be  silent  for  our  lives,  and  hearken.  Sure  enough, 
we  heard  a  little  faint  creak  of  oars  upon  one  hand,  and 
then  again,  and  further  off,  a  creak  of  oars  upon  the 
other.  It  was  clear,  we  had  been  sighted  yesterday  in 
the  morning;  here  were  the  cruiser's  boats  to  cat  us 
out;  here  were  we  defenceless  in  their  very  midst.  Sure, 
never  were  poor  souls  more  perilously  placed  ;  and  as  we 
lay  there  on  our  oars,  praying  God  the  mist  might  hold, 
the  sweat  poured  from  my  brow.  Presently  we  heard 
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one  of  the  boats,  where  we  might  have  thrown  a  biscuit 
in  her.  "Softly,  men,"  we  heard  an  officer  whisper; 
and  I  marvelled  they  could  not  hear  the  drumming  of 
my  heart. 

" Never  mind  the  path,"  says  Ballantrae,  "we  must 
get  shelter  anyhow ;  let  us  pull  straight  ahead  for  the 
sides  of  the  basin." 

This  we  did  with  the  most  anxious  precaution,  rowing, 
as  best  we  could,  upon  our  hands,  and  steering  at  a  ven- 
ture in  the  fog  which  was  (for  all  that)  our  only  safety. 
But  heaven  guided  us  ;  we  touched  ground  at  a  thicket; 
scrambled  ashore  with  our  treasure ;  and  having  no 
other  way  of  concealment,  and  the  mist  beginning  al- 
ready to  lighten,  hove  down  the  skiff  and  let  her  sink. 
We  were  still  but  new  under  cover  when  the  sun  rose  ; 
and  at  the  same  time,  from  the  midst  of  the  basin,  a 
great  shouting  of  seamen  sprang  up,  and  we  knew  the 
Sarah  was  being  boarded.  I  heard  afterwards  the  offi- 
cer that  took  her  gob  great  honour  ;  and  it's  true  the  ap- 
proach was  creditably  managed,  but  I  think  he  had  an 
easy  capture  when  he  came  to  board.* 

I  was  still  blessing  the  saints  for  my  escape  ;  when  I 

*  Note  by  Mr.  Mackdlar.  This  Teach  of  the  Sarah  must  not 
be  confused  with  the  celebrated  Slackbeard.  The  dates  and  facts 
by  no  means  tally.  It  is  possible  the  second  Teach  may  have  at 
once  borrowed  the  name  and  imitated  the  more  excessive  part  of 
his  manners  from  the  first.  Even  the  Master  of  Ballantrae  could 
Hake  admirers. 
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became  aware  we  were  in  trouble  of  another  kind.  We 
were  here  landed  at  random  in  a  vast  and  dangerous 
swamp  ;  and  how  to  come  at  the  path  was  a  concern  of 
doubt,  fatigue  and  peril.  Button,  indeed,  was  of  opin- 
ion we  should  wait  until  the  ship  was  gone,  and  fish  up 
the  skiff  ;  for  any  delay  would  be  more  wise  than  to  go 
blindly  ahead  in  that  morass.  One  went  back  accord- 
ingly to  the  basin-side  and  (peering  through  the  thicket) 
saw  the  fog  already  quite  drunk  up  and  English  colours 
flying  on  the  Sarah,  but  no  movement  made  to  get  her 
under  way.  Our  situation  was  now  very  doubtful.  The 
swamp  was  an  unhealthful  place  to  linger  in  ;  we  had 
been  so  greedy  to  bring  treasures,  that  we  had  brought 
but  little  food  ;  it  was  highly  desirable,  besides,  that  we 
should  get  clear  of  the  neighbourhood  and  into  the  settle- 
ments, before  the  news  of  the  capture  went  abroad  ;  and 
against  all  these  considerations,  there  was  only  the  peril 
of  the  passage  on  the  other  side.  I  think  it  not  wonder- 
ful we  decided  on  the  active  part. 

It  was  already  blistering  hot,  when  we  set  forth  to 
pass  the  marsh,  or  rather  to  strike  the  path,  by  com- 
pass. Dutton  took  the  compass,  and  one  or  other  of  us 
three  carried  his  proportion  of  the  treasure ;  I  promise 
you  he  kept  a  sharp  eye  to  his  rear,  for  it  was  like  the 
man's  soul  that  he  must  trust  us  with.  The  thicket  was 
as  close  as  a  bush  ;  the  ground  very  treacherous,  so  that 
we  often  sank  in  the  most  terrifying  manner,  and  must 
go  round  about ;  the  heat,  besides,  was  stifling,  the  air 
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singularly  heavy,  and  the  stinging  insects  abounded  in 
such  myriads  that  each  of  us  walked  under  his  own 
cloud.  It  has  often  been  commented  on,  how  much 
better  gentlemen  of  birth  endure  fatigue  than  persons 
of  the  rabble ;  so  that  walking  officers,  who  must  tramp 
in  the  dirt  beside  their  men,  shame  them  by  their  con- 
stancy. This  was  well  to  be  observed  in  the  present  in- 
stance ;  for  here  were  Ballantrae  and  I,  two  gentlemen 
of  the  highest  breeding,  on  the  one  hand ;  and  on  the 
other,  Grady,  a  common  mariner,  and  a  man  nearly  a 
giant  in  physical  strength.  The  case  of  Button  is  not 
in  point  for  I  confess  he  did  as  well  as  any  of  us.*  But 
as  for  Grady  he  began  early  to  lament  his  case,  tailed  in 
the  rear,  refused  to  carry  Button's  packet  when  it  came 
his  turn,  clamoured  continually  for  rum  (of  which  we 
had  too  little)  and  at  last  even  threatened  us  from  be- 
hind with  a  cocked  pistol,  unless  we  should  allow  him 
rest.  Ballantrae  would  have  fought  it  out,  I  believe ;  but 
I  prevailed  with  him  the  other  way ;  and  we  made  a  stop 
and  ate  a  meal.  It  seemed  to  benefit  Grady  little  ;  he 
was  in  the  rear  again  at  once,  growling  and  bemoaning 
his  lot ;  and  at  last,  by  some  carelessness,  not  having 
followed  properly  in  our  tracks,  stumbled  into  a  deep 
part  of  the  slough  where  it  was  mostly  water,  gave  some 

*  Note  by  Mr.  Mackellar :  And  is  not  this  the  whole  explana- 
tion ?  since  this  Dutton,  exactly  like  the  officers,  enjoyed  the 

stimulus  of  some  responsibility. 
5 
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yery  dreadful  screams,  and  before  we  could  come  to  hia 
aid,  had  sunk  along  with  his  booty.  His  fate  and 
aboTe  all  these  screams  of  his  appalled  us  to  the  soul ; 
yet  it  was  on  the  whole  a  fortunate  circumstance  and 
the  means  of  our  deliverance.  For  it  moved  Button  to 
mount  into  a  tree,  whence  he  was  able  to  perceive  and  to 
show  me,  who  had  climbed  after  him,  a  high  piece  of 
the  wood  which  was  a  landmark  for  the  path.  He  went 
forward  the  more  carelessly,  I  must  suppose ;  for  pres- 
ently we  saw  him  sink  a  little  down,  draw  up  his  feet 
and  sink  again,  and  so  twice.  Then  he  turned  his  face 
to  us,  pretty  white. 

"Lend  a  hand,"  said  he,  "I  am  in  a  bad  place." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  says  Ballantrae,  standing 
still. 

Button  broke  out  into  the  most  violent  oaths,  sinking 
a  little  lower  as  he  did,  so  that  the  mud  was  nearly  to 
his  waist ;  and  plucking  a  pistol  from  his  belt,  "  Help 
me,"  he  cries,  "  or  die  and  be  damned  to  you  ! " 

"Nay,"  says  Ballantrae,  "  I  did  but  jest.  I  am  com- 
ing." And  he  set  down  his  own  packet  and  Button's, 
which  he  was  then  carrying.  "Bo  not  venture  near 
till  we  see  if  you  are  needed,"  said  he  to  me,  and  went 
forward  alone  to  where  the  man  was  bogged.  He  was 
quiet  now,  though  he  still  held  the  pistol ;  and  the 
marks  of  terror  in  his  countenance  were  very  moving  to 
behold. 

"  For  the  Lord's  sake,"  says  he,  "  look  sharp." 
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Ballantrae  was  now  got  close  up.  "  Keep  still,"  says 
he  and  seemed  to  consider ;.  and  then  "  Reach  out  both 
your  hands ! " 

Dutton  laid  down  his  pistol,  and  so  watery  was  the 
top  surface,  that  it  went  clear  out  of  sight ;  with  an 
oath,  he  stooped  to  snatch  it ;  and  as  he  did  so,  Ballan- 
trae leaned  forth  and  stabbed  him  between  the  shoul- 
ders. Up  went  his  hands  over  his  head,  I  know  not 
whether  with  the  pain  or  to  ward  himself ;  and  the 
next  moment  he  doubled  forward  in  the  mud. 

Ballantrae  was  already  over  the  ankles,  but  he 
plucked  himself  out  and  came  back  to  me,  where  I 
stood  with  my  knees  smiting  one  another.  "  The  devil 
take  you,  Francis  !  "  says  he.  "  I  believe  you  are  a  half- 
hearted fellow  after  all.  I  have  only  done  justice  on  a 
pirate.  And  here  we  are  quite  clear  of  the  Sarah ! 
Who  shall  now  say  that  we  have  dipped  our  hands  in 
any  irregularities  ?  " 

I  assured  him  he  did  me  injustice ;  but  my  sense 
of  humanity  was  so  much  affected  by  the  horridness 
of  the  fact  that  I  could  scarce  find  breath  to  answer 
with. 

"  Come,"  said  he,  "  you  must  be  more  resolved.  The 
need  for  this  fellow  ceased  when  he  had  shown  you 
where  the  path  ran  ;  and  you  cannot  deny  I  would  have 
been  daft  to  let  slip  so  fair  an  opportunity." 

I  could  not  deny  but  he  was  right  in  principle  ;  nor 
yet  could  I  refrain  from  shedding  tears,  of  which  I 
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think  no  man  of  valour  need  have  been  ashamed  ;  and 
it  was  not  until  I  had  a  share  of  the  rum  that  I  was 
able  to  proceed.  I  repeat  I  am  far  from  ashamed  of 
my  generous  emotion  ;  mercy  is  honourable  in  the 
warrior ;  and  yet  I  cannot  altogether  censure  Ballan- 
trae,  whose  step  was  really  fortunate,  as  we  struck  the 
path  without  further  misadventure,  and  the  same  night, 
about  sundown,  came  to  the  edge  of  the  morass. 

We  were  too  weary  to  seek  far  ;  on  some  dry  sands 
still  warm  with  the  day's  sun,  and  close  under  a  wood 
of  pines,  we  lay  down  and  were  instantly  plunged  in 
sleep. 

We  awaked  the  next  morning  very  early,  and  began 
with  a  sullen  spirit  a  conversation  that  came  near 
to  end  in  blows.  We  were  now  cast  on  shore  in  the 
southern  provinces,  thousands  of  miles  from  any 
French  settlement ;  a  dreadful  journey  and  a  thousand 
perils  lay  in  front  of  us ;  and  sure,  if  there  was  ever 
need  for  amity,  it  was  in  such  an  hour.  I  must  sup- 
pose that  Ballantrae  had  suffered  in  his  sense  of  what 
is  truly  polite  ;  indeed,  and  there  is  nothing  strange 
in  the  idea,  after  the  sea  wolves  we  had  consorted  with 
so  long  ;  and  as  for  myself  he  fubbed  me  off  unhand- 
somely and  any  gentleman  would  have  resented  his  be- 
haviour. 

I  told  him  in  what  light  I  saw  his  conduct ;  he 
walked  a  little  off,  I  following  to  upbraid  him  ;  and  at 
last  he  stopped  me  with  his  hand. 
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"Frank,"  says  he,  "you  know  what  we  swore  ;  and 
yet  there  is  no  oath  invented  would  induce  me  to  swal- 
low such  expressions,  if  I  did  not  regard  you  with  sin- 
cere affection.  It  is  impossible  you  should  doubt  me 
there  :  I  have  given  proofs.  Dutton  I  had  to  take,  be- 
cause he  knew  the  pass,  and  Grady  because  Dutton 
would  not  move  without  him  ;  but  what  call  was  there 
to  carry  you  along  ?  You  are  a  perpetual  danger  to  me 
with  your  cursed  Irish  tongue.  By  rights  you  should 
now  be  in  irons  in  the  cruiser.  And  you  quarrel  with 
me  like  a  baby  for  some  trinkets  ! " 

I  considered  this  one  of  the  most  unhandsome  speeches 
ever  made  ;  and  indeed  to  this  day  I  can  scarce  reconcile 
it  to  my  notion  of  a  gentleman  that  was  my  friend.  I 
retorted  upon  him  with  his  Scotch  accent,  of  which  he 
had  not  so  much  as  some,  but  enough  to  be  very  barbar- 
ous and  disgusting,  as  I  told  him  plainly  ;  and  the 
affair  would  have  gone  to  a  great  length,  but  for  an 
alarming  intervention. 

We  had  got  some  way  off  upon  the  sand.  The  place 
where  we  had  slept,  with  the  packets  lying  undone  and 
the  money  scattered  openly,  was  now  between  us  and 
the  pines ;  and  it  was  out  of  these  the  stranger  must 
have  come.  There  he  was  at  least,  a  great  hulking  fel- 
low of  the  country,  with  a  broad  axe  on  his  shoulder, 
looking  open-mouthed,  now  at  the  treasure  which  was 
just  at  his  feet,  and  now  at  our  disputation  in  which  we 
had  gone  far  enough  to  have  weapons  in  our  hands. 
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We  had  no  sooner  observed  him  than  he  found  his  legs 
and  made  off  again  among  the  pines. 

This  was  no  scene  to  put  our  minds  at  rest :  a  couple 
of  armed  men  in  sea-clothes  found  quarrelling  over  a 
treasure,  not  many  miles  from  where  a  pirate  had  been 
captured — here  was  enough  to  bring  the  whole  country 
about  our  ears.  The  quarrel  was  not  even  made  up  ;  it 
was  blotted  from  our  minds  ;  and  we  got  our  packets  to- 
gether in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  and  made  off  running 
with  the  best  will  in  the  world.  But  the  trouble  was, 
we  did  not  know  in  what  direction,  and  must  continu- 
ally return  upon  our  steps.  Ballantrae  had  indeed  col- 
lected what  he  could  from  Button  ;  but  it's  hard  to 
travel  upon  hearsay ;  and  the  estuary,  which  spreads 
into  a  vast  irregular  harbour,  turned  us  off  upon  every 
side  with  a  new  stretch  of  water. 

We  were  near  beside  ourselves  and  already  quite 
spent  with  running,  when  coming  to  the  top  of  a  dune, 
we  saw  we  were  again  cut  off  by  another  ramification  of 
the  bay.  This  was  a  creek,  however,  very  different  from 
those  that  had  arrested  us  before ;  being  set  in  rocks, 
and  so  precipitously  deep,  that  a  small  vessel  was  able  to 
lie  alongside,  made  fast  with  a  hawser ;  and  her  crew  had 
laid  a  plank  to  the  shore.  Here  they  had  lighted  a  fire 
and  were  sitting  at  their  meal.  As  for  the  vessel  her- 
self, she  was  one  of  those  they  build  in  the  Bermudas. 

The  love  of  gold  and  the  great  hatred  that  everybody 
has  to  pirates  were  motives  of  the  most  influential,  and 
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would  certainly  raise  the  country  in  our  pursuit.  Be- 
sides it  was  now  plain  we  were  on  some  sort  of  strag- 
gling peninsula  like  the  fingers  of  a  hand  ;  and  the 
wrist,  or  passage  to  the  mainland,  which  we  should  have 
taken  at  the  first,  was  by  this  time  not  improbably  se- 
cured. These  considerations  put  us  on  a  bolder  coun- 
sel. For  as  long  as  we  dared,  looking  every  moment  to 
hear  sounds  of  the  chase,  we  lay  among  some  bushes  on 
the  top  of  the  dune ;  and  having  by  this  means  secured 
a  little  breath  and  recomposed  our  appearance,  we 
strolled  down  at  last,  with  a  great  affectation  of  care- 
lessness, to  the  party  by  the  fire. 

It  was  a  trader  and  his  negroes,  belonging  to  Albany 
in  the  province  of  New  York,  and  now  on  the  way  home 
from  the  Indies  with  a  cargo  ;  his  name  I  cannot  recall. 
We  were  amazed  to  learn  he  had  put  in  here  from  ter- 
ror of  the  Sarah ;  for  we  had  no  thought  our  exploits 
had  been  so  notorious.  As  soon  as  the  Albanian  heard 
she  had  been  taken  the  day  before,  he  jumped  to  his 
feet,  gave  us  a  cup  of  spirits  for  our  good  news,  and 
sent  his  negroes  to  get  sail  on  the  Bermudan.  On  our 
side,  we  profited  by  the  dram  to  become  more  confiden- 
tial, and  at  last  offered  ourselves  as  passengers.  He 
looked  askance  at  our  tarry  clothes  and  pistols,  and  re- 
plied civilly  enough  that  he  had  scarce  accommodation 
for  himself ;  nor  could  either  our  prayers  or  our  offers 
of  money,  in  which  we  advanced  pretty  far,  avail  to 
shake  him. 
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"I  see  you  think  ill  of  us,"  says  Ballantrae,  "but  I 
will  show  you  how  well  we  think  of  you  by  telling  you 
the  truth.  We  are  Jacobite  fugitives,  and  there  is  a 
price  upon  our  heads." 

At  this,  the  Albanian  was  plainly  moved  a  little.  He 
asked  us  many  questions  as  to  the  Scotch  war,  which 
Ballantrae  very  patiently  answered.  And  then,  with  a 
wink,  in  a  vulgar  manner,  "  I  guess  you  and  your  Prince 
Charlie  got  more  than  you  cared  about,"  said  he. 

" Bedad, and  that  we  did,"  said  I.  "And  my  dear 
man,  I  wish  you  would  set  a  new  example  and  give  us 
just  that  much." 

This  I  said  in  the  Irish  way,  about  which  there  is 
allowed  to  be  something  very  engaging.  It's  a  remark- 
able thing,  and  a  testimony  to  the  love  with  which  our 
nation  is  regarded,  that  this  address  scarce  ever  fails 
in  a  handsome  fellow.  I  cannot  tell  how  often  I  have 
seen  a  private  soldier  escape  the  horse,  or  a  beggar 
wheedle  out  a  good  alms,  by  a  touch  of  the  brogue. 
And  indeed,  as  soon  as  the  Albanian  had  laughed  at  me 
I  was  pretty  much  at  rest.  Even  then,  however,  he 
made  many  conditions  and  (for  one  thing)  took  away 
our  arms,  before  he  suffered  us  aboard  ;  which  was  the 
signal  to  cast  off  ;  so  that  in  a  moment  after,  we  were 
gliding  down  the  bay  with  a  good  breeze  and  blessing 
the  name  of  God  for  our  deliverance.  Almost  in  the 
mouth  of  the  estuary,  we  passed  the  cruiser,  and  a  little 
after,  the  poor  Sarah  with  her  prize  crew ;  and  these 
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were  both  sights  to  make  us  tremble.  The  Bermudan 
seemed  a  very  safe  place  to  be  in,  and  our  bold  stroke  to 
have  been  fortunately  played,  when  we  were  thus  re- 
minded of  the  case  of  our  companions.  For  all  that,  we 
had  only  exchanged  traps,  jumped  out  of  the  frying  pan 
into  the  fire,  run  from  the  yard  arm  to  the  block,  and 
escaped  the  open  hostility  of  the  man  of  war  to  lie  at  the 
mercy  of  the  doubtful  faith  of  our  Albanian  merchant. 

From  many  circumstances,  it  chanced  we  were  safer 
than  we  could  have  dared  to  hope.  The  town  of 
Albany  was  at  that  time  much  concerned  in  contra- 
band trade  across  the  desert  with  the  Indians  and  the 
French.  This,  as  it  was  highly  illegal,  relaxed  their 
loyalty,  and  as  it  brought  them  in  relation  with  the  po- 
litest people  on  the  earth,  divided  even  their  sympathies. 
In  short  they  were  like  all  the  smugglers  in  the  world, 
spies  and  agents  ready-made  for  either  party.  Our  Al- 
banian besides  was  a  very  honest  man  indeed,  and  very 
greedy  ;  and  to  crown  our  luck,  he  conceived  a  great  de- 
light in  our  society.  Before  we  had  reached  the  town 
of  New  York,  we  had  come  to  a  full  agreement  :  that  he 
should  carry  us  as  far  as  Albany  upon  his  ship,  and  thence 
put  us  on  a  way  to  pass  the  boundaries  and  join  the 
French.  For  all  this  we  were  to  pay  at  a  high  rate  ;  but 
beggars  cannot  be  choosers,  nor  outlaws  bargainers. 

We  sailed,  then,  up  the  Hudson  River  which,  I  pro- 
test, is  a  very  fine  stream,  and  put  up  at  the  Ring's  Arms 
in  Albany.  The  town  was  full  of  the  militia  of  the 


74  THE  MASTER  OF  BALLANTRAE. 

province,  breathing  slaughter  against  the  French.  G-ov* 
ernor  Clinton  was  there  himself,  a  very  husy  man,  and 
by  what  I  could  learn,  very  near  distracted  by  the 
factiousness  of  his  Assembly.  The  Indians  on  both  sides 
were  on  the  war  path ;  we  saw  parties  of  them  bring- 
ing in  prisoners  and  (what  was  much  worse)  scalps,  both 
male  and  female,  for  which  they  were  paid  at  a  fixed 
rate ;  and  I  assure  you  the  sight  was  not  encouraging. 
Altogether  we  could  scarce  have  come  at  a  period  more 
unsuitable  for  our  designs  ;  our  position  in  the  chief 
inn  was  dreadfully  conspicuous  :  our  Albanian  fubbed 
us  off  with  a  thousand  delays  and  seemed  upon  the 
point  of  a  retreat  from  his  engagements  ;  nothing  but 
peril  appeared  to  environ  the  poor  fugitives ;  and  for 
some  time,  we  drowned  our  concern  in  a  very  irregular 
course  of  living. 

This  too  proved  to  be  fortunate  ;  and  it's  one  of  the  re- 
marks that  fall  to  be  made  upon  our  escape,  how  provi- 
dentially our  steps  were  conducted  to  the  very  end. 
What  a  humiliation  to  the  dignity  of  man  !  My  philos- 
ophy, the  extraordinary  genius  of  Ballantrae,  our  valour, 
in  which  I  grant  that  we  were  equal — all  these  might 
have  proved  insufficient  without  the  Divine  Blessing  on 
our  efforts.  And  how  true  it  is,  as  the  Church  tells  us, 
that  the  Truths  of  Eeligion  are  after  all  quite  applicable 
even  to  daily  affairs  !  At  least  it  was  in  the  course  of 
our  revelry  that  we  made  the  acquaintance  of  a  spirited 
youth,  by  the  name  of  Chew.  He  was  one  of  the  most 
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daring  of  the  Indian  traders,  very  well  acquainted  with 
the  secret  paths  of  the  wilderness,  needy,  dissolute,  and 
by  a  last  good  fortune,  in  some  disgrace  with  his  family. 
Him  we  persuaded  to  come  to  our  relief ;  he  privately 
provided  what  was  needful  for  our  flight ;  and  one  day 
we  slipped  out  of  Albany,  without  a  word  to  our  former 
friend,  and  embarked,  a  little  above,  in  a  canoe. 

To  the  toils  and  perils  of  this  journey,  it  would  re- 
quire a  pen  more  elegant  than  mine  to  do  full  justice. 
The  reader  must  conceive  for  himself  the  dreadful  wil- 
derness which  we  had  now  to  thread  ;  its  thickets, 
swamps,  precipitous  rocks,  impetuous  rivers,  and  amaz- 
ing waterfalls.  Among  these  barbarous  scenes,  we  must 
toil  all  day,  now  paddling,  now  carrying  our  canoe 
upon  our  shoulders  ;  and  at  night  we  slept  about  a  fire, 
surrounded  by  the  howling  of  wolves  and  other  savage 
animals.  It  was  our  design  to  mount  the  headwaters 
of  the  Hudson,  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Crown  Point ; 
where  the  French  had  a  strong  place  in  the  woods,  upon 
Lake  Champlain.  But  to  have  done  this  directly  were 
too  perilous  ;  and  it  was  accordingly  gone  upon  by  such 
a  labyrinth  of  rivers,  lakes  and  portages  as  makes  my 
head  giddy  to  remember.  These  paths  were  in  ordinary 
times  entirely  desert ;  but  the  country  was  now  up, 
the  tribes  on  the  war  path,  the  woods  full  of  Indian 
scouts.  Again  and  again  we  came  upon  these  parties, 
when  we  least  expected  them  ;  and  one  day,  in  particu- 
lar, I  shall  never  forget ;  how,  as  dawn  was  coming  in, 
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we  were  suddenly  surrounded  by  five  or  six  of  these 
painted  devils,  uttering  a  very  dreary  sort  of  cry  and 
brandishing  their  hatchets.  It  passed  off  harmlessly  in- 
deed, as  did  the  rest  of  our  encounters  ;  for  Chew  waa 
well  known  and  highly  valued  among  the  different  tribes. 
Indeed  he  was  a  very  gallant,  respectable  young  man. 
But  even  with  the  advantage  of  his  companionship,  you 
must  not  think  these  meetings  were  without  sensible 
peril.  To  prove  friendship  on  our  part,  it  was  needful 
to  draw  upon  our  stock  of  rum — indeed,  under  whatever 
disguise,  that  is  the  true  business  of  the  Indian  trader, 
to  keep  a  travelling  public  house  in  the  forest ;  and 
when  once  the  braves  had  got  their  bottle  of  scaura  (as 
they  call  this  beastly  liquor)  it  behooved  us  to  set  forth 
and  paddle  for  our  scalps.  Once  they  were  a  little 
drunk,  good  bye  to  any  sense  or  decency ;  they  had  but 
the  one  thought,  to  get  more  scaura  ;  they  might  easily 
take  it  in  their  heads  to  give  us  chase  ;  and  had  we 
been  overtaken,  I  had  never  written  these  memoirs. 

We  were  come  to  the  most  critical  portion  of  our  course, 
where  we  might  equally  expect  to  fall  into  the  hands  of 
French  or  English,  when  a  terrible  calamity  befell  us. 
Chew  was  taken  suddenly  sick  with  symptoms  like  those 
of  poison,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  hours  expired  in  the 
bottom  of  the  canoe.  We  thus  lost  at  once  our  guide, 
our  interpreter,  our  boatman  and  our  passporte,  for  he 
wai  all  these  in  one  ;  and  found  ourselves  reduced,  at  a 
blow,  to  the  most  desperate  and  irremediable  distress. 
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Chew,  who  took  a  great  pride  in  his  knowledge,  had  in- 
deed often  lectured  us  on  the  geography;  and  Ballantrae, 
I  believe,  would  listen.  But  for  my  part  I  have  always 
found  such  information  highly  tedious  ;  and  beyond  the 
fact  that  we  were  now  in  the  country  of  the  Adirondack 
Indians,  and  not  so  distant  from  our  destination,  could 
we  but  have  found  the  way,  I  was  entirely  ignorant. 
The  wisdom  of  my  course  was  soon  the  more  apparent ; 
for  with  all  his  pains,  Ballantrae  was  no  further  advanced 
than  myself.  He  knew  we  must  continue  to  go  up  one 
stream  ;  then,  by  way  of  a  portage,  down  another ;  and 
then  up  a  third.  But  you  are. to  consider,  in  a  moun- 
tain country,  how  many  streams  come  rolling  in  from 
every  hand.  And  how  is  a  gentleman,  who  is  a  perfect 
stranger  in  that  part  of  the  world,  to  tell  any  one  of 
them  from  any  other  ?  Nor  was  this  our  only  trouble. 
We  were  great  novices,  besides,  in  handling  a  canoe  ;  the 
portages  were  almost  beyond  our  strength,  so  that  I  have 
seen  us  sit  down  in  despair  for  half  an  hour  at  a  time 
without  one  word ;  and  the  appearance  of  a  single  In- 
dian, since  we  had  now  no  means  of  speaking  to  them, 
would  have  been  in  all  probability  the  means  of  our  de- 
struction. There  is  altogether  some  excuse  if  Ballan- 
trae showed  something  of  a  glooming  disposition ;  his 
habit  of  imputing  blame  to  others,  quite  as  capable  as 
himself,  was  less  tolerable,  and  his  language  it  was  not 
always  easy  to  accept.  Indeed  he  had  contracted  on 
board  the  pirate  ship  a  manner  of  address  which  was  in 
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a  high  degree  unusual  between  gentlemen ;  and  now, 
when  you  might  say  he  was  in  a  fever,  it  increased  upon 
him  hugely. 

The  third  day  of  these  wanderings,  as  we  were  carry- 
ing the  canoe  upon  a  rocky  portage,  she  fell  and  was  en- 
tirely bilged.  The  portage  was  between  two  lakes,  both 
pretty  extensive  ;  the  track,  such  as  it  was,  opened  at 
both  ends  upon  the  water,  and  on  both  hands  was  en- 
closed by  the  unbroken  woods  ;  and  the  sides  of  the  lakes 
were  quite  impassable  with  bog  :  so  that  we  beheld  our- 
selves not  only  condemned  to  go  without  our  boat  and 
the  greater  part  of  our  provisions,  but  to  plunge  at  once 
into  impenetrable  thickets  and  to  desert  what  little  guid- 
ance we  still  had, — the  course  of  the  river.  Each  stuck 
his  pistols  in  his  belt,  shouldered  an  axe,  made  a  pack  of 
his  treasure  and  as  much  food  as  he  could  stagger  under  ; 
and  deserting  the  rest  of  our  possessions,  even  to  our 
swords,  which  would  have  much  embarrassed  us  among 
the  woods,  we  set  forth  on  this  deplorable  adventure. 
The  labours  of  Hercules,  so  finely  described  by  Homer, 
were  a  trifle  to  what  we  now  underwent.  Some  parts  of 
the  forest  were  perfectly  dense  down  to  the  ground,  so 
that  we  must  cut  our  way  like  mites  in  a  cheese.  In  some 
the  bottom  was  full  of  deep  swamp,  and  the  whole  wood 
entirely  rotten.  I  have  leaped  on  a  great  fallen  log  and 
sunk  to  the  knees  in  touchwood  ;  I  have  sought  to  stay 
myself,  in  falling,  against  what  looked  to  be  a  solid  trunk, 
and  the  whole  thing  has  whiffed  away  at  my  touch  like 
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a  sheet  of  paper.  Stumbling,  falling,  bogging  to  the 
knees,  hewing  our  way,  our  eyes  almost  put  out  with  twigs 
and  branches,  our  clothes  plucked  from  our  bodies,  we 
laboured  all  day,  and  it  is  doubtful  if  we  made  two  miles. 
What  was  worse,  as  we  could  rarely  get  a  view  of  the 
country  and  were  perpetually  justled  from  our  path  by 
obstacles,  it  was  impossible  even  to  have  a  guess  in  what 
direction  we  were  moving. 

A  little  before  sundown,  in  an  open  place  with  a 
stream  and  set  about  with  barbarous  mountains,  Bal- 
lantrae  threw  down  his  pack.  "  I  will  go  no  further," 
said  he,  and  bade  me  light  the  fire,  damning  my  blood 
in  terms  not  proper  for  a  chairman. 

I  told  him  to  try  to  forget  he  had  ever  been  a  pirate, 
and  to  remember  he  had  been  a  gentleman. 

"  Are  you  mad  ?  "  he  cried.  "  Don't  cross  me  here ! " 
And  then,  shaking  his  fist  at  the  hills,  "  To  think," 
cries  he,  "  that  I  must  leave  my  bones  in  this  miserable 
wilderness  !  Would  God  I  had  died  upon  the  scaffold 
like  a  gentleman  ! "  This  he  said  ranting  like  an  actor  ; 
and  then  sat  biting  his  fingers  and  staring  on  the 
ground,  a  most  unchristian  object. 

I  took  a  certain  horror  of  the  man,  for  I  thought  a 
soldier  and  a  gentleman  should  confront  his  end  with 
more  philosophy.  I  made  him  no  reply,  therefore,  in 
words  ;  and  presently  the  evening  fell  so  chill  that  I 
was  glad,  for  my  own  sake,  to  kindle  a  fire.  And  yet 
Ood  knows,  in  such  an  open  spot,  and  the  country  alive 
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with  savages,  the  act  was  little  short  of  lunacy.  Bal- 
lantrae  seemed  never  to  observe  me  ;  but  at  last,  as  I 
was  about  parching  a  little  corn,  he  looked  up. 

"  Have  you  ever  a  brother  ?  "  said  he. 

"  By  the  blessing  of  heaven/'  said  I,  "  not  less  than 
five." 

"  I  have  the  one,"  said  he,  with  a  strange  voice  ;  and 
then  presently,  "He  shall  pay  me  for  all  this,"  he 
added.  And  when  I  asked  him  what  was  his  brother's 
part  in  our  distress,  "  What  !  "  he  cried,  "  he  sits  in  my 
place,  he  bears  my  name,  he  courts  my  wife ;  and  I  am 
here  alone  with  a  damned  Irishman  in  this  tooth-chat- 
tering desert  !  0,  I  have  been  a  common  gull  ! "  he 
cried. 

The  explosion  was  in  all  ways  so  foreign  to  my 
friend's  nature,  that  I  was  daunted  out  of  all  my  just 
susceptibility.  Sure,  an  offensive  expression,  however 
vivacious,  appears  a  wonderfully  small  affair  in  circum- 
stances so  extreme  !  But  here  there  is  a  strange  thing 
to  be  noted.  He  had  only  once  before  referred  to  the 
lady  with  whom  he  was  contracted.  That  was  when  we 
came  in  view  of  the  town  of  New  York,  when  he  had  told 
me,  if  all  had  their  rights,  he  was  now  in  sight  of  his 
own  property,  for  Miss  Graeme  enjoyed  a  large  estate  in 
the  province.  And  this  was  certainly  a  natural  occa- 
sion ;  but  now  here  she  was  named  a  second  time ;  and 
what  is  surely  fit  to  be  observed,  in  this  very  month, 
which  was  November,  '47,  and  /  believe  upon  that  verg 
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day  as  we  sat  among  these  barbaroiis  mountains,  his 
brother  and  Miss  Graeme  were  married.  I  am  the  least 
superstitious  of  men ;  but  the  hand  of  Providence  is 
here  displayed  too  openly  not  to  be  remarked.* 

The  next  day,  and  the  next,  were  passed  in  similar 
labours  ;  Ballantrae  often  deciding  on  our  course  by  the 
spinning  of  a  coin  ;  and  once,  when  I  expostulated  on 
this  childishness,  he  had  an  odd  remark  that  I  have 
never  forgotten.  "I  know  no  better  way,"  said  he, 
"  to  express  my  scorn  of  human  reason."  I  think  it 
was  the  third  day,  that  we  found  the  body  of  a  Chris- 
tian, scalped  and  most  abominably  mangled,  and  lying 
in  a  pudder  of  his  blood  ;  the  birds  of  the  desert  scream- 
ing over  him,  as  thick  as  flies.  I  cannot  describe  how 
dreadfully  this  sight  affected  us ;  but  it  robbed  me  of 
all  strength  and  all  hope  for  this  world.  The  same  day, 
and  only  a  little  after,  we  were  scrambling  over  a  part 
of  the  forest  that  had  been  burned,  when  Ballantrae, 
who  was  a  little  ahead,  ducked  suddenly  behind  a  fallen 
trunk.  I  joined  him  in  this  shelter,  whence  we  could 
look  abroad  without  being  seen  ourselves  ;  and  in  the 
bottom  of  the  next  vale,  beheld  a  large  war  party  of  the 
savages  going  by  across  our  line.  There  might  be 
the  value  of  a  weak  battalion  present ;  all  naked  to  the 
waist,  blacked  with  grease  and  suit,  and  painted  with 

*  Note,  by  Mr.  Mackellar :  A  complete  blunder :  there  was  at 
this  date  no  word  of  the  marriage  :  see  above  in  my  own  narra- 
tion. 
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lead  and  vermillion,  according  to  their  beastly 
habits.  They  went  one  behind  another  like  a  string  of 
geese,  and  at  a  quickish  trot  ;  so  that  they  took  but  a 
little  while  to  rattle  by  and  disappear  again  among  the 
woods.  Yet  I  suppose  we  endured  a  greater  agony  of 
hesitation  and  suspense  in  these  few  minutes  than  goes 
usually  to  a  man's  whole  life.  Whether  they  were 
French  or  English  Indians,  whether  they  desired  scalps 
or  prisoners,  whether  we  should  declare  ourselves  upon 
the  chance  or  lie  quiet  and  continue  the  heart-breaking 
business  of  our  journey  :  sure,  I  think,  these  were  ques- 
tions to  have  puzzled  the  brains  of  Aristotle  himself. 
Ballantrae  turned  to  me  with  a  face  all  wrinkled  up  and 
his  teeth  showing  in  his  mouth,  like  what  I  have  read 
of  people  starving  ;  he  said  no  word,  but  his  whole  ap- 
pearance was  a  kind  of  dreadful  question  : 

"  They  may  be  of  the  English  side,"  I  whispered  ; 
"  and  think  !  the  best  we  could  then  hope,  is  to  begin 
this  over  again." 

"  I  know,  I  know,"  he  said.  "  Yet  it  must  come  to 
a  plunge  at  last."  And  he  suddenly  plucked  out  his 
coin,  shook  it  in  his  closed  hands,  looked  at  it,  and  then 
lay  down  with  his  face  in  the  dust. 

Addition  by  Mr.  Maclcellar.  I  drop  the  Chevalier's 
•narration  at  this  point  because  the  couple  quarrelled 
and  separated  the  same  day  ;  and  the  Chevalier's  account 
of  the  quarrel  seems  to  me  (I  must  confess)  quite  incom- 
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patible  with  the  nature  of  either  of  the  men.  Hence- 
forth, they  wandered  alone,  undergoing  extraordinary 
sufferings  ;  until  first  one  and  then  the  other  was  picked 
up  by  a  party  from  Fort  St.  Frederick.  Only  two 
things  are  to  be  noted.  And  first  (as  most  important 
for  my  purpose)  that  the  Master,  in  the  course  of  his 
miseries  buried  his  treasure,  at  a  point  never  since  dis- 
covered, but  of  which  he  took  a  drawing  in  his  own 
blood  on  the  lining  of  his  hat.  And  second,  that  on  his 
coming  thus  penniless  to  the  Fort,  he  was  welcomed  like 
a  brother  by  the  Chevalier,  who  thence  paid  his  way  to 
France.  The  simplicity  of  Mr.  Burke's  character  leads 
him  at  this  point  to  praise  the  Master  exceedingly ;  to 
an  eye  more  worldly  wise,  it  would  seem  it  was  the 
Chevalier  alone  that  was  to  be  commended.  I  have  the 
more  pleasure  in  pointing  to  this  really  very  noble  trait 
of  my  esteemed  correspondent,  as  I  fear  I  may  have 
wounded  him  immediately  before.  I  have  refrained 
from  comments  on  any  of  his  extraordinary  and  (in  my 
eyes)  immoral  opinions,  for  I  know  him  to  be  jealous  of 
respect.  But  his  version  of  the  quarrel  is  really  more 
than  I  can  reproduce  ;  for  I  knew  the  Master  myself, 
and  a  man  more  insusceptible  of  fear  is  not  conceivable. 
I  regret  this  oversight  of  the  Chevalier's,  and  all  the 
more  because  the  tenor  of  his  narrative  (set  aside  a  few 
flourishes)  strikes  me  as  highly  ingenuous. 
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You  can  guess  on  what  part  of  his  adventures  the 
Colonel  principally  dwelled.  Indeed,  if  we  had  heard 
it  all,  it  is  to  be  thought  the  current  of  this  business  had 
been  wholly  altered  ;  but  the  pirate  ship  was  very  gently 
touched  upon.  Nor  did  I  hear  the  Colonel  to  an  end 
even  of  that  which  he  was  willing  to  disclose ;  for  Mr. 
Henry,  having  for  some  while  been  plunged  in  a  brown 
study,  rose  at  last  from  his  seat  and  (reminding  the 
Colonel  there  were  matters  that  he  must  attend  to)  bade 
me  follow  him  immediately  to  the  office. 

Once  there,  he  sought  no  longer  to  dissemble  his 
concern,  walking  to  and  fro  in  the  room  with  a  con- 
torted face,  and  passing  his  hand  repeatedly  upon  his 
brow. 

"  We  have  some  business,"  he  began  at  last ;  and  there 
broke  off,  declared  we  must  have  wine,  and  sent  for  a 
magnum  of  the  best.  This  was  extremely  foreign  to  his 
habitudes  ;  and  what  was  still  more  so,  when  the  wine 
had  come,  he  gulped  down  one  glass  upon  another  like 
a  man  careless  of  appearances.  But  the  drink  steadied 
him. 
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"  You  will  scarce  be  surprised,  Mackellar,"  says  he, 
"  when  I  tell  you  that  my  brother  (whose  safety  we  are 
ill  rejoiced  to  learn)  stands  in  some  need  of  money." 

I  told  him  I  had  misdoubted  as  much  ;  but  the  time 
was  not  very  fortunate  as  the  stock  was  low. 

"  Not  mine,"  said  he.  "  There  is  the  money  for  the 
mortgage." 

I  reminded  him  it  was  Mrs.  Henry's. 

"  I  will  be  answerable  to  my  wife,"  he  cried  violently. 

"And  then,"  said  I,  "  there  is  the  mortgage." 

"I  know,"  said  he,  "it  is  on  that  I  would  consult 
you." 

I  showed  him  how  unfortunate  a  time  it  was  to  divert 
this  money  from  its  destination ;  and  how  by  so  doing 
we  must  lose  the  profit  of  our  past  economies,  and 
plunge  back  the  estate  into  the  mire.  I  even  took  the 
liberty  to  plead  with  him ;  and  when  he  still  opposed 
me  with  a  shake  of  the  head  and  a  bitter  dogged  smile, 
my  zeal  quite  carried  me  beyond  my  place.  "  This  is 
midsummer  madness,"  cried  I ;  "  and  I  for  one  will  be 
no  party  to  it." 

"  You  speak  as  though  I  did  it  for  my  pleasure,"  says 
he.  "  But  I  have  a  child  now  ;  and  besides  I  love  or- 
der ;  and  to  say  the  honest  truth,  Mackellar,  I  had  be- 
gun to  take  a  pride  in  the  estates."  He  gloomed  for  a 
moment.  "  But  what  would  you  have  ?"  he  went  on. 
"  Nothing  is  mine,  nothing.  This  day's  news  has 
knocked  the  bottom  out  of  my  life.  I  have  only  th« 
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name  and  the  shadow  of  things ;  only  the  shadow ; 
there  is  no  substance  in  my  rights. " 

"  They  will  prove  substantial  enough  before  a  court," 
said  I. 

He  looked  at  me  with  a  burning  eye,  and  seemed  to 
repress  the  word  upon  his  lips  ;  and  I  repented  what  I 
had  said,  for  I  saw  that  while  he  spoke  of  the  estate 
he  had  still  a  side- thought  to  his  marriage.  And  then, 
of  a  sudden,  he  twitched  the  letter  from  his  pocket, 
where  it  lay  all  crumpled,  smoothed  it  violently  on  the 
table,  and  read  these  words  to  me  with  a  trembling 
tongue.  "  '  My  dear  Jacob ' — This  is  how  he  begins  !  " 
cries  he — "  '  My  dear  Jacob,  I  once  called  you  so,  you 
may  remember  ;  and  you  have  now  done  the  business, 
and  flung  my  heels  as  high  as  Criffel.'  What  do  you 
think  of  that,  Mackellar,"  says  he,  "from  an  only 
brother  ?  I  declare  to  God  I  liked  him  very  well ;  I 
was  always  staunch  to  him  ;  and  this  is  how  he  writes  ! 
But  I  will  not  sit  down  under  the  imputation — "  (walk- 
ing to  and  fro) — "  I  am  as  good  as  he,  I  am  a  better 
man  than  he,  I  call  on  God  to  prove  it !  I  cannot  give 
him  all  the  monstrous  sum  he  asks  ;  he  knows  the  estate 
to  be  incompetent ;  but  I  will  give  him  what  I  have, 
and  it  is  more  than  he  expects.  I  have  borne  all  this 
too  long.  See  what  he  writes  further  on ;  read  it  for 
yourself  :  '  I  know  you  are  a  niggardly  dog. '  A  nig- 
gardly dog  !  I,  niggardly  ?  Is  that  true,  Mackellar  ? 
You  think  it  is  ? "  I  really  thought  he  would  have 
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struck  me  at  that.  "0,  you  all  think  so  !  Well,  you 
shall  see,  and  he  shall  see,  and  God  shall  see.  If  I  ruin 
the  estate  and  go  barefoot,  I  shall  stuff  this  bloodsucker. 
Let  him  ask  all — all,  and  he  shall  have  it !  It  is  all  his 
by  rights.  Ah  !  "  he  cried,  "  and  I  foresaw  all  this  and 
worse,  when  he  would  not  let  me  go."  He  poured  out 
another  glass  of  wine  and  was  about  to  carry  it  to  his 
lips,  when  I  made  so  bold  as  lay  a  finger  on  his  arm. 
He  stopped  a  moment.  "  You  are  right,"  said  he,  and 
flung  glass  and  all  in  the  fire-place.  "Come,  let  us 
count  the  money." 

I  durst  no  longer  oppose  him ;  indeed  I  was  very 
much  affected  by  the  sight  of  so  much  disorder  in  a 
man  usually  so  controlled ;  and  we  sat  down  together, 
counted  the  money,  and  made  it  up  in  packets  for  the 
greater  ease  of  Colonel  Burke,  who  was  to  be  the  bearer. 
This  done,  Mr.  Henry  returned  to  the  hall,  where  he 
and  my  old  lord  sat  all  night  through  with  their 
guest. 

A  little  before  dawn  I  was  called  and  set  out  with  the 
Colonel.  He  would  scarce  have  liked  a  less  responsible 
convoy,  for  he  was  a  man  who  valued  himself ;  nor 
could  we  afford  him  one  more  dignified,  for  Mr.  Henry 
must  not  appear  with  the  freetraders.  It  was  a  very 
bitter  morning  of  wind,  and  as  we  went  down  through 
the  long  shrubbery,  the  Colonel  held  himself  muffled  in 
his  cloak. 

"Sir,"  said  I,  "this  is  a  great  sum  of  money  that 
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your  friend  requires.  I  must  suppose  his  necessities  to 
be  very  great." 

"We  must  suppose  so,"  says  he,  I  thought  drily, 
but  perhaps  it  was  the  cloak  about  his  mouth. 

"I  am  only  a  servant  of  the  family,"  said  I.  "  You 
may  deal  openly  with  me.  I  think  we  are  likely  to  get 
little  good  by  him  ?  " 

"  My  dear  man,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  Ballantrae  is  a 
gentleman  of  the  most  eminent  natural  abilities,  and  a 
man  that  I  admire  and  that  I  revere,  to  the  very  ground 
he  treads  on."  And  then  he  seemed  to  me  to  pause  like 
one  in  a  difficulty. 

"But  for  all  that,"  said  I,  "  we  are  likely  to  get  little 
good  by  him  ?  " 

"  Sure,  and  you  can  have  it  your  own  way,  my  dear 
man,"  says  the  Colonel. 

By  this  time  we  had  come  to  the  side  of  (he  creek, 
where  the  boat  awaited  him.  "  Well,"  said  he,  "I  am 
sure  I  am  very  much  your  debtor  for  all  your  civility, 
Mr.  Whatever-your-name-is  ;  and  just  as  a  last  word,  and 
since  you  show  so  much  intelligent  interest,  I  will  men- 
tion a  small  circumstance  that  may  be  of  use  to  the  family. 
For  I  believe  my  friend  omitted  to  mention  that  he  has 
the  largest  pension  on  the  Scots  Fund  of  any  refugee 
in  Paris  ;  and  it's  the  more  disgraceful,  sir,"  cries  the 
Colonel,  warming,  "because  there's  not  one  dirty  penny 
for  myself." 

He  cocked  his  hat  at  me,  as  if  I  had  been  to  blame  fol 
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this  partiality  ;  then  changed  again  into  his  usual  swag- 
gering civility,  shook  me  by  the  hand,  and  set  off  down 
to  the  boat,  with  the  money  under  his  arms,  and  whist- 
ling as  he  went  the  pathetic  air  of  Shule  Aroon.  It 
was  the  first  time  I  had  heard  that  tune  ;  I  was  to  hear 
it  again,  words  and  all,  as  you  shall  learn ;  but  I 
remember  how  that  little  stave  of  it  ran  in  my  head, 
after  the  freetraders  had  bade  him  "  Wheesht,  in  the 
deil's  name,"  and  the  grating  of  the  oars  had  taken 
its  place,  and  I  stood  and  watched  the  dawn  creeping 
on  the  sea,  and  the  boat  drawing  away,  and  the  lugger 
lying  with  her  foresail  backed  awaiting  it. 

The  gap  made  in  our  money  was  a  sore  embarrass- 
ment ;  and  among  other  consequences,  it  had  this  :  that 
I  must  ride  to  Edinburgh,  and  there  raise  a  new  loan 
on  very  questionable  terms  to  keep  the  old  afloat ;  and 
was  thus,  for  close  upon  three  weeks,  absent  from  the 
house  of  Durrisdeer. 

What  passed  in  the  interval,  I  had  none  to  tell  me  ; 
but  I  found  Mrs.  Henry,  upon  my  return,  much  changed 
in  her  demeanour  ;  the  old  talks  with  my  lord  for  the 
most  part  pretermitted ;  a  certain  deprecation  visible 
towards  her  husband,  to  whom  I  thought  she  addressed 
herself  more  often  ;  and  for  one  thing,  she  was  now 
greatly  wrapped  up  in  Miss  Katharine.  You  would 
think  the  change  was  agreeable  to  Mr.  Henry  !  no  such 
matter !  To  the  contrary,  every  circumstance  of  alter- 
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ation  was  a  stab  to  him ;  he  read  in  each  the  avowal  of  hei 
truant  fancies  : — that  constancy  to  the  Master  of  which 
she  was  proud  while  she  supposed  him  dead,  she  had  to 
blush  for  now  she  knew  he  was  alive  :  and  these  blushes 
were  the  hated  spring  of  her  new  conduct.  I  am  to 
conceal  no  truth ;  and  I  will  here  say  plainly,  I  think 
this  was  the  period  in  which  Mr.  Henry  showed  the 
worst.  He  contained  himself,  indeed,  in  public  ;  but 
there  was  a  deep-seated  irritation  visible  underneath. 
With  me,  from  whom  he  had  less  concealment,  he  was 
often  grossly  unjust;  and  even  for  his  wife,  he  would 
sometimes  have  a  sharp  retort :  perhaps  when  she  had 
ruffled  him  with  some  unwonted  kindness ;  perhaps  upon 
no  tangible  occasion,  the  mere  habitual  tenor  of  the 
man's  annoyance  bursting  spontaneously  forth.  When 
he  would  thus  forget  himself  (a  thing  so  strangely  out 
of  keeping  with  the  terms  of  their  relation),  there  went 
a  shock  through  the  whole  company  ;  and  the  pair  would 
look  upon  each  other  in  a  kind  of  pained  amazement. 

All  the  time  too,  while  he  was  injuring  himself  by 
this  defect  of  temper,  he  was  hurting  his  position  by  a 
.silence,  of  which  I  scarce  know  whether  to  say  it  was  the 
child  of  generosity  or  pride.  The  freetraders  came  again 
and  again,  bringing  messengers  from  the  Master,  and 
none  departed  empty  handed.  I  never  durst  reason 
with  Mr.  Henry ;  he  gave  what  was  asked  of  him  in  a 
kind  of  noble  rage.  Perhaps  because  he  knew  he  was  by 
nature  inclining  to  the  parsimonious,  he  took  a  back- 
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foremost  pleasure  in  the  recklessness  with  which  he  sup- 
plied his  brother's  exigence.  Perhaps  the  falsity  of  the 
position  would  have  spurred  a  humbler  man  into  the 
same  excesses.  But  the  estate  (if  I  may  say  so)  groaned 
under  it ;  our  daily  expenses  were  shorn  lower  and  lower ; 
the  stables  were  emptied,  all  but  four  roadsters ;  ser- 
vants were  discharged,  which  raised  a  dreadful  murmur- 
ing in  the  country  and  heated  up  the  old  disfavour  upon 
Mr.  Henry ;  and  at  last  the  yearly  visit  to  Edinburgh 
must  be  discontinued. 

This  was  in  1756.  You  are  to  suppose  that  for  seven 
years  this  bloodsucker  had  been  drawing  the  life's  blood 
from  Durrisdeer  ;  and  that  all  this  time,  my  patron  had 
held  his  peace.  It  was  an  effect  of  devilish  malice  in 
the  Master,  that  he  addressed  Mr.  Henry  alone  upon  the 
matter  of  his  demands ;  and  there  was  never  a  word  to 
my  lord.  The  family  had  looked  on  wondering  at  our 
economies.  They  had  lamented,  I  have  no  doubt,  that  my 
patron  had  become  so  great  a  miser ;  a  fault  always  des- 
picable, but  in  the  young  abhorrent ;  and  Mr.  Henry 
was  not  yet  thirty  years  of  age.  Still  he  had  managed  the 
business  of  Durrisdeer  almost  from  a  boy ;  and  they  bore 
with  these  changes  in  a  silence  as  proud  and  bitter  as 
his  own,  until  the  coping  stone  of  the  Edinburgh  visit. 

At  this  time,  I  believe  my  patron  and  his  wife  were 
rarely  together  save  at  meals.  Immediately  on  the  back  of 
Colonel  Burke's  announcement,  Mrs.  Henry  made  palpa- 
ble advances  ;  you  might  say  she  had  laid  a  sort  of  timid 
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court  to  her  husband,  different  indeed  from  her  former 
manner  of  unconcern  and  distance.  I  never  had  the 
heart  to  blame  Mr.  Henry  because  he  recoiled  from 
these  advances ;  nor  yet  to  censure  the  wife,  when  she 
was  cut  to  the  quick  by  their  rejection. .  But  the  result 
was  an  entire  estrangement,  so  that  (as  I  say)  they  rarely 
spoke  except  at  meals.  Even  the  matter  of  the  Edin- 
burgh visit  was  first  broached  at  table  ;  and  it  chanced 
that  Mrs.  Henry  was  that  day  ailing  and  querulous. 
She  had  no  sooner  understood  her  husband's  meaning, 
than  the  red  flew  in  her  face. 

"At  last,"  she  cried,  "this  is  too  much!  Heaven 
knows  what  pleasure  I  have  in  my  life,  that  I  should  be 
denied  my  only  consolation.  These  shameful  proclivi- 
ties must  be  trod  down  ;  we  are  already  a  mark  and  an 
eyesore  in  the  neighbourhood ;  I  will  not  endure  this 
fresh  insanity." 

"I  cannot  afford  it,"  says  Mr.  Henry. 

"Afford?"  she  cried.  "For  shame!  But  I  have 
money  of  my  own. " 

"That  is  all  mine,  madam,  by  marriage,"  he  snarled, 
and  instantly  left  the  room. 

My  old  lord  threw  up  his  hands  to  heaven,  and  he  and 
his  daughter,  withdrawing  to  the  chimney,  gave  me  a 
broad  hint  to  be  gone.  I  found  M  r.  Henry  in  his  usual 
retreat,  the  steward's  room,  perched  on  the  end  of  the 
table  and  plunging  his  penknife  in  it,  with  a  very  ugly 
countenance. 
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"Mr.  Henry,"  said  I,  "you  do  yourself  too  much  in-. 
justice;  and  it  is  time  this  should  cease." 

"0  !"  cries  he,  "nobody  minds  here.  They  think  it 
only  natural.  I  have  shameful  proclivities.  I  am  a 
niggardly  dog,"  and  he  drove  his  knife  up  to  the  hilt. 
"But  I  will  show  that  fellow,"  he  cried  with  an  oath, 
"I  will  show  him  which  is  the  more  generous." 

"This  is  no  generosity,"  said  I,  "this  is  only 
pride." 

"  Do  you  think  I  want  morality  ?  "  he  asked. 

I  thought  he  wanted  help,  and  I  should  give  it  him, 
willy-nilly ;  and  no  sooner  was  Mrs.  Henry  gone  to  her 
room,  than  I  presented  myself  at  her  door  and  sought 
admittance. 

She  openly  showed  her  wonder.  "  What  do  you  want 
with  me,  Mr.  Mackellar  ?  "  said  she. 

"The  Lord  knows,  madam,"  says  I,  "I  have  never 
troubled  you  before  with  any  freedoms  ;  but  this  thing 
lies  too  hard  upon  my  conscience,  and  it  will  out.  Is 
it  possible  that  two  people  can  be  so  blind  as  you  and 
my  lord  ?  and  have  lived  all  these  years  with  a  noble 
gentleman  like  Mr.  Henry,  and  understand  so  little  of 
his  nature  ?  " 

"  What  does  this  mean  ?  "  she  cried. 

et  Do  you  not  know  where  his  money  goes  to  ?  his — 
and  yours — and  the  money  for  the  very  wine  he  does 
not  drink  at  table?"  I  went  on.  "To  Paris — to  that 
man  !  Eight  thousand  pounds  has  he  had  of  us  in 
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seven  years,  and  my  patron  fool  enough  to  keep  it 
secret  I" 

"Eight  thousand  pounds!"  she  repeated.  "It  is 
impossible,  the  estate  is  not  sufficient. " 

"  God  knows  how  we  have  sweated  farthings  to  pro 
duce  it,"  said  I.     "  But  eight  thousand  and  sixty  is  the 
sum,  beside  odd  shillings.     And  if  you  can  think  my 
patron  miserly  after  that,  this  shall  be  my  last  interfer- 
ence." 

"  You  need  say  no  more,  Mr.  Mackellar,"  said  she. 
"  You  have  done  most  properly  in  what  you  too  mod- 
estly call  your  interference.  I  am  much  to  blame  ;  you 
must  think  me  indeed  a  very  unobservant  wife  " — (look- 
ing upon  me  with  a  strange  smile) — "but  I  shall  put 
this  right  at  once.  The  Master  was  always  of  a  very 
thoughtless  nature  ;  but  his  heart  is  excellent ;  he  is  the 
soul  of  generosity.  I  shall  write  to  him  myself.  You 
cannot  think  how  you  have  pained  me  by  this  commu- 
nication." 

"Indeed,  madam,  I  had  hoped  to  have  pleased  you," 
said  I,  for  I  raged  to  see  her  still  thinking  of  the  Mas- 
ter. 

"  And  pleased,"  said  she,  "  and  pleased  me  of  course." 

That  same  day  (I  will  not  say  but  what  I  watched)  I 
had  the  satisfaction  to  see  Mr.  Henry  come  from  his 
wife's  room  in  a  state  most  unlike  himself ;  for  his  face 
was  all  bloated  with  weeping,  and  yet  he  seemed  to  me 
to  walk  upon  the  air.  By  this,  I  was  sure  his  wife  had 


PERSECUTIONS.  95 

made  him  full  amends  for  once  ;  "Ah,"  thought  I,  to 
myself,  "  I  have  done  a  brave  stroke  this  day." 

On  the  morrow,  as  I  was  seated  at  my  books,  Mr. 
Henry  came  in  softly  behind  me,  took  me  by  the  shoul- 
ders and  shook  me  in  a  manner  of  playfulness.  "  I  find 
you  are  a  faithless  fellow  after  all,"  says  he  ;  which  was 
his  only  reference  to  my  part,  but  the  tone  he  spoke  in 
was  more  to  me  than  any  eloquence  of  protestation. 
Nor  was  this  all  I  had  effected  ;  for  when  the  next  mes- 
senger came  (as  he  did  not  long  afterwards)  from  the 
Master,  he  got  nothing  away  with  him  but  a  letter.  For 
some  while  back,  it  had  been  I  myself  who  had  con- 
ducted these  affairs  ;  Mr.  Henry  not  setting  pen  to  paper, 
and  I  only  in  the  dryest  and  most  formal  terms.  But 
this  letter  I  did  not  even  see  ;  it  would  scarce  be  pleas- 
ant reading,  for  Mr.  Henry  felt  he  had  his  wife  behind 
him  for  once,  and  I  observed,  on  the  day  it  was  dis- 
patched, he  had  a  very  gratified  expression. 

Things  went  better  now  in  the  family,  though  it  could 
scarce  be  pretended  they  went  well.  There  was  now  at 
least  no  misconception  ;  there  was  kindness  upon  all 
sides  ;  and  I  believe  my  patron  and  his  wife  might  again 
have  drawn  together,  if  he  could  but  have  pocketed 
his  pride,  and  she  forgot  (what  was  the  ground  of  all) 
her  brooding  on  another  man.  It  is  wonderful  how  a 
private  thought  leaks  out ;  it  is  wonderful  to  me  now, 
how  we  should  all  have  followed  the  current  of  her  sen- 
timents ;  and  though  she  bore  herself  quietly,  and  had  a 
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very  even  disposition,  yet  we  should  have  known  when- 
ever her  fancy  ran  to  Paris.  And  would  not  any  one 
have  thought  that  my  disclosure  must  have  rooted  up 
that  idol  ?  I  think  there  is  the  devil  in  women  :  all  these 
years  passed,  never  a  sight  of  the  man,  little  enough 
kindness  to  remember  (by  all  accounts)  even  while  she 
had  him,  the  notion  of  his  death  intervening,  his  heart- 
less rapacity  laid  bare  to  her  :  that  all  should  not  do, 
and  she  must  still  keep  the  best  place  in  her  heart  for 
this  accursed  fellow,  is  a  thing  to  make  a  plain  man 
rage.  I  had  never  much  natural  sympathy  for  the  pas- 
sion of  love  ;  but  this  unreason  in  my  patron's  wife  dis- 
gusted me  outright  with  the  whole  matter.  I  remember 
checking  a  maid,  because  she  sang  some  bairnly  kick- 
shaw while  my  mind  was  thus  engaged  ;  and  my  asper- 
ity brought  about  my  ears  the  enmity  of  all  the  petticoats 
about  the  house ;  of  which  I  recked  very  little,  but  it 
amused  Mr.  Henry,  who  rallied  me  much  upon  our  joint 
unpopularity.  It  is  strange  enough  (for  my  own  mother 
was  certainly  one  of  the  salt  of  the  earth  and  my  Aunt 
Dickson,  who  paid  my  fees  at  the  University,  a  very 
notable  woman)  but  I  have  never  had  much  toleration 
for  the  female  sex,  possibly  not  much  understanding ; 
and  being  far  from  a  bold  man,  I  have  ever  shunned 
their  company.  Not  only  do  I  see  no  cause  to  regret 
this  diffidence  in  myself,  but  have  invariably  remarked 
the  most  unhappy  consequences  follow  those  who  were 
less  wise.  So  much  I  thought  proper  to  set  down,  lest 


PERSECUTIONS.  97 

I  show  myself  unjust  to  Mrs.  Henry.  And  besides  the 
remark  arose  naturally,  on  a  reperusal  of  the  letter 
which  was  the  next  step  in  these  affairs,  and  reached 
me  to  my  sincere  astonishment  hy  a  private  hand,  some 
week  or  so  after  the  departure  of  the  last  messenger. 

Letter  from  Voconel  BURKE  (afterwards  Chevalier)  to  MR. 
MACKELLAR. 

TROYES  IN  CHAMPAGNE,  ) 
July  12,  1756.         f 

My  Dear  Sir : — You  will  doubtless  be  surprised  to  receive  a 
communication  from  one  so  little  known  to  you  ;  but  on  the  occa- 
sion I  had  the  good  fortune  to  rencounter  you  at  Dumsdeer,  I  re- 
marked you  for  a  young  man  of  a  solid  gravity  of  character  :  a 
qualification  which  I  profess  I  admire  and  revere  next  to  natural 
genius  or  the  bold  chivalrous  spirit  of  the  soldier.  I  was  besides 
interested  in  the  noble  family  which  you  have  the  honour  to  serve 
or  (to  speak  more  by  the  book)  to  be  the  humble  and  respected 
friend  of  ;  and  a  conversation  I  had  the  pleasure  to  have  with  you 
very  early  in  the  morning  has  remained  much  upon  my  mind. 

Being  the  other  day  in  Paris,  on  a  visit  from  this  famous  city 
where  I  am  in  garrison,  I  took  occasion  to  inquire  your  name 
(which  I  profess  I  had  forgot)  at  my  friend,  the  Master  of  B. ;  and 
a  fair  opportunity  occurring,  I  write  to  inform  you  of  what's  new. 

The  Master  of  B.  (when  we  had  last  some  talk  of  him  together) 
was  in  receipt,  as  1  think  1  then  told  you,  of  a  highly  advantageous 
pension  on  the  Scots  Fund.  He  next  received  a  company,  and 
was  soon  after  advanced  to  a  regiment  of  his  own.  My  dear  Sir,  I 
do  not  offer  to  explain  this  circumstance  ;  any  more  than  why  I 
myself,  who  have  rid  at  the  right  hand  of  Princes,  should  be 
fobbed  off  with  a  pair  of  colours  and  sent  to  rot  in  a  hole  at  the 
bottom  of  the  province.  Accustomed  as  I  am  to  courts,  I  cannot 
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but  feel  it  is  no  atmosphere  for  a  plain  soldier  ;  and  I  could  nevef 
hope  to  advance  sby  similar  means,  even  could  I  stoop  to  the  en- 
deavour. But  our\friend  has  a  particular  aptitude  to  succeed  by 
the  means  of  ladies  ;  and  if  all  be  true  that  I  have  heard,  he  en- 
joyed a  remarkable  protection.  It  is  like  this  turned  against  him  ; 
for  when  I  had  the  honour  to  shake  him  by  the  hand,  he  was  but 
newly  released  from  the  Bastille  where  he  had  been  cast  on  a  sealed 
letter ;  and  though  now  released,  has  both  lost  his  regiment  and 
his  pension.  My  dear  Sir,  the  loyalty  of  a  plain  Irishman  will 
ultimately  succeed  in  the  place  of  craft ;  as  I  am  sure  a  gentleman 
of  your  probity  will  agree. 

Now,  Sir,  the  Master  is  a  man  whose  genius  I  admire  beyond 
expression,  and  besides  he  is  my  friend ;  but  I  thought  a  little 
word  of  this  revolution  in  his  fortunes  would  not  come  amiss,  for 
in  my  opinion,  the  man's  desperate.  He  spoke  when  I  saw  him  of 
a  trip  to  India  (whither  I  am  myself  in  some  hope  of  accompany- 
ing my  illustrious  countryman,  Mr.  Lally);  but  for  this  he  would 
require  (as  I  understood)  more  money  than  was  readily  at  his  com- 
mand. You  may  have  heard  a  military  proverb  ;  that  it  is  a  good 
thing  to  make  a  bridge  of  gold  to  a  flying  enemy  ?  I  trust  you 
will  take  my  meaning  ; — and  I  subscribe  myself,  with  proper  re- 
spects to  my  Lord  Durrisdeer,  to  his  son,  and  to  the  beauteous 
Mrs.  Dune, 

My  dear  Sir, 

Your  obedient  humble  servant 

FRANCIS  BURKE. 

This  missive  I  carried  at  once  to  Mr.  Henry ;  and  I 
think  there  was  but  the  one  thought  between  the  two  of 
us  :  that  it  had  come  a  week  too  late.  I  made  haste  to 
send  an  answer  to  Colonel  Burke,  in  which  I  begged 
him,  if  he  should  see  the  Master,  to  assure  him  his  next 
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messenger  would  be  attended  to.  But  with  all  my  haste 
I  was  not  in  time  to  avert  what  was  impending ;  the 
arrow  had  been  drawn,  it  must  now  fly.  I  could  almost 
doubt  the  power  of  providence  (and  certainly  his  will) 
to  stay  the  issue  of  events  ;  and  it  is  a  strange  thought, 
how  many  of  us  had  been  storing  up  the  elements  of 
this  catastrophe,  for  how  long  a  time,  and  with  how 
blind  an  ignorance  of  what  we  did. 

From  the  coming  of  the  Colonel's  letter,  I  had  a  spy- 
glass in  my  room,  began  to  drop  questions  to  the  tenant 
folk,  and  as  there  was  no  great  secrecy  observed  and  the 
freetrade  (in  our  part)  went  by  force  as  much  as 
stealth,  I  had  soon  got  together  a  knowledge  of  the  sig- 
nals in  use,  and  knew  pretty  well  to  an  hour  when  any 
messenger  might  be  expected.  I  say  I  questioned  the 
tenants ;  for  with  the  traders  themselves,  desperate 
blades  that  went  habitually  armed,  I  could  never  bring 
myself  to  meddle  willingly.  Indeed,  by  what  proved  in 
the  sequel  an  unhappy  chance,  I  was  an  object  of  scorn 
to  some  of  these  braggadocios  ;  who  had  not  only  grati- 
fied me  with  a  nickname,  but  catching  me  one  night 
upon  a  by-path  and  being  all  (as  they  would  have  said) 
somewhat  merry,  had  caused  me  to  dance  for  their 
diversion.  The  method  employed  was  that  of  cruelly 
chipping  at  my  toes  with  naked  cutlasses,  shouting  at 
the  same  time  "Square-Toes";  and  though  they  did 
me  no  bodily  mischief,  I  was  none  the  less  deplorably 
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affected  and  was  indeed  for  several  days  confined  to  my 
bed  :  a  scandal  on  the  state  of  Scotland  on  which  no 
comment  is  required. 

It  happened  on  the  afternoon  of  November  7th,  in 
this  same  unfortunate  year,  that  I  espied,  during  my 
walk,  the  smoke  of  a  beacon  fire  upon  the  Muckleross. 
It  was  drawing  near  time  for  my  return  ;  but  the  un- 
easiness upon  my  spirits  was  that  day  so  great,  that  I 
must  burst  through  the  thickets  to  the  edge  of  what 
they  call  the  Craig  Head.  The  sun  was  already  down, 
but  there  was  still  a  broad  light  in  the  west,  which 
showed  me  some  of  the  smugglers  treading  out  their  sig- 
nal fire  upon  the  Ross,  and  in  the  bay  the  lugger  lying 
with  her  sails  brail ed  up.  She  was  plainly  but  new  come 
to  anchor,  and  yet  the  skiff  was  already  lowered  and 
pulling  for  the  landing  place  at  the  end  of  the  long 
shrubbery.  And  this  I  knew  could  signify  but  one 
thing,  the  coming  of  a  messenger  for  Durrisdeer. 

I  laid  aside  the  remainder  of  my  terrors,  clambered 
down  the  brae — a  place  I  had  never  ventured  through 
before,  and  was  hid  among  the  shore-side  thickets  in 
time  to  see  the  boat  touch.  Captain  Crail  himself  was 
steering,  a  thing  not  usual  ;  by  his  side  there  sat  a  pas- 
senger ;  and  the  men  gave  way  with  difficulty,  being 
hampered  with  near  upon  half  a  dozen  portmanteaus, 
great  and  small.  But  the  business  of  landing  was 
briskly  carried  through  ;  and  presently  the  baggage  was 
all  tumbled  on  shore,  the  boat  on  its  return  voyage  to 
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the  lugger,  and  the  passenger  standing  alone  upon  the 
point  of  rock,  a  tall  slender  figure  of  a  gentleman,  hab- 
ited in  black,  with  a  sword  by  his  side  and  a  walking 
cane  upon  his  wrist.  As  he  so  stood,  he  waved  the  cane 
to  Captain  Grail  by  way  of  salutation,  with  something 
both  of  grace  and  mockery  that  wrote  the  gesture  deeply 
on  my  mind. 

No  sooner  was  the  boat  away  with  my  sworn  enemies, 
than  I  took  a  sort  of  half  courage,  came  forth  to  the 
margin  of  the  thicket,  and  there  halted  again,  my  mind 
being  greatly  pulled  about  between  natural  diffidence 
and  a  dark  foreboding  of  the  truth.  Indeed  I  might 
have  stood  there  swithering  all  night,  had  not  the  stran- 
ger turned,  spied  me  through  the  mists,  which  were  be- 
ginning to  fall,  and  waved  and  cried  on  me  to  draw 
near.  I  did  so  with  a  heart  like  lead. 

"Here,  my  good  man,"  said  he,  in  the  English 
accent,  "  here  are  some  things  for  Durrisdeer." 

I  was  now  near  enough  to  see  him,  a  very  handsome 
figure  and  countenance,  swarthy,  lean,  long,  with  a 
quick,  alert,  black  look,  as  of  one  who  was  a  fighter  and 
accustomed  to  command  ;  upon  one  cheek,  he  had  a 
mole,  not  unbecoming ;  a  large  diamond  sparkled  on  his 
hand  ;  his  clothes,  although  of  the  one  hue,  were  of  a 
French  and  foppish  design  ;  his  ruffles,  which  he  wore 
longer  than  common,  of  exquisite  lace  ;  and  I  wondered 
the  more  to  see  him  in  such  a  guise,  when  he  was  but 
newly  landed  from  a  dirty  smuggling  lugger.  At  the 
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same  time,  he  had  a  better  look  at  me,  toised  me  a  sec- 
ond time  sharply,  and  then  smiled. 

"I  wager,  my  friend,"  says  he,  "  that  I  know  both 
your  name  and  your  nickname.  I  divined  these  very 
clothes  upon  your  hand  of  writing,  Mr.  Mackellar." 

At  these  words,  I  fell  to  shaking. 

"  0,"  says  he,  "  you  need  not  be  afraid  of  me.  1 
bear  no  malice  for  your  tedious  letters  ;  and  it  is  my 
purpose  to  employ  you  a  good  deal.  You  may  call  me 
Mr.  Bally  :  it  is  the  name  I  have  assumed  ;  or  rather 
(since  I  am  addressing  so  great  a  precision)  it  is  so  I 
have  curtailed  my  own.  Come  now,  pick  up  that  and 
that " — indicating  two  of  the  portmanteaus.  "  That 
will  be  as  much  as  you  are  fit  to  bear,  and  the  rest  can. 
very  well  wait.  Come,  lose  no  more  time,  if  you 
please." 

His  tone  was  so  cutting  that  I  managed  to  do  as  he 
bid  by  a  sort  of  instinct,  my  mind  being  all  the  time 
quite  lost.  No  sooner  had  I  picked  up  the  portman- 
teaus, than  he  turned  his  back  and  marched  off  through 
the  long  shrubbery  ;  where  it  began  already  to  be  dusk, 
for  the  wood  is  thick  and  evergreen.  I  followed  behind, 
loaded  almost  to  the  dust,  though  I  profess  I  was  not 
conscious  of  the  burthen  ;  being  swallowed  up  in  the 
monstrosity  of  this  return  and  my  mind  flying  like  a 
weaver's  shuttle. 

On  a  sudden  I  set  the  portmanteaus  to  the  ground 
and  halted.  He  turned  and  looked  back  at  me. 
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"  Well  ?  "  said  he. 

"  You  are  the  Master  of  Ballantrae  ?  " 

"  You  will  do  me  the  justice  to  observe,"  says  he. 
"that  I  have  made  no  secret  with  the  astute  Mac- 
kellar." 

"And  in  the  name  of  God,"  cries  I,  "what  brings 
you  here  ?  Go  back,  while  it  is  yet  time." 

"I  thank  you,"  said  he.  "Your  master  has  chosen 
this  way,  and  not  I ;  but  since  he  has  made  the  choice, 
he  (and  you  also)  must  abide  by  the  result.  And  now 
pick  up  these  things  of  mine,  which  you  have  set  down 
in  a  very  boggy  place,  and  attend  to  that  which  I  have 
made  your  business." 

But  I  had  no  thought  now  of  obedience  ;  I  came 
straight  up  to  him.  "  If  nothing  will  move  you  to  go 
back,"  said  I;  "though  sure,  under  all  the  circum- 
stances, any  Christian  or  even  any  gentleman  would 
scruple  to  go  forward.  .  ." 

"  These  are  gratifying  expressions,"  he  threw  in. 

"If  nothing  will  move  you  to  go  back,"  I  continued, 
"  there  are  still  some  decencies  to  be  observed.    Wait  here 
with  your  baggage,  and  I  will  go  forward  and  prepare 
your  family.    Your  father  is  an  old  man ;  and   .   .    .    ' 
I  stumbled  .   .    .   "there  are  decencies  to  be  observed." 

"Truly,"  said  he,  "this  Mackellar  improves  upon 
acquaintance.  But  look  you  here,  my  man,  and  under- 
stand it  once  for  all — you  waste  your  breath  upon  me, 
and  I  go  my  own  way  with  inevitable  motion." 
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"Ah  ! "  says  I.     " Is  that  so  ?    We  shall  see  then  ! r; 

And  I  turned  and  took  to  my  heels  for  Durrisdeer. 
He  clutched  at  me  and  cried  out  angrily,  and  then  I 
believe  I  heard  him  laugh,  and  then  I  am  certain  he 
pursued  me  for  a  step  or  two,  and  (I  suppose)  desisted. 
One  thing  at  least  is  sure,  that  I  came  but  a  few 
minutes  later  to  the  door  of  the  great  house,  nearly 
strangled  for  the  lack  of  breath  but  quite  alone. 
Straight  up  the  stair  I  ran,  and  burst  into  the  hall,  and 
stopped  before  the  family  without  the  power  of  speech  ; 
but  I  must  have  carried  my  story  in  my  looks  for  they 
rose  out  of  their  places  and  stared  on  me  like  change- 
lings. 

"  He  has  come,"  I  panted  out  at  last. 

"He?  "said  Mr.  Henry. 

"  Himself,"  said  I. 

"  My  son  ?  "  cried  my  lord.  "  Imprudent,  impru- 
dent boy  !  0,  could  he  not  stay  where  he  was  safe  ! " 

Never  a  word  said  Mrs.  Henry  ;  nor  did  I  look  at  her, 
I  scarce  knew  why. 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Henry,  with  a  very  deep  breath, 
"  and  where  is  he  ?  " 

"  I  left  him  in  the  long  shrubbery,"  said  I. 

"Take  me  to  him,"  said  he. 

So  we  went  out  together,  he  and  I,  without  another 
word  from  any  one  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  gravelled 
plot,  encountered  the  Master  strolling  up,  whistling  as 
he  came  and  beating  the  air  with  his  cane.  There  was 
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still  light  enough  overhead  to  recognise  though  not  to 
read  a  countenance. 

"Ah,  Jacob  !  "  says  the  Master.  "So  here  is  Esau 
back." 

"James,"  says  Mr.  Henry,  "for  God's  sake,  call  me 
by  my  name.  I  will  not  pretend  that  I  am  glad  to  see 
you ;  but  I  would  fain  make  you  as  welcome  as  I  can  in 
the  house  of  our  fathers." 

"Or  in  my  house?  or  yours?"  says  the  Master. 
"  Which  was  you  about  to  say  ?  But  this  is  an  old 
sore,  and  we  need  not  rub  it.  If  you  would  not  share 
with  me  in  Paris,  I  hope  you  will  yet  scarce  deny  your 
elder  brother  a  corner  of  the  fire  at  Durrisdeer  ?  " 

"  That  is  very  idle  speech,"  replied  Mr.  Henry.  "And 
you  understand  the  power  of  your  position  excellently 
well." 

"Why,  I  believe  I  do,"  said  the  other  with  a  little 
laugh.  And  this,  though  they  had  never  touched 
hands,  was  (as  we  may  say)  the  end  of  the  brothers' 
meeting  ;  for  at  this,  the  Master  turned  to  me  and  bade 
me  fetch  his  baggage. 

I,  on  my  side,  turned  to  Mr.  Henry  for  a  confirma- 
tion ;  perhaps  with  some  defiance. 

"  As  long  as  the  Master  is  here,  Mr.  Mackellar,  you 
will  very  much  oblige  me  by  regarding  his  wishes  as  you 
would  my  own,"  says  Mr.  Henry.  "We  are  constantly 
troubling  you  :  will  you  be  so  good  as  send  one  of  the 
servants  ?  " — with  an  accent  on  the  word. 
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If  this  speech  were  anything  at  all,  it  was  surely  a  well 
deserved  reproof  upon  the  stranger ;  and  yet,  so  devilish 
was  his  impudence,  he  twisted  it  the  other  way. 

"And  shall  we  be  common  enough  to  say  'Sneck 
up  ? '"  inquires  he  softly,  looking  upon  me  sideways. 

Had  a  kingdom  depended  on  the  act,  I  could  not 
have  trusted  myself  in  words;  even  to  call  a  servant 
was  beyond  me  j  I  had  rather  serve  the  man  myself 
than  speak  ;  and  I  turned  away  in  silence  and  went  into 
the  long  shrubbery,  with  a  heart  full  of  anger  and  de- 
spair. It  was  dark  under  the  trees,  and  I  walked  be- 
fore me  and  forgot  what  business  I  was  come  upon,  till 
I  near  broke  my  shin  on  the  portmanteaus.  Then  it 
was  that  I  remarked  a  strange  particular  ;  for  whereas 
I  had  before  carried  both  and  scarce  observed  it,  it  was 
now  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  manage  one.  And  this, 
as  it  forced  me  to  make  two  journeys,  kept  me  the 
longer  from  the  hall. 

When  I  got  there  the  business  of  welcome  was  over 
long  ago  ;  the  company  was  already  at  supper ;  and  by 
an  oversight  that  cut  me  to  the  quick,  my  place  had 
been  forgotten.  I  had  seen  one  side  of  the  Master's 
return  ;  now  I  was  to  see  the  other.  It  was  he  who  first 
remarked  my  coming  in  and  standing  back  (as  I  did)  in 
some  annoyance.  He  jumped  from  his  seat. 

"  And  if  I  have  not  got  the  good  Mackellar's  place  ! " 
cries  he.  * '  John  lay  another  for  Mr.  Bally ;  I  protest  he 
will  disturb  no  one,  and  your  table  is  big  enough  for  all. " 
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I  could  scarce  credit  my  ears ;  nor  yet  my  senses  when 
he  took  me  by  the  shoulders  and  thrust  me  laughing 
into  my  own  place ;  such  an  affectionate  playfulness 
was  in  his  voice.  And  while  John  laid  the  fresh  place 
for  him  (a  thing  on  which  he  still  insisted)  he  went  and 
leaned  on  his  father's  chair  and  looked  down  upon  him, 
and  the  old  man  turned  about  and  looked  upwards  on 
his  son,  with  such  a  pleasant  mutual  tenderness,  that  I 
could  hp,ve  carried  my  hand  to  my  head  in  mere  amaze- 
ment. 

Yet  all  was  of  a  piece.  Never  a  harsh  word  fell  from 
him,  never  a  sneer  showed  upon  his  lip.  He  had  laid 
aside  even  his  cutting  English  accent,  and  spoke  with 
the  kindly  Scots  tongue,  that  sets  a  value  on  affectionate 
words ;  and  though  his  manners  had  a  graceful  ele- 
gance mighty  foreign  to  our  ways  in  Durrisdeer,  it  was 
still  a  homely  courtliness,  that  did  not  shame  but  flat- 
tered us.  All  that  he  did  throughout  the  meal,  indeed, 
drinking  wine  with  me  with  a  notable  respect,  turning 
about  for  a  pleasant  word  with  John,  fondling  his 
father's  hand,  breaking  into  little  merry  tales  of  his  ad- 
ventures, calling  up  the  past  with  happy  reference — all  he 
did  was  so  becoming,  and  himself  so  handsome,  that  I 
could  scarce  wonder  if  my  lord  and  Mrs.  Henry  sat 
about  the  board  with  radiant  faces,  or  if  John  waited 
behind  with  dropping  tears. 

As  soon  as  supper  was  over,  Mrs.  Henry  rose  to  with- 
draw. 
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"This  was  never  your  way,  Alison,"  said  he. 

"It  is  my  way  now,"  she  replied  :  which  was  notori* 
ou sly  false,  "and  I  will  give  you  a  good-night  James, 
and  a  welcome — from  the  dead,"  said  she,  and  her  voice 
drooped  and  trembled. 

Poor  Mr.  Henry,  who  had  made  rather  a  heavy  figure 
through  the  meal,  was  more  concerned  than  ever : 
pleased  to  see  his  wife  withdraw,  and  yet  half  displeased, 
as  he  thought  upon  the  cause  of  it ;  and  the  next  mo- 
ment altogether  dashed  by  the  fervour  of  her  speech. 

On  my  part,  I  thought  I  was  now  one  too  many ;  and 
was  stealing  after  Mrs.  Henry,  when  the  Master  saw 
me. 

"Now,  Mr.  Mackellar,"  says  he,  "I  take  this  near  on 
an  unfriendliness.  I  cannot  have  you  go  :  this  is  to 
make  a  stranger  of  the  prodigal  son — and  let  me  remind 
you  where — in  his  own  father's  house  !  Come,  sit  ye 
down,  and  drink  another  glass  with  Mr.  Bally." 

"Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Mackellar,"  says  my  lord,  "we  must 
not  make  a  stranger  either  of  him  or  you.  I  have  been 
telling  my  son,"  he  added,  his  voice  brightening  as 
usual  on  the  word,  "how  much  we  valued  all  your 
friendly  service." 

So  I  sat  there  silent  till  my  usual  hour ;  and  might 
have  been  almost  deceived  in  the  man's  nature,  but  for 
one  passage  in  which  his  perfidy  appeared  too  plain. 
Here  was  the  passage  ;  of  which,  after  what  he  knows 
of  the  brothers'  meeting,  the  reader  shall  consider  foi 


PERSECUTIONS.  109 

himself.  Mr.  Henry  sitting  somewhat  dully,  in  spite  of 
his  best  endeavours  to  carry  things  before  my  lord,  up 
jumps  the  Master,  passes  about  the  board,  and  claps  his 
brother  on  the  shoulder. 

"Come,  come,  Hairry  lad,"  says  he,  with  a  broad 
accent  such  as  they  must  have  used  together  when  they 
were  boys,  "you  must  not  be  downcast  because  your 
brother  has  come  home.  All's  yours,  that's  sure  enough, 
and  little  I  grudge  it  you.  Neither  must  you  grudge 
me  my  place  oeside  my  father's  fire." 

"And  that  is  too  true,  Henry,"  says  my  old  lord  with 
a  little  frown,  a  thing  rare  with  him.  "  You  have  been 
the  elder  brother  of  the  parable  in  the  good  sense  ;  you 
must  be  careful  of  the  other." 

"I  am  easily  put  in  the  wrong,"  said  Mr.  Henry. 

"Who  puts  you  in  the  wrong?"  cried  my  lord,  I 
thought  very  tartly  for  so  mild  a  man.  "You  have 
earned  my  gratitude  and  your  brother's  many  thousand 
times  ;  you  may  count  on  its  endurance;  and  let  that 
suffice." 

"Ay,  Harry,  that  you  may,"  said  the  Master;  and  I 
thought  Mr.  Henry  looked  at  him  with  a  kind  of  wild- 
ness  in  his  eye. 

On  all  the  miserable  business  that  now  followed,  I 
have  four  questions  that  I  asked  myself  often  at  the 
time  and  ask  myself  still.  Was  the  man  moved  by  a 
particular  sentiment  against  Mr.  Henry  ?  or  by  what  he 
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thought  to  be  his  interest  ?  or  by  a  mere  delight  in  cru- 
elty such  as  cats  display  and  theologians  tell  us  of  the 
devil  ?  or  by  what  he  would  have  called  love  ?  My 
common  opinion  halts  among  the  three  first;  but  per- 
haps there  lay  at  the  spring  of  his  behaviour,  an  element 
of  all.  As  thus  :  Animosity  to  Mr.  Henry  would  ex- 
plain his  hateful  usage  of  him  when  they  were  alone ; 
the  interests  he  came  to  serve  would  explain  his  very 
different  attitude  before  my  lord ;  that  and  some  spice 
of  a  design  of  gallantry,  his  care  to  stand  well  with  Mrs. 
Henry  ;  and  the  pleasure  of  malice  for  itself,  the  pains 
he  was  continually  at  to  mingle  and  oppose  these  lines 
of  conduct. 

Partly  because  I  was  a  very  open  friend  to  my 
patron,  partly  because  in  my  letters  to  Paris  I  had 
often  given  myself  some  freedom  of  remonstrance,  I  was 
included  in  his  diabolical  amusement.  When  I  was 
alone  with  him,  he  pursued  me  with  sneers  ;  before  the 
family,  he  used  me  with  the  extreme  of  friendly  conde- 
scension. This  was  not  only  painful  in  itself ;  not  only 
did  it  put  me  continually  in  the  wrong ;  but  there  was 
in  it  an  element  of  insult  indescribable.  That  he  should 
thus  leave  me  out  in  his  dissimulation,  as  though  even 
my  testimony  were  too  despicable  to  be  considered, 
galled  me  to  the  blood.  But  what  it  was  to  me  is  not 
worth  notice.  I  make  but  memorandum  of  it  here  ;  and 
chiefly  for  this  reason,  that  it  had  one  good  result,  and 
gave  me  the  quicker  sense  of  Mr.  Henry's  martyrdom. 
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It  was  on  him  the  burthen  fell.  How  was  he  to  re- 
spond to  the  public  advances  of  one  who  never  lost  a 
chance  of  gibing  him  in  private  ?  How  was  he  to  smile 
back  on  the  deceiver  and  the  insulter  ?  He  was  con- 
demned to  seem  ungracious.  He  was  condemned  to 
silence.  Had  he  been  less  proud,  had  he  spoken,  who  would 
have  credited  the  truth  ?  The  acted  calumny  had  done  its 
work  ;  my  lord  and  Mrs.  Henry  were  the  daily  witnesses 
of  what  went  on  ;  they  could  have  sworn  in  court  that 
the  Master  was  a  model  of  long-suffering  good-nature 
and  Mr.  Henry  a  pattern  of  jealousy  and  thanklessness. 
And  ugly  enough  as  these  must  have  appeared  in  any 
one,  they  seemed  tenfold  uglier  in  Mr.  Henry ;  for  who 
could  forget  that  the  Master  lay  in  peril  of  his  life,  and 
that  he  had  already  lost  his  mistress,  his  title  and  his 
fortune  ? 

"Henry,  will  you  ride  with  me?"  asks  the  Master 
one  day. 

And  Mr.  Henry,  who  had  been  goaded  by  the  man  all 
morning,  raps  out  :  "I  will  not." 

"I  sometimes  wish  you  would  be  kinder,  Henry,"  says 
the  other  wistfully. 

I  give  this  for  a  specimen  ;  but  such  scenes  befell  con- 
tinually. Small  wonder  if  Mr.  Henry  was  blamed  ;  small 
wonder  if  I  fretted  myself  into  something  near  upon  a 
bilious  fever ;  nay,  and  at  the  mere  recollection  feel  a 
bitterness  in  my  blood. 

Sure,   never  in    this  world  was  a  more  diabolical 
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contrivance  :  so  perfidious,  so  simple,  so  impossible  to 
combat.  And  yet  I  think  again,  and  I  think  always, 
Mrs.  Henry  might  have  read  between  the  lines;  she 
might  have  had  more  knowledge  of  her  husband's  na- 
ture ;  after  all  these  years  of  marriage,  she  might  have 
commanded  or  captured  his  confidence.  And  my  old 
lord  too,  that  very  watchful  gentleman,  where  was  all  his 
observation  ?  But  for  one  thing,  the  deceit  was  prac- 
tised by  a  master  hand,  and  might  have  gulled  an  angel. 
For  another  (in  the  case  of  Mrs.  Henry),  I  have  observed 
there  are  no  persons  so  far  away  as  those  who  are  both 
married  and  estranged,  so  that  they  seem  out  of  earshot 
or  to  have  no  common  tongue.  For  a  third  (in  the  case 
of  both  of  these  spectators),  they  were  blinded  by  old, 
ingrained  predilection.  And  for  a  fourth,  the  risk  the 
Master  was  supposed  to  stand  in  (supposed,  I  say — you 
will  soon  hear  why)  made  it  seem  the  more  ungenerous 
to  criticise  ;  and  keeping  them  in  a  perpetual  tender  so- 
licitude about  his  life,  blinded  them  the  more  effectually 
to  his  faults. 

It  was  during  this  time  that  I  perceived  most  clearly 
the  effect  of  manner,  and  was  led  to  lament  most  deeply 
the  plainness  of  my  own.  Mr.  Henry  had  the  essence 
of  a  gentleman  ;  when  he  was  moved,  when  there  was 
any  call  of  circumstance,  he  could  play  his  part  with 
dignity  and  spirit ;  but  in  the  day's  commerce  (it  is  idle 
to  deny  it)  he  fell  short  of  the  ornamental.  The  Master 
(on  the  other  hand)  had  never  a  movement  but  it  com- 
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mended  him.  So  it  befell,  that  when  the  one  appeared 
gracious  and  the  other  ungracious,  every  trick  of  their 
bodies  seemed  to  call  out  confirmation.  Nor  that  alone  : 
but  the  more  deeply  Mr.  Henry  floundered  in  his  broth- 
er's toils,  the  more  clownish  he  grew  ;  and  the  more  the 
Master  enjoyed  his  spiteful  entertainment,  the  more  en- 
gagingly, the  more  smilingly,  he  went !  So  that  the  plot, 
by  its  own  scope  and  progress,  furthered  and  confirmed 
itself. 

It  was  one  of  the  man's  arts  to  use  the  peril  in  which 
(as  I  say)  he  was  supposed  to  stand.  He  spoke  of  it  to 
those  who  loved  him  with  a  gentle  pleasantry,  which 
made  it  the  more  touching.  To  Mr.  Henry,  he  used  it 
as  a  cruel  weapon  of  offence.  I  remember  his  laying 
his  finger  on  the  clean  lozenge  of  the  painted  window, 
one  day  when  we  three  were  alone  together  in  the  hall. 
"  Here  went  your  lucky  guinea,  Jacob,"  said  he.  And 
when  Mr.  Henry  only  looked  upon  him  darkly,  "0," 
he  added,  "you  need  not  look  such  impotent  malice, 
my  good  fly.  You  can  be  rid  of  your  spider  when  you 
please.  How  long,  0  Lord  ?  When  are  you  to  be  wrought 
to  the  point  of  a  denunciation,  scrupulous  brother  ?  It 
is  one  of  my  interests  in  this  dreary  hole.  I  ever  loved 
experiment."  Still  Mr.  Henry  only  stared  upon  him 
with  a  glooming  brow,  and  a  changed  colour  ;  and  at  last 
the  Master  broke  out  in  a  laugh  and  clapped  him  on 
the  shoulder,  calling  him  a  sulky  dog.  At  this  my  pa- 
tron leaped  back  with  a  gesture  I  thought  very  danger- 
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ous ;  and  I  must  suppose  the  Master  thought  so  too  ;  for 
he  looked  the  least  in  the  world  discountenanced,  and  I 
do  not  remember  him  again  to  have  laid  hands  on  Mr. 
Henry. 

But  though  he  had  his  peril  always  on  his  lips  in  the 
one  way  or  the  other,  I  thought  his  conduct  strangely  in- 
cautious, and  began  to  fancy  the  government  (who  had 
set  a  price  upon  his  head)  was  gone  sound  asleep.  I  will 
not  deny  I  was  tempted  with  the  wish  to  denounce  him  ; 
but  two  thoughts  withheld  me  :  one,  that  if  he  were  thus 
to  end  his  life  upon  an  honourable  scaffold,  the  man  would 
be  canonised  for  good  in  the  minds  of  his  father  and  my 
patron's  wife  :  the  other,  that  if  I  was  anyway  mingled 
in  the  matter,  Mr.  Henry  himself  would  scarce  escape 
some  glancings  of  suspicion.  And  in  the  meanwhile 
our  enemy  went  in  and  out  more  than  I  could  have 
thought  possible,  the  fact  that  he  was  home  again  was 
buzzed  about  all  the  countryside  ;  and  yet  he  was  never 
stirred.  Of  all  these  so-many  and  so-different  persons 
who  were  acquainted  with  his  presence,  none  had  the 
least  greed  (as  I  used  to  say,  in  my  annoyance)  or  the 
least  loyalty  ;  and  the  man  rode  here  and  there — fully 
more  welcome,  considering  the  lees  of  old  unpopularity, 
than  Mr.  Henry — and  considering  the  freetraders,  far 
safer  than  myself. 

Not  but  what  he  had  a  trouble  of  his  own ;  and  this, 
as  it  brought  about  the  gravest  consequences,  I  must 
now  relate.  The  reader  will  scarce  have  forgotten  Jes- 
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sie  Broun  ;  her  way  of  life  was  much  among  the  smug- 
gling party  ;  Captain  Crail  himself  was  of  her  intimates  ; 
and  she  had  early  word  of  Mr.  Bally's  presence  at  the 
house.  In  my  opinion  she  had  long  ceased  to  care  two 
straws  for  the  Master's  person  ;  but  it  was  become  her 
habit  to  connect  herself  continually  with  the  Master's 
name  ;  that  was  the  ground  of  all  her  play-acting  ;  and  so, 
now  when  he  was  back,  she  thought  she  owed  it  to  her- 
self to  grow  a  haunter  of  the  neighbourhood  of  Durrisdeer. 
The  Master  could  scarce  go  abroad  but  she  was  there  in 
wait  for  him  ;  a  scandalous  figure  of  a  woman,  not  often 
sober  ;  hailing  him  wildly  as  "  her  bonny  laddie, "quoting 
pedlar's  poetry,  and  as  I  receive  the  story,  even  seeking 
to  weep  upon  his  neck.  I  own  I  rubbed  my  hands  over 
this  persecution  ;  but  the  Master,  who  laid  so  much  upon 
others,  was  himself  the  least  patient  of  men.  There  were 
strange  scenes  enacted  in  the  policies.  Some  say  he  took 
his  cane  to  her,  and  Jessie  fell  back  upon  her  former 
weapon,  stones.  It  is  certain  at  least  that  he  made  a 
motion  to  Captain  Crail  to  have  the  woman  trepanned, 
and  that  the  Captain  refused  the  proposition  with  un- 
common vehemence.  And  the  end  of  the  matter  was 
victory  for  Jessie.  Money  was  got  together  ;  an  inter- 
view took  place  in  which  my  proud  gentleman  must  con- 
sent to  be  kissed  and  wept  upon  ;  and  the  woman  was  set 
up  in  a  public  of  her  own,  somewhere  on  Solway  side 
(but  I  forget  where)  and  by  the  only  news  I  ever  had  of 
it,  extremely  ill -frequented. 
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This  is  to  look  forward.  After  Jessie  had  been  but  a 
little  while  upon  his  heels,  the  Master  comes  to  me  one 
day  in  the  steward's  office,  and  with  more  civility  than 
usual,  "  Mackellar,"  says  he,  "  there  is  a  damned  crazy 
wench  comes  about  here.  I  cannot  well  move  in  the 
matter  myself,  which  brings  me  to  you.  Be  so  good  as 
see  to  it :  the  men  must  have  a  strict  injunction  to  drive 
the  wench  away." 

"  Sir,"  said  I  trembling  a  little,  "  you  can  do  your  own 
dirty  errands  for  yourself." 

He  said  not  a  word  to  that,  and  left  the  room. 

Presently  came  Mr.  Henry.  "  Here  is  news  ! "  cried 
he.  "  It  seems  all  is  not  enough,  and  you  must  add 
to  my  wretchedness.  It  seems  you  have  insulted  Mr. 
Bally." 

" Under  your  kind  favour,  Mr.  Henry,"  said  I,  "it 
was  he  that  insulted  me,  and  as  I  think  grossly.  But  I 
may  have  been  careless  of  your  position  when  I  spoke  ; 
and  if  you  think  so  when  you  know  all,  my  dear  patron, 
you  have  but  to  say  the  word.  For  you  I  would  obey  in 
any  point  whatever,  even  to  sin,  God  pardon  me  ! " 
And  thereupon  I  told  him  what  had  passed. 

Mr.  Henry  smiled  to  himself;  a  grimmer  smile  I  never 
witnessed.  "You  did  exactly  well,"  said  he.  "He 
shall  drink  his  Jessie  Broun  to  the  dregs."  And  then, 
spying  the  Master  outside,  he  opened  the  window,  and 
crying  to  him  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Bally,  asked  him  to 
step  up  and  have  a  word. 
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"James,"  said  he,  when  our  persecutor  had  come  in 
and  closed  the  door  behind  him,  looking  at  me  with  a 
smile  as  if  he  thought  I  was  to  be  humbled,  "you 
brought  me  a  complaint  against  Mr.  Mackellar  into 
which  I  have  inquired.  I  need  not  tell  you  I  would  al- 
ways take  his  word  against  yours  ;  for  we  are  alone,  and 
I  am  going  to  use  something  of  your  own  freedom.  Mr. 
Mackellar  is  a  gentleman  I  value ;  and  you  must  con- 
trive, so  long  as  you  are  under  this  roof,  to  bring  your- 
self into  no  more  collisions  with  one  whom  I  will  sup- 
port at  any  possible  cost  to  me  or  mine.  As  for  the 
errand  upon  which  you  came  to  him,  you  must  deliver 
yourself  from  the  consequences  of  your  own  cruelty,  and 
none  of  my  servants  shall  be  at  all  employed  in  such  a 
case." 

"  My  father's  servants,  I  believe, "  says  the  Master. 

"Go  to  him  with  this  tale,"  said  Mr.  Henry. 

The  Master  grew  very  white.  He  pointed  at  me 
with  his  finger.  "  I  want  that  man  discharged,"  he 
said. 

"  He  shall  not  be,"  said  Mr.  Henry. 

"You  shall  pay  pretty  dear  for  this,"  says  the  Mas- 
ter. 

"I  have  paid  so  dear  already  for  a  wicked  brother," 
said  Mr.  Henry,  "that  I  am  bankrupt  even  of  fears. 
You  have  no  place  left  where  you  can  strike  me." 

"  I  will  show  you  about  that,"  says  the  Master,  and 
went  softly  away. 
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"What  will  he  do  next,  Mackellar  ? "  cries  Mr. 
Henry. 

"Let  me  go  away,"  said  I.  "My  dear  patron,  let 
me  go  away  ;  I  am  but  the  beginning  of  fresh  sor- 
rows. " 

"  Would  you  leave  me  quite  alone  ?  "  said  he. 

We  were  not  long  in  suspense  as  to  the  nature  of  the 
new  assault.  Up  to  that  hour,  the  Master  had  played  a 
very  close  game  with  Mrs.  Henry ;  avoiding  pointedly 
to  be  alone  with  her,  which  I  took  at  the  time  for  an 
effect  of  decency,  but  now  think  to  be  a  most  insidious 
art ;  meeting  her,  you  may  say,  at  mealtime  only ;  and 
behaving,  when  he  did  so,  like  an  affectionate  brother. 
Up  to  that  hour,  yon  may  say  he  had  scarce  directly  in- 
terfered between  Mr.  Henry  and  his  wife ;  except  in  so 
far  as  he  had  manoeuvred  the  one  quite  forth  from  the 
good  graces  of  the  other.  Now,  all  that  was  to  be 
changed ;  but  whether  really  in  revenge,  or  because  he 
was  wearying  of  Durrisdeer  and  looked  about  for  some 
diversion,  who  but  the  devil  shall  decide  ? 

From  that  hour  a't  least,  began  the  siege  of  Mrs. 
Henry  ;  a  thing  so  deftly  carried  on  that  I  scarce  know 
if  she  was  aware  of  it  herself,  and  that  her  husband 
must  look  on  in  silence.  The  first  parallel  was  opened 
(as  was  made  to  appear)  by  accident.  The  talk  fell,  as 
it  did  often,  on  the  exiles  in  France  ;  so  it  glided  to  the 
matter  of  their  songs. 
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"  There  is  one,"  says  the  Master,  "if  you  are  curious 
in  these  matters,  that  has  always  seemed  to  me  yery 
moving.  The  poetry  is  harsh ;  and  yet,  perhaps  be- 
cause of  my  situation,  it  has  always  found  the  way  to 
my  heart.  It  is  supposed  to  be  sung,  I  should  tell  you, 
by  an  exile's  sweetheart ;  and  represents,  perhaps,  not 
so  much  the  truth  of  what  she  is  thinking,  as  the  truth 
of  what  he  hopes  of  her,  poor  soul  !  in  these  far  lands." 
And  here  the  Master  sighed.  "  I  protest  it  is  a  pathetic 
sight  when  a  score  of  rough  Irish,  all  common  senti- 
nels, get  to  this  song ;  and  you  may  see  by  their  fall- 
ing tears,  how  it  strikes  home  to  them.  It  goes  thus, 
father,"  says  he,  very  adroitly  taking  my  lord  for  his 
listener,  "and  if  I  cannot  get  to  the  end  of  it,  you 
must  think  it  is  a  common  case  with  us  exiles. "  And 
thereupon  he  struck  up  the  same  air  as  I  had  heard  the 
Colonel  whistle ;  but  now  to  words,  rustic  indeed,  yet 
most  pathetically  setting  forth  a  poor  girl's  aspirations 
for  an  exiled  lover  :  of  which  one  verse  indeed  (or  some- 
thing like  it)  still  sticks  by  me  : 

0,  I  will  die  my  petticoat  red, 
With  my  dear  boy  I'll  beg  my  bread, 
Though  all  my  friends  should  wish  me  dead, 
For  Willie  among  the  rushes,  0 ! 

He  sang  it  well  even  as  a  song  ;  but  he  did  better  yet 
as  a  performer.  I  have  heard  famous  actors,  when  there 
was  not  a  dry  eye  in  the  Edinburgh  theatre ;  a  great 
wonder  to  behold  ;  but  no  more  wonderful  than  how  the 
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Master  played  upon  that  little  ballad  and  on  those  who 
heard  him  like  an  instrument,  and  seemed  now  upon  the 
point  of  failing,  and  now  to  conquer  his  distress,  so  that 
words  and  music  seemed  to  pour  out  of  his  own  heart  and 
his  own  past,  and  to  be  aimed  direct  at  Mrs.  Henry.  And 
his  art  went  further  yet ;  for  all  was  so  delicately  touched, 
it  seemed  impossible  to  suspect  him  of  the  least  design  ; 
and  so  far  from  making  a  parade  of  emotion,  you  would 
have  sworn  he  was  striving  to  be  calm.  "When  it  came 
to  an  end,  we  all  sat  silent  for  a  time  ;  he  had  chosen 
the  dusk  of  the  afternoon,  so  that  none  could  see  his 
neighbour's  face  ;  but  it  seemed  as  if  we  held  our  breath- 
ing, only  my  old  lord  cleared  his  throat.  The  first  to 
move  was  the  singer,  who  got  to  his  feet  suddenly  and 
softly,  and  went  and  walked  softly  to  and  fro  in  the  low 
end  of  the  hall,  Mr.  Henry's  customary  place.  We  were 
to  suppose  that  he  there  struggled  down  the  last  of  his 
emotion  ;  for  he  presently  returned  and  launched  into 
a  disquisition  on  the  nature  of  the  Irish  (always  so  much 
miscalled,  and  whom  he  defended)  in  his  natural  voice; 
so  that,  before  the  lights  were  brought,  we  were  in  the 
usual  course  of  talk.  But  even  then,  methought  Mrs. 
Henry's  face  was  a  shade  pale  ;  and  for  another  thing, 
she  withdrew  almost  at  once. 

The  next  sign  was  a  friendship  this  insidious  devil 
struck  up  with  innocent  Miss  Katharine ;  so  that  they 
were  always  together,  hand  in  hand,  or  she  climbing  on 
his  knee,  like  a  pair  of  children.  Like  all  his  diabolical 
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acts,  this  cut  in  several  ways.  It  was  the  last  stroke  to 
Mr.  Henry,  to  see  his  own  babe  debauched  against  him  ; 
it  made  him  harsh  with  the  poor  innocent,  which 
brought  him  still  a  peg  lower  in  his  wife's  esteem  ;  and 
(to  conclude)  it  was  a  bond  of  union  between  the  lady 
and  the  Master.  Under  this  influence,  their  old  reserve 
melted  by  daily  stages.  Presently  there  came  walks  in 
the  long  shrubbery,  talks  in  the  Belvedere,  and  I  know 
not  what  tender  familiarity.  I  am  sure  Mrs.  Henry  was 
like  many  a  good  woman  ;  she  had  a  whole  conscience, 
but  perhaps  by  the  means  of  a  little  winking.  For  even 
to  so  dull  an  observer  as  myself,  it  was  plain  her  kind- 
ness was  of  a  more  moving  nature  than  the  sisterly. 
The  tones  of  her  voice  appeared  more  numerous  ;  she 
had  a  light  and  softness  in  her  eye  ;  she  was  more  gentle 
with  all  of  us,  even  with  Mr.  Henry,  even  with  myself  ; 
methought  she  breathed  of  some  quiet  melancholy  hap- 
piness. 

To  look  on  at  this,  what  a  torment  it  was  for  Mr. 
Henry  !  And  yet  it  brought  our  ultimate  deliverance, 
as  I  am  soon  to  tell. 

The  purport  of  the  Master's  stay  was  no  more  noble 
(gild  it  as  they  might)  than  to  wring  money  out.  He 
had  some  design  of  a  fortune  in  the  French  Indies,  as 
the  Chevalier  wrote  me ;  and  it  was  the  sum  required 
for  this  that  he  came  seeking.  For  the  rest  of  the  fam- 
ily it  spelled  ruin ;  but  my  lord,  in  his  incredible  par- 
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tiality,  pushed  ever  for  the  granting.  The  family  was 
now  so  narrowed  down  (indeed  there  were  no  more  of 
them  than  just  the  father  and  the  two  sons),  that  it  was 
possible  to  break  the  entail,  and  alienate  a  piece  of  land. 
And  to  this,  at  first  by  hints,  and  then  by  open  pressure, 
Mr.  Henry  was  brought  to  consent.  He  never  would 
have  done  so,  I  am  very  well  assured,  but  for  the  weight 
of  the  distress  under  which  he  laboured.  But  for  his 
passionate  eagerness  to  see  his  brother  gone,  he  would 
not  thus  have  broken  with  his  own  sentiment  and  the 
traditions  of  his  house.  And  even  so,  he  sold  them  his 
consent  at  a  dear  rate,  speaking  for  once  openly  and 
holding  the  business  up  in  its  own  shameful  colours. 

"You  will  observe,"  he  said,  "this  is  an  injustice  to 
my  son,  if  ever  I  have  one." 

"  But  that  you  are  not  likely  to  have,"  said  my  lord. 

"  God  knows ! "  says  Mr.  Henry.  "  And  considering 
the  cruel  falseness  of  the  position  in  which  I  stand  to 
my  brother,  and  that  you,  my  lord,  are  my  father  and 
have  the  right  to  command  me,  I  set  my  hand  to  this 
paper.  But  one  thing  I  will  say  first :  I  have  been  un- 
generously pushed,  and  when  next,  my  lord,  you  are 
tempted  to  compare  your  sons,  I  call  on  you  to  remem- 
ber what  I  have  done  and  what  he  has  done.  Acts  are 
the  fair  test." 

My  lord  was  the  most  uneasy  man  I  ever  saw  ;  even  in 
his  old  face,  the  blood  came  up.  "  I  think  this  is  not  a 
very  wisely  chosen  moment,  Henry,  for  complaints," 
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eaid  he.  "  This  takes  away  from  the  merit  of  your  gen- 
erosity." 

"Do  not  deceive  yourself,  my  lord,"  said  Mr.  Henry. 
"  This  injustice  is  not  done  from  generosity  to  him,  but 
in  obedience  to  yourself." 

"Before  strangers  .  .  ."  begins  my  lord,  still 
more  unhappily  affected. 

"There  is  no  one  but  Mackellar  here,"  said  Mr. 
Henry  ;  "  he  is  my  friend.  And  my  lord,  as  you  make 
him  no  stranger  to  your  frequent  blame,  it  were  hard  if 
I  must  keep  him  one  to  a  thing  so  rare  as  my  defence." 

Almost  I  believe  my  lord  would  have  rescinded  his 
decision  ;  but  the  Master  was  on  the  watch. 

"Ah,  Henry,  Henry,"  says  he,  "you  are  the  best  of  us 
still.  Rugged  and  true  !  Ah,  man,  I  wish  I  was  as  good." 

And  at  that  instance  of  his  favourite's  generosity,  my 
lord  desisted  from  his  hesitation,  and  the  deed  was 
signed. 

As  soon  as  it  could  be  brought  about,  the  land  of 
Ochterhall  was  sold  for  much  below  its  value,  and  the 
money  paid  over  to  our  leech  and  sent  by  some  private 
carriage  into  France.  Or  so  he  said ;  though  I  have 
suspected  since  it  did  not  go  so  far.  And  now  here  was 
all  the  man's  business  brought  to  a  successful  head,  and 
his  pockets  once  more  bulging  with  our  gold  ;  and  yet 
the  point  for  which  we  had  consented  to  this  sacrifice 
was  still  denied  us,  and  the  visitor  still  lingered  on  at 
Durrisdeer.  Whether  in  malice,  or  because  the  time 
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was  not  yet  come  for  his  adventure  to  the  Indies,  or 
because  he  had  hopes  of  his  design  on  Mrs.  Henry,  or 
from  the  orders  of  the  government,  who  shall  say  ?  but 
linger  he  did  and  that  for  weeks. 

You  will  observe  I  say  :  from  the  orders  of  govern- 
ment ;  for  about  this  time,  th'e  man's  disreputable 
secret  trickled  out. 

The  first  hint  I  had  was  from  a  tenant,  who  com- 
mented on  the  Master's  stay  and  yet  more  on  his  secur- 
ity ;  for  this  tenant  was  a  Jacobitish  sympathiser,  and 
had  lost  a  son  at  Culloden,  which  gave  him  the  more 
critical  eye.  "  There  is  one  thing,"  said  he,  "  that  I 
cannot  but  think  strange  ;  and  that  is  how  he  got  to 
Cocker  mouth." 

"To  Cockermouth  ?"  said  I,  with  a  sudden  memory 
of  my  first  wonder  on  beholding  the  man  disembark  so 
point-de-vice  after  so  long  a  voyage. 

""Why,  yes,"  says  the  tenant,  "it  was  there  he  was 
picked  up  by  Captain  Crail.  You  thought  he  had 
come  from  France  by  sea  ?  And  so  we  all  did." 

I  turned  this  news  a  little  in  my  head,  and  then 
carried  it  to  Mr.  Henry.  "  Here  is  an  odd  circum- 
stance," said  I,  and  told  him. 

"  What  matters  how  he  came,  Mackellar,  so  long  as 
he  is  here,"  groans  Mr.  Henry. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  I,  "but  think  again  !  Does  not  this 
smack  a  little  of  some  government  connivance  ?  You 
know  how  much  we  have  wondered  already  at  the  man's 
security." 
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"Stop,"  said  Mr.  Henry.  "Let  me  think  of  this." 
And  as  he  thought,  there  came  that  grim  smile  upon 
his  face  that  was  a  little  like  the  Master's.  "  Give  me 
paper,"  said  he.  And  he  sat  without  another  word  and 
wrote  to  a  gentleman  of  his  acquaintance — I  will  name 
no  unnecessary  names,  but  he  was  one  in  a  high  place. 
This  letter  I  despatched  by  the  only  hand  I  could  de- 
pend upon  in  such  a  case,  Macconochie's ;  and  the  old 
man  rode  hard,  for  he  was  back  with  the  reply,  before 
even  my  eagerness  had  ventured  to  expect  him.  Again, 
as  he  read  it,  Mr.  Henry  had  the  same  grim  smile. 

"  This  is  the  best  you  have  done  for  me  yet,  Mac- 
kellar,"  says  he.  "  With  this  in  my  hand,  I  will  give 
him  a  shog.  Watch  for  us  at  dinner." 

At  dinner  accordingly,  Mr.  Henry  proposed  some 
very  public  appearance  for  the  Master  ;  and  my  lord,  as 
he  had  hoped,  objected  to  the  danger  of  the  course. 

"0,"  says  Mr.  Henry,  very  easily,  "you  need  no 
longer  keep  this  up  with  me.  I  am  as  much  in  the 
secret  as  yourself." 

"In  the  secret?"  says  my  lord.  "What  do  you 
mean,  Henry  ?  I  give  you  my  word  I  am  in  no  secret 
from  which  you  are  excluded." 

The  Master  had  changed  countenance,  and  I  saw  he 
was  struck  in  a  joint  of  his  harness. 

"  How  ? "  says  Mr.  Henry,  turning  to  him  with  a 
huge  appearance  of  surprise.  "  I  see  you  serve  your 
masters  very  faithfully  ;  but  I  had  thought  you  would 
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have  been  humane  enough  to  set  your  father's  mind  at 
rest." 

"  What  are  you  talking  of  ?  I  refuse  to  have  my 
business  publicly  discussed.  I  order  this  to  cease,"  cries 
the  Master  very  foolishly  and  passionately,  and  indeed 
more  like  a  child  than  a  man. 

"So  much  discretion  was  not  looked  for  at  your 
hands,  I  can  assure  you,"  continued  Mr.  Henry.  "  For 
see  what  my  correspondent  writes" — unfolding  the 
paper — "  '  It  is,  of  course,  in  the  interests  both  of  the 
government  and  the  gentleman  whom  we  may  per- 
haps best  continue  to  call  Mr.  Bally,  to  keep  this  under- 
standing secret ;  but  it  was  never  meant  his  own  family 
should  continue  to  endure  the  suspense  you  paint  so 
feelingly ;  and  I  am  pleased  mine  should  be  the  hand  to 
set  these  fears  at  rest.  Mr.  Bally  is  as  safe  in  Great 
Britain  as  yourself. '  " 

"  Is  this  possible  ? "  cries  my  lord,  looking  at  his 
son,  with  a  great  deal  of  wonder  and  still  more  of  suspi- 
cion in  his  face. 

"My  dear  father,"  says  the  Master,  already  much  re- 
covered, "  I  am  overjoyed  that  this  may  be  disclosed. 
My  own  instructions  direct  from  London  bore  a  very 
contrary  sense,  and  I  was  charged  to  keep  the  indul- 
gence secret  from  everyone,  yourself  not  excepted,  and 
indeed  yourself  expressly  named — as  I  can  show  in  black 
and  white,  unless  I  have  destroyed  the  letter.  They 
must  have  changed  their  mind  very  swiftly,  for  the 
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whole  matter  is  still  quite  fresh ;  or  rather  Henry's  cor- 
respondent must  have  misconceived  that  part,  as  he 
seems  to  have  misconceived  the  rest.  To  tell  you  the 
truth,  sir,"  he  continued,  getting  visibly  more  easy,  "I 
had  supposed  this  unexplained  favour  to  a  rebel  was  the 
effect  of  some  application  from  yourself  ;  and  the  in- 
junction to  secrecy  among  my  family  the  result  of  a 
desire  on  your  part  to  conceal  your  kindness.  Hence  I 
was  the  more  careful  to  obey  orders.  It  remains  now  to 
guess  by  what  other  channel  indulgence  can  have  flowed 
on  so  notorious  an  offender  as  myself;  for  I  do  not 
think  your  son  need  defend  himself  from  what  seems 
hinted  at  in  Henry's  letter.  I  have  never  yet  heard  of  a 
Durrisdeer  who  was  a  turncoat  or  a  spy,"  says  he, 
proudly. 

And  so  it  seemed  he  had  swum  out  of  this  danger  un- 
harmed ;  but  this  was  to  reckon  without  a  blunder  he 
had  made,  and  without  the  pertinacity  of  Mr.  Henry, 
who  was  now  to  show  he  had  something  of  his  brother's 
spirit. 

"  You  say  the  matter  is  still  fresh,"  says  Mr.  Henry. 

"  It  is  recent,"  says  the  Master,  with  a  fair  show  of 
stoutness  and  yet  not  without  a  quaver. 

"Is  it  so  recent  as  that  ?  "  asks  Mr.  Henry,  like  a  man 
a  little  puzzled,  and  spreading  his  letter  forth  again. 

In  all  the  letter  there  was  no  word  as  to  the  date  ;  but 
how  was  the  Master  to  know  that  ? 

"  It  seemed  to  come  late  enough  for  me,"  says  he, 
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with  a  laugh.  And  at  the  sound  of  that  laugh,  which 
rang  false  like  a  cracked  bell,  my  lord  looked  at  him 
again  across  the  table,  and  I  saw  his  old  lips  draw  to- 
gether close. 

"No,"  said  Mr.  Henry,  still  glancing  on  his  letter, 
"but  I  remember  your  expression.  You  said  it  was  very 
fresh." 

And  here  we  had  a  proof  of  our  victory,  and  the 
strongest  instance  yet  of  my  lord's  incredible  indul- 
gence ;  for  what  must  he  do  but  interfere  to  save  his 
favourite  from  exposure  ! 

"I  think,  Henry,"  says  he,  with  a  kind  of  pitiful 
eagerness,  "  I  think  we  need  dispute  no  more.  We  are 
all  rejoiced  at  last  to  find  your  brother  safe  ;  we  are  all 
at  one  on  that ;  and  as  grateful  subjects,  we  can  do  no 
less  than  drink  to  the  king's  health  and  bounty." 

Thus  was  the  Master  extricated  ;  but  at  least  he  had 
been  put  to  his  defence,  he  had  come  lamely  out,  and 
the  attraction  of  his  personal  danger  was  now  publicly 
plucked  away  from  him.  My  lord,  in  his  heart  of  hearts, 
now  knew  his  favourite  to  be  a  government  spy;  and 
Mrs.  Henry  (however  she  explained  the  tale)  was  notably 
cold  in  her  behaviour  to  the  discredited  hero  of  romance. 
Thus  in  the  best  fabric  of  duplicity,  there  is  some  weak 
point,  if  you  can  strike  it,  which  will  loosen  all ;  and  if,  by 
this  fortunate  stroke,  we  had  not  shaken  the  idol,  who  can 
say  how  it  might  have  gone  with  us  at  the  catastrophe  ? 

And  yet  at  the  time  we  seemed  to  have  accomplished 
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nothing.  Before  a  day  or  two  he  had  wiped  off  the  ill- 
results  of  his  discomfiture,  and  to  all  appearance,  stood 
as  high  as  ever.  As  for  my  Lord  Durrisdeer,  he  was 
sunk  in  parental  partiality ;  it  was  not  so  much  love, 
which  should  be  an  active  quality,  as  an  apathy  and 
torpor  of  his  other  powers  ;  and  forgiveness  (so  to  mis- 
apply a  noble  word)  flowed  from  him  in  sheer  weakness, 
like  the  tears  of  senility.  Mrs.  Henry's  was  a  different 
case  ;  and  heaven  alone  knows  what  he  found  to  say  to 
her  or  how  he  persuaded  her  from  her  contempt.  It  is 
one  of  the  worst  things  of  sentiment,  that  the  voice 
grows  to  be  more  important  than  the  words,  and  the 
speaker  than  that  which  is  spoken.  But  some  excuse 
the  Master  must  have  found,  or  perhaps  he  had  even 
struck  upon  some  art  to  wrest  this  exposure  to  his  own 
advantage  ;  for  after  a  time  of  coldness,  it  seemed  as  if 
things  went  worse  than  ever  between  him  and  Mrs. 
Henry.  They  were  then  constantly  together.  I  would 
not  be  thought  to  cast  one  shadow  of  blame,  beyond 
what  is  due  to  a  half-wilful  blindness,  on  that  unfortu- 
nate lady ;  but  I  do  think,  in  these  last  days,  she  was 
playing  very  near  the  fire  ;  and  whether  I  be  wrong  or 
not  in  that,  one  thing  is  sure  and  quite  sufficient :  Mr. 
Henry  thought  so.  The  poor  gentleman  sat  for  days  in 
my  room,  so  great  a  picture  of  distress  that  I  could 
never  venture  to  address  him  ;  yet  it  is  to  be  thought  he 
found  some  comfort  even  in  my  presence  and  the  know- 
ledge of  my  sympathy.  There  were  times,  too,  when  we 
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talked,  and  a  strange  manner  of  talk  it  was ;  there  was 
never  a  person  named,  nor  an  individual  circumstance 
referred  to ;  yet  we  had  the  same  matter  in  our  minds, 
and  we  were  each  aware  of  it.  It  is  a  strange  art  that 
can  thus  be  practised :  to  talk  for  hours  of  a  thing,  and 
never  name  nor  yet  so  much  as  hint  at  it.  And  I  re- 
member I  wondered  if  it  was  by  some  such  natural  skill 
that  the  Master  made  love  to  Mrs.  Henry  all  day  long 
(as  he  manifestly  did),  yet  never  startled  her  into 
reserve. 

To  show  how  far  affairs  had  gone  with  Mr.  Henry,  I 
will  give  some  words  of  his,  uttered  (as  I  have  cause  not 
to  forget)  upon  the  26th  of  February,  1757.  It  was 
unseasonable  weather,  a  cast  back  into  Winter  :  wind- 
less, bitter  cold,  the  world  all  white  with  rime,  the  sky 
low  and  gray ;  the  sea  black  and  silent  like  a  quarry 
hole.  Mr.  Henry  sat  close  by  the  fire  and  debated  (as 
was  now  common  with  him)  whether  "  a  man  "  should 
"do  things,"  whether  "interference  was  wise,"  and 
the  like  general  propositions,  which  each  of  us  par- 
ticularly applied.  I  was  by  the  window  looking  out, 
when  there  passed  below  me  the  Master,  Mrs.  Henry 
and  Miss  Katharine,  that  now  constant  trio.  The 
child  was  running  to  and  fro  delighted  with  the  frost ; 
the  Master  spoke  close  in  the  lady's  ear  with  what 
seemed  (even  from  so  far)  a  devilish  grace  of  insinua- 
tion ;  and  she  on  her  part  looked  on  the  ground  like  a 
person  lost  in  listening.  I  broke  out  of  my  reserve. 
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"  If  I  were  you,  Mr.  Henry,"  said  I,  "  I  would  deal 
openly  with  my  lord." 

"Mackellar,  Mackellar,"  said  he,  "you  do  not  see  the 
weakness  of  my  ground.  I  can  carry  no  such  base 
thoughts  to  any  one  :  to  my  father  least  of  all ;  that 
would  be  to  fall  into  the  bottom  of  his  scorn.  The 
weakness  of  my  ground,"  he  continued,  "lies  in  myself, 
that  I  am  not  one  who  engages  love.  I  have  their  grat- 
itude, they  all  tell  me  that :  I  have  a  rich  estate  of  it ! 
But  I  am  not  present  in  their  minds ;  they  are  moved 
neither  to  think  with  me  nor  to  think  for  me.  There  is 
ray  loss  ! "  He  got  to  his  feet,  and  trod  down  the  fire. 
"  But  some  method  must  be  found,  Mackellar,"  said  he, 
looking  at  me  suddenly  over  his  shoulder;  "some  way 
must  be  found.  I  am  a  man  of  a  great  deal  of  patience 
— far  too  much — far  too  much.  I  begin  to  despise  my- 
self. And  yet  sure  never  was  a  man  involved  in  such  a 
toil ! "  He  fell  back  to  his  brooding. 

"  Cheer  up,"  said  I.     "  It  will  burst  of  itself." 

"  I  am  far  past  anger  now,"  says  he,  which  had  so 
little  coherency  with  my  own  observation,  that  I  let 
both  fall. 


ACCOUNT   OF   ALL    THAT    PASSED   ON    THE 
NIGHT   OF  FEBKUAKY  27TH,   1757. 

ON  the  evening  of  the  interview  referred  to,  the  Mas- 
ter went  abroad ;  he  was  abroad  a  great  deal  of  the  next 
day  also,  that  fatal  27th ;  but  where  he  went  or  what 
he  did,  we  never  concerned  ourselves  to  ask  until  next 
day.  If  we  had  done  so,  and  by  any  chance  found  out, 
it  might  have  changed  all.  But  as  all  we  did  was  done 
in  ignorance,  and  should  be  so  judged,  I  shall  so  narrate 
these  passages  as  they  appeared  to  us  in  the  moment  of 
their  birth,  and  reserve  all  that  I  since  discovered  for 
the  time  of  its  discovery.  For  I  have  now  come  to  one 
of  the  dark  parts  of  my  narrative,  and  must  engage  the 
reader's  indulgence  for  my  patron. 

All  the  27th,  that  rigorous  weather  endured  :  a  stifling 
cold ;  the  folk  passing  about  like  smoking  chimneys ; 
the  wide  hearth  in  the  hall  piled  high  with  fuel ;  some 
of  the  spring  birds  that  had  already  blundered  north 
into  our  neighbourhood,  besieging  the  windows  of  the 
house  or  trotting  on  the  frozen  turf  like  things  dis- 
tracted. About  noon  there  came  a  blink  of  sunshine  ; 
showing  a  very  pretty,  wintry,  frosty  landscape  of  white 
hills  and  woods,  with  Grail's  lugger  waiting  for  a  wind 
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under  the  Craig  Head,  and  the  smoke  mounting  straight 
into  the  air  from  every  farm  and  cottage.  With  the 
coming  of  night,  the  haze  closed  in  overhead ;  it  fell 
dark  and  still  and  starless  and  exceeding  cold  :  a  night 
the  most  unseasonable,  fit  for  strange  events. 

Mrs.  Henry  withdrew,  as  was  now  her  custom,  very 
early.  We  had  set  ourselves  of  late  to  pass  the  evening 
with  a  game  of  cards  ;  another  mark  that  our  visitor 
was  wearying  mightily  of  the  life  at  Durrisdeer ;  and 
we  had  not  been  long  at  this,  when  my  old  lord  slipped 
from  his  place  beside  the  fire,  and  was  off  without  a 
word  to  seek  the  warmth  of  bed.  The  three  thus  left 
together  had  neither  love  nor  courtesy  to  share  ;  not  one 
of  us  would  have  sat  up  one  instant  to  oblige  another  ; 
yet  from  the  influence  of  custom  and  as  the  cards  had 
just  been  dealt,  we  continued  the  form  of  playing  out 
the  round.  I  should  say  we  were  late  sitters ;  and 
though  my  lord  had  departed  earlier  than  was  his  cus- 
tom, twelve  was  already  gone  some  time  upon  the  clock, 
and  the  servants  long  ago  in  bed.  Another  thing  I 
should  say,  that  although  I  never  saw  the  Master  any- 
way affected  with  liquor,  he  had  been  drinking  freely 
and  was  perhaps  (although  he  showed  it  not)  a  trifle 
heated. 

Anyway,  he  now  practised  one  of  his  transitions  ;  and 
BO  soon  as  the  door  closed  behind  my  lord,  and  without 
the  smallest  change  of  voice,  shifted  from  ordinary  civil 
talk  into  a  stream  of  insult. 
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"  My  dear  Henry,  it  is  yours  to  play,"  he  had  been 
saying,  and  now  continued  :  "  It  is  a  very  strange  thing 
how,  even  in  so  small  a  matter  as  a  game  of  cards,  you 
display  your  rusticity.  You  play,  Jacob,  like  a  bonnet 
laird,  or  a  sailor  in  a  tavern.  The  same  dulness,  the 
same  petty  greed,  cette  lenteur  d'hebete  qui  me  fait  rager; 
it  is  strange  I  should  have  such  a  brother.  Even 
Squaretoes  has  a  certain  vivacity  when  his  stake  is  im- 
perilled ;  but  the  dreariness  of  a  game  with  you,  I  posi- 
tively lack  language  to  depict." 

Mr.  Henry  continued  to  look  at  his  cards,  as  though 
very  maturely  considering  some  play  ;  but  his  mind  was 
elsewhere. 

"  Dear  God,  will  this  never  be  done  ?  "  cries  the  Mas- 
ter. "Quel  lourdeau!  But  why  do  I  trouble  you  with 
French  expressions,  which  are  lost  on  such  an  ignora- 
mus ?  A  lourdeau,  my  dear  brother,  is  as  we  might  say 
a  bumpkin,  a  clown,  a  clodpole  :  a  fellow  without  grace, 
lightness,  quickness  ;  any  gift  of  pleasing,  any  natural 
brilliancy  :  such  a  one  as  you  shall  see,  when  you  desire, 
by  looking  in  the  mirror.  I  tell  you  these  things  for 
your  good  I  assure  you  ;  and  besides,  Squaretoes,"  (look- 
ing at  me  and  stifling  a  yawn)  "it  is  one  of  my  diver- 
sions in  this  very  dreary  spot,  to  toast  you  and  your  mas- 
ter at  the  fire  like  chestnuts.  I  have  great  pleasure  in 
your  case  for  I  observe  the  nickname  (rustic  as  it  is)  has 
always  the  power  to  make  you  writhe.  But  sometimes  I 
have  more  trouble  with  this  dear  fellow  here,  who  seems 


THE  NIGHT  OF  FEBRUARY  27TH.  135 

to  have  gone  to  sleep  upon  his  cards.  Do  you  not  see 
the  applicability  of  the  epithet  I  have  just  explained, 
dear  Henry  ?  Let  me  show  you.  For  instance,  with  all 
those  solid  qualities  which  I  delight  to  recognize  in  you, 
I  never  knew  a  woman  who  did  not  prefer  me — nor,  I 
think,"  he  continued,  with  the  most  silken  deliberation, 
"  I  think — who  did  not  continue  to  prefer  me." 

Mr.  Henry  laid  down  his  cards.  He  rose  to  his  feet 
very  softly,  and  seemed  all  the  while  like  a  person  in 
deep  thought.  "  You  coward ! "  he  said  gently,  as  if  to 
himself.  And  then,  with  neither  hurry  nor  any  par- 
ticular violence,  he  struck  the  Master  in  the  mouth. 

The  Master  sprang  to  his  feet  like  one  transfigured  ; 
I  had  never  seen  the  man  so  beautiful.  "  A  blow  ! "  he 
cried.  "I  would  not  take  a  blow  from  God  Almighty." 

"  Lower  your  voice,"  said  Mr.  Henry.  "  Do  you  wish 
my  father  to  interfere  for  you  again  ?  " 

"  Gentlemen,  gentlemen,"  I  cried,  and  sought  to  come 
between  them. 

The  Master  caught  me  by  the  shoulder,  held  me  at 
arm's  length,  and  still  addressing  his  brother  :  "  Do 
you  know  what  this  means  ?"  said  he. 

"  It  was  the  most  deliberate  act  of  my  life,"  says  Mr. 
Henry. 

"I  must  have  blood,  I  must  have  blood  for  this,"  says 
the  Master. 

"  Please  God  it  shall  be  yours,"  said  Mr.  Henry  ;  and 
he  went  to  the  wall  and  took  down  a  pair  of  swords  that 
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hung  there  with  others,  naked.  These  he  presented  to 
the  Master  by  the  points.  ' '  Mackellar  shall  see  us  play 
fair/'  said  Mr.  Henry.  "  I  think  it  very  needful." 

"  You  need  insult  me  no  more,"  said  the  Master,  tak- 
ing one  of  the  swords  at  random.  "  I  have  hated  you 
all  my  life." 

"My  father  is  but  newly  gone  to  bed,"  said  Mr. 
Henry.  "  We  must  go  somewhere  forth  of  the  house." 

"  There  is  an  excellent  place  in  the  long  shrubbery," 
said  the  Master.  - 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  I,  "  shame  upon  you  both  !  Sons 
of  the  same  mother,  would  you  turn  against  the  life  she 
gave  you  ?  " 

"  Even  so,  Mackellar,"  said  Mr.  Henry,  with  the  same 
perfect  quietude  of  manner  he  had  shown  throughout. 

"  It  is  what  I  will  prevent,"  said  I. 

And  now  here  is  a  blot  upon  my  life.  At  these 
words  of  mine,  the  Master  turned  his  blade  against  my 
bosom  ;  I  saw  the  light  run  along  the  steel  ;  and  I 
threw  up  my  arms  and  fell  to  my  knees  before  him  on 
the  floor.  "  No,  no,"  I  cried,  like  a  baby. 

"  We  shall  have  no  more  trouble  with  him,"  said  the 
Master.  "  It  is  a  good  thing  to  have  a  coward  in  the 
house. " 

"We  must  have  light,"  said  Mr.  Henry,  as  though 
there  had  been  no  interruption. 

"  This  trembler  can  bring  a  pair  of  candles,"  said  the 
Master. 
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To  my  shame  be  it  said,  I  was  still  so  blinded  with 
the  flashing  of  that  bare  sword,  that  I  volunteered  to 
bring  a  lantern. 

"  We  do  not  need  a  1-1 -lantern,"  says  the  Master, 
mocking  me.  "  There  is  no  breath  of  air.  Come,  get 
to  your  feet,  take  a  pair  of  lights,  and  go  before.  I  am 
close  behind  with  this — "  making  the  blade  glitter  as  he 
spoke. 

I  took  up  the  candlesticks  and  went  before  them, 
steps  that  I  would  give  my  hand  to  recall ;  but  a  coward 
is  a  slave  at  the  best ;  and  even  as  I  went,  my  teeth 
smote  each  other  in  my  mouth.  It  was  as  he  had  said, 
there  was  no  breath  stirring  :  a  windless  stricture  of 
frost  had  bound  the  air  ;  and  as  we  went  forth  in  the 
shine  of  the  candles,  the  blackness  was  like  a  roof  over 
our  heads.  Never  a  word  was  said,  there  was  never  a 
sound  but  the  creaking  of  our  steps  along  the  frozen 
path.  The  cold  of  the  night  fell  about  me  like  a  bucket 
of  water ;  I  shook  as  I  went  with  more  than  terror  ;  but 
my  companions  bare-headed  like  myself  and  fresh  from 
the  warm  hall,  appeared  not  even  conscious  of  the 
change. 

"Here  is  the  place,"  said  the  Master.  "Set  down 
the  candles." 

I  did  as  he  bid  me,  and  presently  the  flames  went 
up  as  steady  as  in  a  chamber  in  the  midst  of  the 
frosted  trees,  and  I  beheld  these  two  brothers  take  their 
places. 
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"The  light  is  something  in  my  eyes,"  said  the 
Master. 

"  I  will  give  you  every  advantage,"  replied  Mr.  Henry, 
shifting  his  ground,  "  for  I  think  you  are  about  to  die." 
He  spoke  rather  sadly  than  otherwise,  yet  there  was  a 
ring  in  his  voice. 

"  Henry  Durie,"  said  the  Master,  "  two  words  before 
I  begin.  You  are  a  fencer,  you  can  hold  a  foil ;  you 
little  know  what  a  change  it  makes  to  hold  a  sword  ! 
And  by  that  I  know  you  are  to  fall.  But  see  how 
strong  is  my  situation  !  If  you  fall,  I  shift  out  of  this 
country  to  where  my  money  is  before  me.  If  I  fall, 
where  are  you  ?  My  father,  your  wife  who  is  in  love 
with  me — as  you  very  well  know — your  child  even  who 
prefers  me  to  yourself  : — how  will  these  avenge  me  ! 
Had  you  thought  of  that,  dear  Henry  ?  "  He  looked  at 
his  brother  with  a  smile ;  then  made  a  fencing-room 
salute. 

Never  a  word  said  Mr.  Henry,  but  saluted  too,  and 
the  swords  rang  together. 

I  am  no  judge  of  the  play,  my  head  besides  was  gone 
with  cold  and  fear  and  horror ;  but  it  seems  that  Mr. 
Henry  took  and  kept  the  upper  hand  from  the  engage- 
ment, crowding  in  upon  his  foe  with  a  contained  and 
glowing  fury.  Nearer  and  nearer  he  crept  upon  the  man 
till,  of  a  sudden,  the  Master  leaped  back  with  a  little 
sobbing  oath  ;  and  I  believe  the  movement  brought  the 
light  once  more  against  his  eyes.  To  it  they  went  againf 
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on  the  fresh  ground  ;  but  now  methought  closer,  Mr. 
Henry  pressing  more  outrageously,  the  Master  beyond 
doubt  with  shaken  confidence.  For  it  is  beyond  doubt 
he  now  recognized  himself  for  lost,  and  had  some  taste 
of  the  cold  agony  of  fear ;  or  he  had  never  attempted 
the  foul  stroke.  I  cannot  say  I  followed  it,  my  un- 
trained eye  was  never  quick  enough  to  seize  details,  but 
it  appears  he  caught  his  brother's  blade  with  his  left 
hand,  a  practice  not  permitted.  Certainly  Mr.  Henry 
only  saved  himself  by  leaping  on  one  side  ;  as  certainly 
the  Master,  lunging  in  the  air,  stumbled  on  his  knee,  and 
before  he  could  move,  the  sword  was  through  his  body. 

I  cried  out  with  a  stifled  scream,  and  ran  in  ;  but  the 
body  was  already  fallen  to  the  ground,  where  it  writhed  a 
moment  like  a  trodden  worm,  and  then  lay  motionless. 

"Look  at  his  left  hand,"  said  Mr.  Henry. 

"It  is  all  bloody,"  said  I. 

"  On  the  inside  ?  "  said  he. 

"It  is  cut  on  the  inside,"  said  I. 

"I  thought  so,"  said  he,  and  turned  his  back. 

I  opened  the  man's  clothes  ;  the  heart  was  quite  still, 
it  gave  not  a  flutter. 

"  God  forgive  us,  Mr.  Henry  ! "  said  I.    "  He  is  dead." 

"Dead?"  he  repeated,  a  little  stupidly;  and^then 
with  a  rising  tone,  "  Dead  ?  dead  ?  "  says  he,  and  sud- 
denly cast  his  bloody  sword  upon  the  ground. 

"What  must  we  do?"  said  I.  "Be  yourself,  sir 
It  is  too  late  now  :  you  must  be  yourself." 
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He  turned  and  stared  at  me.  "  0,  Mackellar  !  "  says 
he,  and  put  his  face  in  his  hands. 

I  plucked  him  by  the  coat.  "  For  God's  sake,  for  all 
our  sakes,  be  more  courageous  !  "  said  I.  "  What  must 
we  do  ?  " 

He  showed  me  his  face  with  the  same  stupid  stare. 
"  Do  ? "  says  he.  And  with  that  his  eye  fell  on  the 
body,  and  "  0  ! "  he  cries  out,  with  his  hand  to  his 
brow,  as  if  he  had  never  remembered ;  and  turning 
from  me,  made  off  towards  the  house  of  Durrisdeer  at  a 
strange  stumbling  run. 

I  stood  a  moment  mused  ;  then  it  seemed  to  me  my 
duty  lay  most  plain  on  the  side  of  the  living ;  and  I 
ran  after  him,  leaving  the  candles  on  the  frosty  ground 
and  the  body  lying  in  their  light  under  the  trees. 
But  run  as  I  pleased,  he  had  the  start  of  me,  and 
was  got  into  the  house,  and  up  to  the  hall,  where  I 
found  him  standing  before  the  fire  with  his  face  once 
more  in  his  hands,  and  as  he  so  stood,  he  visibly  shud- 
dered. 

"Mr.  Henry,  Mr.  Henry,"  I  said,  "this  will  be  the 
ruin  of  us  all." 

"  What  is  this  that  I  have  done  ?  "  cries  he,  and  then, 
looking  upon  me  with  a  countenance  that  I  shall  never 
forget,  "  Who  is  to  tell  the  old  man  ?  "  he  said. 

The  word  knocked  at  my  heart ;  but  it  was  no  time 
for  weakness.  I  went  and  poured  him  out  a  glass  of 
brandy.  "Drink  that,"  said  I,  "drink  it  down."  I 
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forced  him  to  swallow  it  like  a  child ;  and,  being  still 
perished  with  the  cold  of  the  night,  I  followed  his 
example. 

"It  has  to  be  told,  Mackellar,"  said  he.  "It  must 
be  told."  And  he  fell  suddenly  in  a  seat — my  old  lord's 
seat  by  the  chimney  side — and  was  shaken  with  dry 
sobs. 

Dismay  came  upon  my  soul ;  it  was  plain  there  was 
no  help  in  Mr.  Henry.  "Well,"  said  I,  "sit  there,  and 
leave  all  to  me. "  And  taking  a  candle  in  my  hand,  I 
set  forth  out  of  the  room  in  the  dark  house.  There 
was  no  movement ;  I  must  suppose  that  all  had  gone 
unobserved  ;  and  I  was  now  to  consider  how  to  smuggle 
through  the  rest  with  the  like  secrecy.  It  was  no  hour 
for  scruples  ;  and  I  opened  my  lady's  door  without  so 
much  as  a  knock,  and  passed  boldly  in. 

"There  is  some  calamity  happened,"  she  cried,  sit- 
ting up  in  bed. 

"Madam,"  said  I,  "I  will  go  forth  again  into  the 
passage  ;  and  do  you  get  as  quickly  as  you  can  in^o  your 
clothes.  There  is  much  to  be  done." 

She  troubled  me  with  no  questions,  nor  did  she  keep 
me  waiting.  Ere  I  had  time  to  prepare  a  word  of  that 
which  I  must  say  to  her,  she  was  on  the  threshold  sign- 
ing me  to  enter. 

"Madam,"  said  I,  "if  you  cannot  be  very  brave,  I 
must  go  elsewhere ;  for  if  no  one  helps  me  to-night, 
there  is  an  end  of  the  house  of  Durrisdeer." 
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" I  am  very  courageous,"  said  she;  and  she  looked  at 
me  with  a  sort  of  smile,  very  painful  to  see,  but  very 
brave  too. 

"  It  has  come  to  a  duel,"  said  I. 

"  A  duel  ?  "  she  repeated.  "  A  duel !   Henry  and " 

"And  the  Master,"  said  I.  "Things  have  been 
borne  so  long,  things  of  which  you  know  nothing, 
which  you  would  not  believe  if  I  should  tell.  But  to- 
night it  went  too  far,  and  when  he  insulted  you " 

"  Stop,"  said  she.     "  He  ?    Who  ?  " 

"  0  madam  ! "  cried  I,  my  bitterness  breaking  forth, 
"  do  you  ask  me  such  a  question  ?  Indeed,  then,  I  may 
go  elsewhere  for  help  ;  there  is  none  here  ! " 

"I  do  not  know  in  what  I  have  offended  you,"  said 
she.  "  Forgive  me  ;  put  me  out  of  this  suspense." 

But  I  dared  not  tell  her  yet ;  I  felt  not  sure  of  her  ; 
and  at  the  doubt  and  under  the  sense  of  impotence  it 
brought  with  it,  I  turned  on  the  poor  woman  with  some- 
thing near  to  anger. 

" Madam,"  said  I,  "we  are  speaking  of  two  men: 
one  of  them  insulted  you,  and  you  ask  me  which.  I 
will  help  you  to  the  answer.  With  one  of  these  men 
you  have  spent  all  your  hours  :  has  the  other  reproached 
you  ?  To  one,  you  have  been  always  kind  ;  to  the 
other,  as  God  sees  me  and  judges  between  us  two, 
I  think  not  always  :  has  his  love  ever  failed  you  ? 
To-night  one  of  these  two  men  told  the  other,  in  my 
hearing, — the  hearing  of  a  hired  stranger, — that  you 
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were  in  love  with  him.  Before  I  say  one  word,  you 
shall  answer  your  own  question  :  Which  was  it  ?  Nay, 
madam,  you  shall  answer  me  another  :  If  it  has  come 
to  this  dreadful  end,  whose  fault  is  it  ?  " 

She  stared  at  me  like  one  dazzled.  "  Good  G-od  ! " 
she  said  once,  in  a  kind  of  bursting  exclamation  ;  and 
then  a  second  time,  in  a  whisper  to  herself,  "  Great 
God  ! — In  the  name  of  mercy,  Mackellar,  what  is 
wrong  ?  "  she  cried.  "  I  am  made  up  ;  I  can  hear  all." 

"You  are  not  fit  to  hear,"  said  I.  "Whatever  it 
was,  you  shall  say  first  it  was  your  fault." 

"  Oh  ! "  she  cried,  with  a  gesture  of  wringing  her 
hands,  "this  man  will  drive  me  mad  !  Can  you  not 
put  me  out  of  your  thoughts  ?  " 

"  I  think  not  once  of  you,"  I  cried.  "  I  think  of 
none  but  my  dear  unhappy  master." 

"  Ah  ! "  she  cried,  with  her  hand  to  her  heart,  "  is 
Henry  dead  ?  " 

"  Lower  your  voice,"  said  I.     "  The  other." 

I  saw  her  sway  like  something  stricken  by  the  wind  ; 
and  I  know  not  whether  in  cowardice  or  misery,  turned 
aside  and  looked  upon  the  floor.  "  These  are  dreadful 
tidings,"  said  I  at  length,  when  her  silence  began  to  put 
me  in  some  fear;  "and  you  and  I  behove  to  be  the 
more  bold  if  the  house  is  to  be  saved."  Still  she 
answered  nothing.  "  There  is  Miss  Katharine  besides," 
I  added  :  "unless  we  bring  this  matter  through,  her 
inheritance  is  like  to  be  of  shame." 
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I  do  not  know  if  it  was  the  thought  of  her  child  or 
the  naked  word  shame,  that  gave  her  deliverance ;  at 
least  I  had  no  sooner  spoken  than  a  sound  passed  her 
lips,  the  like  of  it  I  never  heard  ;  it  was  as  though  she 
had  lain  buried  under  a  hill  and  sought  to  move  that 
burthen.  And  the  next  moment  she  had  found  a  sort 
of  voice. 

"  It  was  a  fight/'  she  whispered.  "  It  was  not ?  " 

and  she  paused  upon  the  word. 

"  It  was  a  fair  fight  on  my  dear  master's  part,"  said  I. 
"As  for  the  other,  he  was  slain  in  the  very  act  of  a  foul 
stroke." 

"  Not  now  ! "  she  cried. 

"  Madam,"  said  I,  "  hatred  of  that  man  glows  in  my 
bosom  like  a  burning  fire ;  ay,  even  now  he  is  dead. 
God  knows,  I  would  have  stopped  the  fighting,  had  I 
dared.  It  is  my  shame  I  did  not.  But  when  I  saw  him 
fall,  if  I  could  have  spared  one  thought  from  pitying  of 
my  master,  it  had  been  to  exult  in  that  deliverance." 

I  do  not  know  if  she  marked  ;  but  her  next  words 
were  :  "  My  lord  ?  " 

"  That  shall  be  my  part,"  said  I. 

"  You  will  not  speak  to  him  as  you  have  to  me  ?  "  she 
asked. 

"Madam,"  said  I,  "have  you  not  someone  else  to 
think  of  ?  Leave  my  lord  to  me." 

"  Someone  else  ?  "  she  repeated. 

"  Your  husband,"  said  I.     She  looked  at  me  with  a 
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countenance  illegible.  "Are  you  going  to  turn  your 
back  on  him  ?  "  I  asked. 

Still  she  looked  at  me ;  then  her  hand  went  to  her 
heart  again.  "  No/'  said  she. 

"God  bless  you  for  that  word  !"  I  said.  "Go  to 
him  now  where  he  sits  in  the  hall ;  speak  to  him — it 
matters  not  what  you  say ;  give  him  your  hand ;  say, 
'  I  know  all  ; ' — if  God  gives  you  grace  enough,  say, 
'Forgive  me.'" 

"  God  strengthen  you,  and  make  you  merciful,"  said 
she.  "  I  will  go  to  my  husband." 

(( Let  me  light  you  there,"  said  I,  taking  up  the 
candle. 

"  I  will  find  my  way  in  the  dark,"  she  said,  with  a 
shudder,  and  I  think  the  shudder  was  at  me. 

So  we  separated,  she  downstairs  to  where  a  little 
light  glimmered  in  the  hall-door,  I  along  the  passage  to 
my  lord's  room.  It  seems  hard  to  say  why,  but  I  could 
not  burst  in  on  the  old  man  as  I  could  on  the  young 
woman ;  with  whatever  reluctance,  I  must  knock.  But 
his  old  slumbers  were  light,  or  perhaps  he  slept  not ; 
and  at  the  first  summons  I  was  bidden  enter. 

He  too  sat  up  in  bed ;  very  aged  and  bloodless  he 
looked ;  and  whereas  he  had  a  certain  largeness  of 
appearance  when  dressed  for  daylight,  he  now  seemed 
frail  and  little,  and  his  face  (the  wig  being  laid  aside) 
not  bigger  than  a  child's.  This  daunted  me  ;  nor  less, 

the  haggard  surmise  of  misfortune  in  his  eye.     Yet  his 
10 
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voice  was  even  peaceful  as  he  inquired  my  errand.  I 
set  my  candle  down  upon  a  chair,  leaned  on  the  bed- 
foot,  and  looked  at  him. 

"Lord  Durrisdeer,"  said  I,  "it  is  very  well  known  to 
you  that  I  am  a  partisan  in  your  family." 

"  I  hope  we  are  none  of  us  partisans,"  said  he. 
"That  you  love  my  son  sincerely,  I  have  always  been 
glad  to  recognize." 

"  0,  my  lord,  we  are  past  the  hour  of  these  civilities," 
I  replied.  "If  we  are  to  save  anything  out  of  the  fire, 
we  must  look  the  fact  in  its  bare  countenance.  A  parti- 
san I  am  ;  partisans  we  have  all  been  ;  it  is  as  a  parti- 
san that  I  am  here  in  the  middle  of  the  night  to  plead 
before  you.  Hear  me  ;  before  I  go,  I  will  tell  you  why." 

"I  would  always  hear  you,  Mr.  Mackellar,"  said  he, 
"  and  that  at  any  hour,  whether  of  the  day  or  night, 
for  I  would  be  always  sure  you  had  a  reason.  You 

«/  •/ 

spoke  once  before  to  very  proper  purpose ;  I  have  not 
forgotten  that." 

"I  am  here  to  plead  the  cause  of  my  master,"  I  said. 
"  I  need  not  tell  you  how  he  acts.  You  know  how  he 
is  placed.  You  know  with  what  generosity  he  has 
always  met  your  other — met  your  wishes,"  I  corrected 
myself,  stumbling  at  that  name  of  son.  "You  know 
— you  must  know — what  he  has  suffered — what  he  has 
suffered  about  his  wife." 

"  Mr.  Mackellar  ! "  cried  my  lord,  rising  in  bed  like 
Warded  lion. 
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"  You  said  you  would  hear  me,"  I  continued.  "  What 
you  do  not  know,  what  you  should  know,  one  of  the 
things  I  am  here  to  speak  of — is  the  persecution  he 
must  bear  in  private.  Your  back  is  not  turned,  before 
one  whom  I  dare  not  name  to  you  falls  upon  him  with 
the  most  unfeeling  taunts ;  twits  him — pardon  me,  my 
lord  !  twits  him  with  your  partiality,  calls  him  Jacob, 
calls  him  clown,  pursues  him  with  ungenerous  raillery, 
not  to  be  borne  by  man.  And  let  but  one  of  you  appear, 
instantly  he  changes ;  and  my  master  must  smile  and 
courtesy  to  the  man  who  has  been  feeding  him  with 
insults ;  I  know — for  I  have  shared  in  some  of  it,  and 
I  tell  you  the  life  is  insupportable.  All  these  months 
it  has  endured ;  it  began  with  the  man's  landing  ;  it 
was  by  the  name  of  Jacob  that  my  master  was  greeted 
the  first  night." 

My  lord  made  a  movement  as  if  to  throw  aside  the 

clothes  and  rise.  "  If  there  be  any  truth  in  this " 

said  he. 

"  Do  I  look  like  a  man  lying  ?  "  I  interrupted,  check- 
ing him  with  my  hand. 

"You  should  have  told  me  at  first,"  he  said. 

"Ah,  my  lord,  indeed  I  should,  and  you  may  well 
hate  the  face  of  this  unfaithful  servant !  "  I  cried. 

"  I  will  take  order,"  said  he,  "  at  once."  And  again 
made  the  movement  to  rise. 

Again  I  checked  him.  "I  have  not  done,"  said  I. 
"  Would  God  I  had  !  All  this  my  dear,  unfortunate 


148  THE   MASTER  OF   BALLANTRAE. 

patron  has  endured  without  help  or  countenance.  Your 
own  best  word,  my  lord,  was  only  gratitude.  Oh,  but  he 
was  your  son,  too  !  He  had  no  other  father.  He  was 
hated  in  the  country,  God  knows  how  unjustly.  He 
had  a  loveless  marriage.  He  stood  on  all  hands  without 
affection  or  support,  dear,  generous,  ill-fated,  noble 
heart." 

"  Your  tears  do  you  much  honor  and  me  much 
shame,"  says  my  lord,  with  a  palsied  trembling.  "  But 
you  do  me  some  injustice.  Henry  has  been  ever  dear 
to  me,  very  dear.  James  (I  do  not  deny  it,  Mr.  Mac- 
kellar),  James  is  perhaps  dearer  ;  you  have  not  seen  my 
James  in  quite  a  favourable  light ;  he  has  suffered  under 
his  misfortunes  ;  and  we  can  only  remember  how  great 
and  how  unmerited  these  were.  And  even  now  his  is 
the  more  affectionate  nature.  But  I  will  not  speak  of 
him.  All  that  you  say  of  Henry  is  most  true  ;  I  do  not 
wonder,  I  know  him  to  be  very  magnanimous  ;  you  will 
say  I  trade  upon  the  knowledge  ?  It  is  possible  ;  there 
are  dangerous  virtues ;  virtues  that  tempt  the  encroacher. 
Mr.  Mackellar,  I  will  make  it  up  to  him  ;  I  will  take 
order  with  all  this.  I  have  been  weak  ;  and  what  is 
worse,  I  have  been  dull." 

"  I  must  not  hear  you  blame  yourself,  my  lord,  with 
that  which  I  have  yet  to  tell  upon  my  conscience,"  I 
replied.  "  You  have  not  been  weak ;  you  have  been 
abused  by  a  devilish  dissembler.  You  saw  yourself  how 
he  had  deceived  you  in  the  matter  of  his  danger ;  he  has 
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deceived  you  throughout  in  every  step  of  his  career.  I 
wish  to  pluck  him  from  your  heart ;  I  wish  to  force 
your  eyes  upon  your  other  son  ;  ah,  you  have  a  son 
there  ! " 

"  No,  no,"  said  he,  "  two  sons — I  have  two  sons." 

I  made  some  gesture  of  despair  that  struck  him ;  he 
looked  at  me  with  a  changed  face.  "There  is  much 
worse  behind  ?  "  he  asked,  his  voice  dying  as  it  rose  upon 
the  question. 

"Much  worse,"  I  answered.  "This  night  he  said 
these  words  to  Mr.  Henry  :  '  I  have  never  known  a 
woman  who  did  not  prefer  me  to  you,  and  I  think  who 
did  not  continue  to  prefer  me. ' " 

"I  will  hear  nothing  against  my  daughter,"  he  cried; 
and  from  his  readiness  to  stop  me  in  this  direction,  I 
conclude  his  eyes  were  not  so  dull  as  I  had  fancied,  and 
he  had  looked  on  not  without  anxiety  upon  the  siege  of 
Mrs.  Henry. 

"I  think  not  of  blaming  her,"  cried  I.  "It  is  not 
that.  These  words  were  said  in  my  hearing  to  Mr. 
Henry  ;  and  if  you  find  them  not  yet  plain  enough,  these 
others  but  a  little  after  :  '  Your  wife  who  is  in  love  with 
me.'  " 

"  They  have  quarrelled  ?  "  he  said. 

I  nodded. 

"  I  must  fly  to  them,"  he  said,  beginning  once  again 
to  leave  his  bed. 

"  No,  no  ! "  I  cried,  holding  forth  my  hands. 
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"  You  do  not  know,"  said  he.  "  These  are  dangerous 
words." 

"Will  nothing  make  you  understand,  my  lord?" 
said  I. 

His  eyes  besought  me  for  the  truth. 

I  flung  myself  on  my  knees  by  the  bedside.  "  0  my 
lord,"  cried  I,  "  think  on  him  you  have  left,  think  of 
this  poor  sinner  whom  you  begot,  whom  your  wife  bore 
to  you,  whom  we  have  none  of  us  strengthened  as  we 
could ;  think  of  him,  not  of  yourself  ;  he  is  the  other 
sufferer — think  of  him  !  That  is  the  door  for  sorrow, 
Christ's  door,  God's  door  :  0,  it  stands  open.  Think  of 
him,  even  as  he  thought  of  you.  Who  is  to  tell  the  old 
man  ? — these  were  his  words.  It  was  for  that  I  came  ; 
that  is  why  I  am  here  pleading  at  your  feet." 

"  Let  me  get  up,"  he  cried,  thrusting  me  aside,  and 
was  on  his  feet  before  myself.  His  voice  shook  like  a 
sail  in  the  wind,  yet  he  spoke  with  a  good  loudness  ;  his 
face  was  like  the  snow,  but  his  eyes  were  steady  and  dry. 
"  Here  is  too  much  speech  ! "  said  he.  "Where  was  it  ?  " 

"In  the  shrubbery,"  said  I. 

"  And  Mr.  Henry  ?  "  he  asked.  And  when  I  had  told 
him  he  knotted  his  old  face  in  thought. 

"  And  Mr.  James  ?  "  says  he. 

"I  have  left  him  lying,"  said  I,  "beside  the  candles." 

"  Candles  ? "  he  cried.  And  with  that  he  ran  to  the 
window,  opened  it,  and  looked  abroad.  "  It  might  be 
spied  from  the  road." 


THE   NIGHT   OF   FEBRUARY   27TH.  151 

"  Where  none  goes  by  at  such  an  hour,"  I  objected. 

"It  makes  no  matter,"  he  said.  "One  might. 
Hark  ! "  cries  he.  "  What  is  that  ?  " 

It  was  the  sound  of  men  very  guardedly  rowing  in  the 
bay ;  and  I  told  him  so. 

"The  freetraders,"  said  my  lord.  "  Eun  at  once, 
Mackellar,  put  these  candles  out.  I  will  dress  in  the 
meanwhile ;  and  when  you  return  we  can  debate  on 
what  is  wisest." 

I  groped  my  way  downstairs,  and  out  at  the  door. 
From  quite  a  far  way  off  a  sheen  was  visible,  making 
points  of  brightness  in  the  shrubbery ;  in  so  black  a 
night  it  might  have  been  remarked  for  miles ;  and  I 
blamed  myself  bitterly  for  my  incaution:  How  much 
more  sharply  when  I  reached  the  place  !  One  of  the 
candlesticks  was  overthrown,  and  that  taper  quenched. 
The  other  burned  steadily  by  itself,  and  made  a  broad 
space  of  light  upon  the  frosted  ground.  All  within  that 
circle  seemed,  by  the  force  of  contrast  and  the  overhang- 
ing blackness,  brighter  than  by  day.  And  there  was  the 
bloodstain  in  the  midst ;  and  a  little  further  off  Mr. 
Henry's  sword,  the  pommel  of  which  was  of  silver  ;  but 
of  the  body,  not  a  trace.  My  heart  thumped  upon  my 
ribs,  the  hair  stirred  upon  my  scalp,  as  I  stood  there 
staring ;  so  strange  was  the  sight,  so  dire  the  fears  it 
wakened.  I  looked  right  and  left ;  the  ground  was  so 
hard  it  told  no  story.  I  stood  and  listened  till  my  ears 
ached,  but  the  night  was  hollow  about  me  like  an  empty 
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church ;  not  even  a  ripple  stirred  upon  the  shore ;  it 
seemed  you  might  have  heard  a  pin  drop  in  the  county. 

I  put  the  candle  out,  and  the  blackness  fell  about  me 
groping  dark ;  it  was  like  a  crowd  surrounding  me ;  and 
I  went  back  to  the  house  of  Durrisdeer,  with  my  chin 
upon  my  shoulder,  startling,  as  I  went,  with  craven  sup- 
positions. In  the  door  a  figure  moved  to  meet  me,  and 
I  had  near  screamed  with  terror  ere  I  recognized  Mrs. 
Henry. 

"  Have  you  told  him  ?  "  says  she. 

"It  was  he  who  sent  me,"  said  I.  "It  is  gone.  But 
why  are  you  here  ?  " 

"  It  is  gone  !  "  she  repeated.     "  What  is  gone  ?  " 

"  The  body,"  said  I.  "  Why  are  you  not  with  your 
husband  ?  " 

"Gone?"  said  she.  "You  cannot  have  looked. 
Come  back." 

"There  is  no  light  now,"  said  I.     " I  dare  not." 

"  I  can  see  in  the  dark.  I  have  been  standing  here 
so  long — so  long,"  said  she.  "  Come ;  give  me  your 
hand." 

We  returned  to  the  shrubbery  hand  in  hand,  and'  to 
the  fatal  place. 

"Take  care  of  the  blood,"  said  I. 

"Blood  ?"  she  cried,  and  started  violently  back. 

"I  suppose  it  will  be,"  said  I.  "I  am  like  a  blind 
man." 

"  No,"  said  she,  "  nothing !    Have  you  not  dreamed? " 
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"  Ah,  would  to  God  we  had  !  "  cried  I. 

She  spied  the  sword,  picked  it  up,  and,  seeing  the 
blood,  let  it  fall  again  with  her  hands  thrown  wide. 
"  Ah  !  "  she  cried.  And  then,  with  an  instant  courage, 
handled  it  the  second  time  and  thrust  it  to  the  hilt  into 
the  frozen  ground.  "I  will  take  it  back  and  clean  it 
properly,"  says  she,  and  again  looked  about  her  on  all 
sides.  "It  cannot  be  that  he  was  dead  ?"  she  added. 

"  There  was  no  flutter  of  his  heart,"  said  I,  and 
then  remembering  :  "  Why  are  you  not  with  your  hus- 
band?" 

"It  is  no  use,"  said  she,  "  he  will  not  speak  to  me." 

"  Not  speak  to  you  ?  "  I  repeated.  "  0,  you  have  not 
tried!" 

"  You  have  a  right  to  doubt  me,"  she  replied,  with  a 
gentle  dignity. 

At  this,  for  the  first  time,  I  was  seized  with  sorrow  for 
her.  "  God  knows,  madam,"  I  cried,  "  God  knows  I  am 
not  so  hard  as  I  appear ;  on  this  dreadful  night,  who 
can  veneer  his  words  ?  But  I  am  a  friend  to  all  who 
are  not  Henry  Durie's  enemies  ! " 

"  It  is  hard,  then,  you  should  hesitate  about  his  wife/* 
said  she. 

I  saw  all  at  once,  like  the  rending  of  a  veil,  how  nobly 
she  had  borne  this  unnatural  calamity,  and  how  gener- 
ously my  reproaches. 

1 '  We  must  go  back  and  tell  this  to  my  lord,"  said  I. 

"  Him  I  cannot  face,"  she  cried. 


154  THE   MASTER   OF   BALLANTRAE. 

"You  will  find  him  the  least  moved  of  all  of  us," 
said  I. 

"  And  yet  I  cannot  face  him,"  said  she. 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  you  can  return  to  Mr.  Henry  ;  I  will 
see  my  lord." 

As  we  walked  back,  I  bearing  the  candlesticks,  she  the 
sword, — a  strange  burthen  for  that  woman, — she  had  an- 
other thought.  "  Should  we  tell  Henry  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Let  my  lord  decide,"  said  I. 

My  lord  was  nearly  dressed  when  I  came  to  his  cham- 
ber. He  heard  me  with  a  frown.  "  The  freetraders," 
said  he.  "  But  whether  dead  or  alive  ?  " 

"  I  thought  him — "  said  I,  and  paused,  ashamed  of 
the  word. 

"  I  know  ;  but  you  may  very  well  have  been  in  error. 
Why  should  they  remove  him  if  not  living  ?  "  he  asked. 
"  0,  here  is  a  great  door  of  hope.  It  must  be  given  out 
that  he  departed — as  he  came — without  any  note  of 
preparation.  We  must  save  all  scandal." 

I  saw  he  had  fallen,  like  the  rest  of  us,  to  think  mainly 
of  the  house.  Now  that  all  the  living  members  of  the 
family  were  plunged  in  irremediable  sorrow,  it  was 
strange  how  we  turned  to  that  conjoint  abstraction  of 
the  family  itself,  and  sought  to  bolster  up  the  airy  noth- 
ing of  its  reputation  :  not  the  Duries  only,  but  the  hired 
steward  himself. 

"  Are  we  to  tell  Mr.  Henry  ?  "  I  asked  him. 

"  I  will  see,"  said  he.     "  I  am  going  first  to  visit  him, 


THE   NIGHT  OF   FEBRUAKY  27TH.  155 

then  I  go  forth  with  you  to  view  the  shrubbery  and  con- 
sider." 

We  went  downstairs  into  the  hall.  Mr.  Henry  sat 
by  the  table  with  his  head  upon  his  hand,  like  a  man  of 
stone.  His  wife  stood  a  little  back  from  him,  her  hand 
at  her  mouth ;  it  was  plain  she  could  not  move  him. 
My  old  lord  walked  very  steadily  to  where  his  son  was 
sitting  ;  he  had  a  steady  countenance,  too,  but  methought 
a  little  cold  ;  when  he  was  come  quite  up,  he  held  out 
both  his  hands  and  said  :  "  My  son  ! " 

With  a  broken,  strangled  cry,  Mr.  Henry  leaped  up 
and  fell  on  his  father's  neck,  crying  and  weeping,  the 
most  pitiful  sight  that  ever  a  man  witnessed.  "O 
father,"  he  cried,  "  you  know  I  loved  him  ;  you  know 
I  loved  him  in  the  beginning ;  I  could  have  died  for 
him — you  know  that !  I  would  have  given  my  life  for 
him  and  you.  0  say  you  know  that !  0  say  you 
can  forgive  me  !  0  father,  father,  what  have  I  done, 
what  have  I  done  ?  and  we  used  to  be  bairns  together ! " 
and  wept  and  sobbed,  and  fondled  the  old  man,  and 
clutched  him  about  the  neck,  with  the  passion  of  a 
child  in  terror. 

And  then  he  caught  sight  of  his  wife,  you  would  have 
thought  for  the  first  time,  where  she  stood  weeping  to 
hear  him ;  and  in  a  moment  had  fallen  at  her  knees. 
"And  0  my  lass,"  he  cried,  "you  must  forgive  me, 
too  !  Not  your  husband — I  have  only  been  the  ruin  of 
your  life.  But  you  knew  me  when  I  was  a  lad  ;  there 
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was  no  harm  in  Henry  Dime  then ;  he  meant  aye  to  be 
a  friend  to  you.  It's  him — it's  the  old  bairn  that  played 
with  you — 0  can  ye  never,  never  forgive  him  ?  " 

Throughout  all  this  my  lord  was  like  a  cold,  kind 
spectator  with  his  wits  about  him.  At  the  first  cry, 
which  was  indeed  enough  to  call  the  house  about  us,  he 
had  said  to  me  over  his  shoulder,  "  Close  the  door." 
And  now  he  nodded  to  himself. 

"We  may  leave  him   to  his   wife  now,"  says  he. 

•/  *  •/ 

"  Bring  a  light,  Mr.  Mackellar." 

Upon  my  going  forth  again  with  my  lord,  I  was  aware 
of  a  strange  phenomenon  ;  for  though  it  was  quite  dark, 
and  the  night  not  yet  old,  methought  I  smelt  the  morn- 
ing. At  the  same  time  there  went  a  tossing  through 
the  branches  of  the  evergreens,  so  that  they  sounded 
like  a  quiet  sea  ;  and  the  air  puffed  at  times  against  our 
faces,  and  the  flame  of  the  candle  shook.  We  made  the 
more  speed,  I  believe,  being  surrounded  by  this  bustle  ; 
visited  the  scene  of  the  duel,  where  my  lord  looked  upon 
the  blood  with  stoicism  ;  and  passing  farther  on  toward 
the  landing-place,  came  at  last  upon  some  evidences 
of  the  truth.  For  first  of  all,  where  there  was  a  pool 
across  the  path,  the  ice  had  been  trodden  in,  plainly  by 
more  than  one  man's  weight ;  next,  and  but  a  little  fur- 
ther, a  young  tree  was  broken ;  and  down  by  the  land- 
ing-place, where  the  trader's  boats  were  usually  beached, 
another  stain  of  blood  marked  where  the  body  must 
have  been  infallibly  set  down  to  rest  the  bearers. 
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This  stain  we  set  ourselves  to  wash  away  with  the  sea- 
water,  carrying  it  in  my  lord's  hat ;  and  as  we  were  thus 
engaged,  there  came  up  a  sudden,  moaning  gust  and  left 
us  instantly  benighted. 

"It  will  come  to  snow,"  says  my  lord  ;  "and  the  best 
thing  that  we  could  hope.  Let  us  go  back  now ;  we 
can  do  nothing  in  the  dark." 

As  we  went  houseward,  the  wind  being  again  sub- 
sided, we  were  aware  of  a  strong  pattering  noise  about 
us  in  the  night ;  and  when  we  issued  from  the  shelter 
of  the  trees,  we  found  it  raining  smartly. 

Throughout  the  whole  of  this,  my  lord's  clearness  of 
mind,  no  less  than  his  activity  of  body,  had  not  ceased 
to  minister  to  my  amazement.  He  set  the  crown  upon 
it  in  the  council  we  held  on  our  return.  The  free- 
traders had  certainly  secured  tue  Master,  though  whether 
dead  or  alive  we  were  still  left  to  our  conjectures ;  the 
rain  would,  long  before  day,  wipe  out  all  marks  of  the 
transaction ;  by  this  we  must  profit :  the  Master  had 
unexpectedly  come  after  the  fall  of  night,  it  must  now 
be  given  out  he  had  as  suddenly  departed  before  the 
break  of  day  ;  and  to  make  all  this  plausible,  it  now 
only  remained  for  me  to  mount  into  the  man's  chamber, 
and  pack  and  conceal  his  baggage.  True,  we  still  lay  at 
the  discretion  of  the  traders  ;  but  that  was  the  incur- 
able weakness  of  our  guilt. 

I  heard  him,  as  I  said,  with  wonder,  and  hastened  to 
obey.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  were  gone  from  the  hall ; 
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my  lord,  for  warmth's  sake,  hurried  to  his  bed ;  there 
was  still  no  sign  of  stir  among  the  servants,  and  as  I 
went  up  the  tower  stair,  and  entered  the  dead  man's 
room,  a  horror  of  solitude  weighed  upon  my  mind.  To 
my  extreme  surprise,  it  was  all  in  the  disorder  of  depart- 
ure. Of  his  three  portmanteaux,  two  were  ready  locked, 
the  third  lay  open  and  near  full.  At  once  there  flashed 
upon  me  some  suspicion  of  the  truth.  The  man  had 
been  going  after  all ;  he  had  but  waited  upon  Crail,  as 
Crail  waited  upon  the  wind ;  early  in  the  night,  the 
seamen  had  perceived  the  weather  changing ;  the  boat 
had  come  to  give  notice  of  the  change  and  call  the  pas- 
senger aboard,  and  the  boat's  crew  had  stumbled  on  him 
lying  in  his  blood.  Nay,  and  there  was  more  behind. 
This  prearranged  departure  shed  some  light  upon  his 
inconceivable  insult  of  the  night  before  ;  it  was  a  part- 
ing shot ;  hatred  being  no  longer  checked  by  policy. 
And  for  another  thing,  the  nature  of  that  insult,  and 
the  conduct  of  Mrs.  Henry,  pointed  to  one  conclusion  : 
which  I  have  never  verified,  and  can  now  never  verify 
until  the  great  assize  :  the  conclusion  that  he  had  at  last 
forgotten  himself,  had  gone  too  far  in  his  advances,  and 
had  been  rebuffed.  It  can  never  be  verified,  as  I  say ; 
but  as  I  thought  of  it  that  morning  among  his  baggage, 
the  thought  was  sweet  to  me  like  honey. 

Into  the  open  portmanteau  I  dipped  a  little  ere  I 
closed  it.  The  most  beautiful  lace  and  linen,  many  suits 
of  those  fine  plain  clothes  in  which  he  loved  to  appear  ; 
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a  book  or  two,  and  those  of  the  best,  Caesar's  "Com- 
mentaries," a  volume  of  Mr.  Hobbes,  the  "  Henriade  " 
of  M.  de  Voltaire,  a  book  upon  the  Indies,  one  on  the 
mathematics,  far  beyond  where  I  have  studied  :  these 
were  what  I  observed  with  very  mingled  feelings.  But 
in  the  open  portmanteau,  no  papers  of  any  description. 
This  set  me  musing.  It  was  possible  the  man  was  dead  ; 
but,  since  the  traders  had  carried  him  away,  not  likely. 
It  was  possible  he  might  still  die  of  his  wound ;  but  it 
was  also  possible  he  might  not.  And  in  this  latter  case 
I  was  determined  to  have  the  means  of  some  defence. 

One  after  another  I  carried  his  portmanteaux  to  a  loft 
in  the  top  of  the  house  which  we  kept  locked  ;  went  to 
my  own  room  for  my  keys,  and,  returning  to  the  loft, 
had  the  gratification  to  find  two  that  fitted  pretty  well. 
In  one  of  the  portmanteaux  there  was  a  shagreen  letter- 
case,  which  I  cut  open  with  my  knife  ;  and  thenceforth 
(so  far  as  any  credit  went)  the  man  was  at  my  mercy. 
Here  was  a  vast  deal  of  gallant  correspondence,  chiefly 
of  his  Paris  days  ;  and  what  was  more  to  the  purpose, 
here  were  the  copies  of  his  own  reports  to  the  English 
secretary,  and  the  originals  of  the  secretary's  answers  : 
a  most  damning  series  :  such  as  to  publish  would  be  to 
wreck  the  Master's  honour  and  to  set  a  price  upon  his 
life.  I  chuckled  to  myself  as  I  ran  through  the  doc- 
uments ;  I  rubbed  my  hands,  I  sang  aloud  in  my  glee. 
Day  found  me  at  the  pleasing  task ;  nor  did  I  then 
remit  my  diligence,  except  in  so  far  as  I  went  to  the 
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window — looked  out  for  a  moment,  to  see  the  frost  quite 
gone,  the  world  turned  black  again,  and  the  rain  an<5 
the  wind  driving  in  the  bay — and  to  assure  myself  thai 
the  lugger  was  gone  from  its  anchorage,  and  the  Master 
(whether  dead  or  alive)  now  tumbling  on  the  Irish  Sea. 
It  is  proper  I  should  add  in  this  place  the  very  little 
I  have  subsequently  angled  out  upon  the  doings  of  that 
night.  It  took  me  a  long  while  to  gather  it ;  for  we 
dared  not  openly  ask,  and  the  freetraders  regarded  me 
with  enmity,  if  not  with  scorn.  It  was  near  six  months 
before  we  even  knew  for  certain  that  the  man  survived  ; 
and  it  was  years  before  I  learned  from  one  of  Grail's 
men,  turned  publican  on  his  ill-gotten  gain,  some  par- 
ticulars which  smack  to  me  of  truth.  It  seems  the  trad- 
ers found  the  Master  struggled  on  one  elbow,  and  now 
staring  round  him,  and  now  gazing  at  the  candle  or  at 
his  hand  which  was  all  bloodied,  like  a  man  stupid. 
Upon  their  coming,  he  would  seem  to  have  found  his 
mind,  bade  them  carry  him  aboard  and  hold  their 
tongues ;  and  on  the  captain  asking  how  he  had  come 
in  such  a  pickle,  replied  with  a  burst  of  passionate 
swearing,  and  incontinently  fainted.  They  held  some 
debate,  but  they  were  momently  looking  for  a  wind, 
they  were  highly  paid  to  smuggle  him  to  France,  and 
did  not  care  to  delay.  Besides  which,  he  was  well 
enough  liked  by  these  abominable  wretches  :  they  sup- 
posed him  under  capital  sentence,  knew  not  in  what 
mischief  he  might  have  got  his  wound,  and  judged  it  a 
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piece  of  good  nature  to  remove  him  out  of  the  way  of 
danger.  So  he  was  taken  aboard,  recovered  on  the  pas- 
sage over,  and  was  set  ashore  a  convalescent  at  the  Havre 
de  Grace.  What  is  truly  notable  :  he  said  not  a  word  to 
anyone  of  the  duel,  and  not  a  trader  knows  to  this  day 
in  what  quarrel,  or  by  the  hand  of  what  adversary,  he 
fell.  "With  any  other  man  I  should  have  set  this  down 
to  natural  decency  ;  with  him,  to  pride.  He  could  not 
bear  to  avow,  perhaps  even  to  himself,  that  he  had  been 
vanquished  by  one  whom  he  had  so  much  insulted  and 

whom  he  so  cruelly  despised. 
11 


SUMMARY    OF    EVENTS    DURING    THE 
MASTER'S    SECOND    ABSENCE. 

OF  the  heavy  sickness  which  declared  itself  next  morn- 
ing, I  can  think  with  equanimity  as  of  the  last  unmingled 
trouble  that  befell  my  master  ;  and  even  that  was  per- 
haps a  mercy  in  disguise ;  for  what  pains  of  the  body 
could  equal  the  miseries  of  his  mind  ?  Mrs.  Henry  and 
I  had  the  watching  by  the  bed.  My  old  lord  called  from 
time  to  time  to  take  the  news,  but  would  not  usually 
pass  the  door.  Once,  I  remember,  when  hope  was  nigh 
gone,  he  stepped  to  the  bedside,  looked  awhile  in  his 
son's  face,  and  turned  away  with  a  singular  gesture  of 
the  head  and  hand  thrown  up,  that  remains  upon  my 
mind  as  something  tragic ;  such  grief  and  such  a  scorn 
of  sublunary  things  were  there  expressed.  But  the  most 
of  the  time,  Mrs.  Henry  and  I  had  the  room  to  ourselves, 
taking  turns  by  night  and  bearing  each  other  company 
by  day,  for  it  was  dreary  watching.  •  Mr.  Henry,  his 
shaven  head  bound  in  a  napkin,  tossed  to  and  fro  with- 
out remission,  beating  the  bed  with  his  hands.  Hia 
tongue  never  lay ;  his  voice  ran  continuously  like  a 
river,  so  that  my  heart  was  weary  with  the  sound  of  it. 
It  was  notable,  and  to  me  inexpressibly  mortifying,  that 
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he  spoke  all  the  while  on  matters  of  no  import  :  com- 
ings and  goings,  horses — which  he  was  ever  calling  to 
have  saddled,  thinking  perhaps  (the  poor  soul !)  that  he 
might  ride  away  from  his  discomfort — matters  of  the 
garden,  the  salmon  nets,  and  (what  I  particularly  raged 
to  hear)  continually  of  his  affairs,  cyphering  figures  and 
holding  disputation  with  the  tenantry.  Never  a  word  of 
his  father  or  his  wife,  nor  of  the  Master,  save  only  for 
a  day  or  two,  when  his  mind  dwelled  entirely  in  the 
past  and  he  supposed  himself  a  boy  again  and  upon  some 
innocent  child's  play  with  his  brother.  What  made 
this  the  more  affecting  :  it  appeared  the  Master  had 
then  run  some  peril  of  his  life,  for  there  was  a  cry — 
"  0,  Jamie  will  be  drowned — 0,  save  Jamie  ! "  which 
he  came  over  and  over  with  a  great  deal  of  passion. 

This,  I  say,  was  affecting,  both  to  Mrs.  Henry  and 
myself  ;  but  the  balance  of  my  master's  wanderings  did 
him  little  justice.  It  seemed  he  had  set  out  to  justify 
his  brother's  calumnies  ;  as  though  he  was  bent  to  prove 
himself  a  man  of  a  dry  nature,  immersed  in  money- 
getting.  Had  I  been  there  alone,  I  would  not  have 
troubled  my  thumb ;  but  all  the  while,  as  I  listened,  I 
was  estimating  the  effect  on  the  man's  wife,  and  telling 
myself  that  he  fell  lower  every  day.  I  was  the  one 
person  on  the  surface  of  the  globe  that  comprehended 
him,  and  I  was  bound  there  should  be  yet  another. 
Whether  he  was  to  die  there  and  his  virtues  perish ; 
or  whether  he  should  save  his  days  and  come  back  to 
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that  inheritance  of  sorrows,  his  right  memory :  I  was 
bound  he  should  be  heartily  lamented  in  the  one  case 
and  unaffectedly  welcomed  in  the  other,  by  the  person 
he  loved  -the  most,  his  wife. 

Finding  no  occasion  of  free  speech,  I  bethought  me  at 
last  of  a  kind  of  documentary  disclosure  ;  and  for  some 
nights,  when  I  was  off  duty  and  should  have  been  asleep^ 
I  gave  my  time  to  the  preparation  of  that  which  I  may 
call  my  budget.  But  this  I  found  to  be  the  easiest 
portion  of  my  task,  and  that  which  remained,  namely 
the  presentation  to  my  lady,  almost  more  than  I  had 
fortitude  to  overtake.  Several  days  I  went  about  with 
my  papers  under  my  arm,  spying  for  some  juncture  of 
talk  to  serve  as  introduction.  I  will  not  deny  but  that 
some  offered  ;  only  when  they  did,  my  tongue  clove  to 
the  roof  of  my  mouth  ;  and  I  think  I  might  have  been 
carrying  about  my  packet  till  this  day,  had  not  a 
fortunate  accident  delivered  me  from  all  my  hesitations. 
This  was  at  night,  when  I  was  once  more  leaving  the 
room,  the  thing  not  yet  done,  and  myself  in  despair  at 
my  own  cowardice. 

"  What  do  you  carry  about  with  you,  Mr.  Mackellar  ?" 
she  asked.  "  These  last  days,  I  see  you  always  coming 
in  and  out  with  the  same  armful." 

I  returned  upon  my  steps  without  a  word,  laid  the 
papers  before  her  on  the  table,  and  left  her  to  her  read- 
ing. Of  what  that  was,  I  am  now  to  give  you  some 
idea ;  and  the  best  will  be  to  reproduce  a  letter  of  my 
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own  which  came  first  in  the  budget  and  of  which 
(according  to  an  excellent  habitude)  I  have  preserved 
the  scroll.  It  will  show  too  the  moderation  of  my  part 
in  these  affairs,  a  thing  which  some  have  called  reck- 
lessly in  question. 

"  Durrisdeer. 

"  1757. 
"  Honoured  Madam, 

"  I  trust  I  would  not  step  out  of  my  place  without 
occasion ;  but  I  see  how  much  evil  has  flowed  in  the 
past  to  all  of  your  noble  house  from  that  unhappy  and 
secretive  fault  of  reticency,  and  the  papers  on  which  I 
venture  to  call  your  attention  are  family  papers,  and  all 
highly  worthy  your  acquaintance. 

"I  append  a  schedule  with  some  necessary  observa- 
tions, 

"  And  am, 

"  Honoured  Madam, 
"Your  ladyship's  obliged,  obedient  servant, 

"EPHRAIM  MACKELLAR. 

"  Schedule  of  Papers. 

"A.  Scroll  of  ten  letters  from  Ephraim  Mackellar  to 
the  Hon.  James  Durie,  Esq.,  by  courtesy  Master  of  Bal- 
lantrae  during  the  latter's  residence  in  Paris  :  under 
dates  .  .  ."(follow  the  dates)  .  .  .  "  Nota:  to 
be  read  in  connection  with  B.  and  C. 

"  B.  Seven  original  letters  from  the  said  Mr  of  Bal- 
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lantrae  to  the  said  E.  Mackellar,  under  dates  .  .  ." 
(follow  the  dates). 

"  C.  Three  original  letters  from  the  said  Mr  of 
Ballantrae  to  the  Hon.  Henry  Durie,  Esq.,  under 
dates  .  ..."  (follow  the  dates)  .  .  .  "Nota: 
given  me  by  Mr.  Henry  to  answer  :  copies  of  my  answers 
A  4,  A  5,  and  A  9  of  these  productions.  The  purport 
of  Mr.  Henry's  communications,  ef  which  I  can  find  no 
scroll,  may  be  gathered  from  those  of  his  unnatural 
brother. 

"D.  A  correspondence,  original  and  scroll,  extending 
over  a  period  of  three  years  till  January  of  the  current 

year,  between  the  said  Mr  of  Ballantrae  and — , 

Under  Secretary  of  State  ;  twenty-seven  in  all.  Nota  : 
found  among  the  Master's  papers." 

Weary  as  I  was  with  watching  and  distress  of  mind,  it 
was  impossible  for  me  to  sleep.  All  night  long,  I  walked 
in  my  chamber,  revolving  what  should  be  the  issue  and 
sometimes  repenting  the  temerity  of  my  immixture  in 
affairs  so  private  ;  and  with  the  first  peep  of  the  morn- 
ing, I  was  at  the  sick-room  door.  Mrs.  Henry  had 
thrown  open  the  shutters  and  even  the  window,  for  the 
temperature  was  mild.  She  looked  steadfastly  before 
her  ;  where  was  nothing  to  see,  or  only  the  blue  of  the 
morning  creeping  among  woods.  Upon  the  stir  of  my 
entrance,  she  did  not  so  much  as  turn  about  her  face  : 
a  circumstance  from  which  I  augured  very  ill. 

"  Madam,"  I  began  ;  and  then  again,  "  Madam  ;  "  but 
could  make  no  more  of  it.  Nor  yet  did  Mrs.  Henry 
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come  to  my  assistance  with  a  word.  In  this  pass  I  began 
gathering  up  the  papers  where  they  lay  scattered  on  the 
table ;  and  the  first  thing  that  struck  me,  their  bulk 
appeared  to  have  diminished.  Once  I  ran  them  through, 
and  twice  ;  but  the  correspondence  with  the  secretary 
of  state,  on  which  I  had  reckoned  so  much  against  the 
future,  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  I  looked  in  the  chim- 
ney ;  amid  the  smouldering  embers,  black  ashes  of  paper 
fluttered  in  the  draught ;  and  at  that  my  timidity  van- 
ished. 

"  Good  God,  madam,"  cried  I,  in  a  voice  not  fitting 
for  a  sick-room,  "Good  God,  madam,  what  have  you 
done  with  my  papers  ?  " 

"  I  have  burned  them,"  said  Mrs.  Henry,  turning 
about.  "  It  is  enough,  it  is  too  much,  that  you  and  1 
have  seen  them." 

"This  is  a  fine  night's  work  that  you  have  done!" 
cried  I.  "  And  all  to  save  the  reputation  of  a  man  that 
ate  bread  by  the  shedding  of  his  comrades'  blood,  as  I  do 
by  the  shedding  ink." 

"  To  save  the  reputation  of  that  family  in  which  you 
are  a  servant,  Mr.  Mackellar,"  she  returned,  "and  for 
which  you  have  already  done  so  much." 

"  It  is  a  family  I  will  not  serve  much  longer,"  I  cried, 
"for  I  am  driven  desperate.  You  have  stricken  the 
sword  out  of  my  hands  ;  you  have  left  us  all  defenceless. 
I  had  always  these  letters  I  could  shake  over  his  head ; 
and  now — what  is  to  do  ?  We  are  so  falsely  situate,  we 
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dare  not  show  the  man  the  door  ;  the  country  would  fly 
on  fire  against  us ;  and  I  had  this  one  hold  upon  him — 
and  now  it  is  gone — now  he  may  come  back  to-morrow, 
and  we  must  all  sit  down  with  him  to  dinner,  go  for  a 
stroll  with  him  on  the  terrace,  or  take  a  hand  at  cards, 
of  all  things,  to  divert  his  leisure  !  No,  Madam ;  God 
forgive  you,  if  he  can  find  it  in  his  heart ;  for  I  cannot 
find  it  in  mine/' 

"I  wonder  to  find  you  so  simple,  Mr.  Mackellar," 
said  Mrs.  Henry.  "  What  does  this  man  value  reputa- 
tion ?  But  he  knows  how  high  we  prize  it ;  he  knows  we 
would  rather  die  than  make  these  letters  public  ;  and  do 
you  suppose  he  would  not  trade  upon  the  knowledge  ? 
What  you  call  your  sword,  Mr.  Mackellar,  and  which 
had  been  one  indeed  against  a  man  of  any  remnant  of 
propriety,  would  have  been  but  a  sword  of  paper  against 
him.  He  would  smile  in  your  face  at  such  a  threat.  He 
stands  upon  his  degradation,  he  makes  that  his  strength  ; 
it  is  in  vain  to  struggle  with  such  characters."  She  cried 
out  this  last  a  little  desperately,  and  then  with  more 
quiet :  "  No,  Mr.  Mackellar,  I  have  thought  upon  this 
matter  all  night,  and  there  is  no  way  out  of  it.  Papers 
or  no  papers,  the  door  of  this  house  stands  open  for 
him ;  he  is  the  rightful  heir,  forsooth !  If  we  sought 
to  exclude  him,  all  would  redound  against  poor  Henry, 
and  I  should  see  him  stoned  again  upon  the  streets. 
Ah  !  if  Henry  dies,  it  is  a  different  matter !  They 
have  broke  the  entail  for  their  own  good  purposes  ;  the 
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estate  goes  to  my  daughter  ;  and  I  shall  see  who  sets  a 
foot  upon  it.  But  if  Henry  lives,  my  poor  Mr.  Mac- 
kellar,  and  that  man  returns,  we  must  suffer  :  only  this 
time,  it  will  be  together." 

On  the  whole,  I  was  well  pleased  with  Mrs.  Henry's 
attitude  of  mind  ;  nor  could  I  even  deny  there  was  some 
cogency  in  that  which  she  advanced  about  the  papers. 

"  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it,"  said  I.     "  I  can  only 

•/  *  tl 

be  sorry  I  trusted  a  lady  with  the  originals,  which  was 
an  unbusinesslike  proceeding  at  the  best.  As  for  what 
I  said  of  leaving  the  service  of  the  family,  it  was  spoken 
with  the  tongue  only  ;  and  you  may  set  your  mind  at 
rest.  I  belong  to  Durrisdeer,  Mrs.  Henry,  as  if  I  had 
been  born  there." 

I  must  do  her  the  justice  to  say  she  seemed  perfectly 
relieved  ;  so  that  we  began  this  morning,  as  we  were 
to  continue  for  so  many  years,  on  a  proper  ground  of 
mutual  indulgence  and  respect. 

The  same  day,  which  was  certainly  prededicate  to  joy, 
we  observed  the  first  signal  of  recovery  in  Mr.  Henry ; 
and  about  three  of  the  following  afternoon,  he  found  his 
mind  again,  recognizing  me  by  name  with  the  strongest 
evidences  of  affection.  Mrs.  Henry  was  also  in  the  room, 
at  the  bed  foot ;  but  it  did  not  appear  that  he  observed 
her.  And  indeed  (the  fever  being  gone)  he  was  so  weak 
that  he  made  but  the  one  effort  and  sank  again  into 
a  lethargy.  The  course  of  his  restoration  was  now  slow 
but  equal ;  every  day,  his  appetite  improved ;  every 
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week,  we  were  able  to  remark  an  increase  both  of 
strength  and  flesh ;  and  before  the  end  of  the  month, 
he  was  out  of  bed  and  had  even  begun  to  be  carried  in 
his  chair  upon  the  terrace. 

It  was  perhaps  at  this  time  that  Mrs.  Henry  and  I 
were  the  most  uneasy  in  mind.  Apprehension  for  his 
days  was  at  an  end  ;  and  a  worse  fear  succeeded.  Every 
day  we  drew  consciously  nearer  to  a  day  of  reckoning ; 
and  the  days  passed  on,  and  still  there  was  nothing.  Mr. 
Henry  bettered  in  strength,  he  held  long  talks  with  us 
on  a  great  diversity  of  subjects,  his  father  came  and  sat 
with  him  and  went  again  ;  and  still  there  was  no  refer- 
ence to  the  late  tragedy  or  to  the  former  troubles  which 
had  brought  it  on.  Did  he  remember,  and  conceal  his 
dreadful  knowledge  ?  or  was  the  whole  blotted  from  his 
mind  ?  this  was  the  problem  that  kept  us  watching 
and  trembling  all  day  when  we  were  in  his  company, 
and  held  us  awake  at  night  when  we  were  in  our  lonely 
beds.  We  knew  not  even  which  alternative  to  hope  for, 
both  appearing  so  unnatural  and  pointing  so  directly 
to  an  unsound  brain.  Once  this  fear  offered,  I  observed 
his  conduct  with  sedulous  particularity.  Something  of 
the  child  he  exhibited  :  a  cheerfulness  quite  foreign  to 
his  previous  character,  an  interest  readily  aroused,  and 
then  very  tenaciousj  in  small  matters  which  he  had 
heretofore  despised.  When  he  was  stricken  down,  I  was 
his  only  confidant,  and  I  may  say  his  only  friend,  and 
he  was  on  terms  of  division  with  his  wife  ;  upon  his 
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recovery,  all  was  changed,  the  past  forgotten,  the  wife 
first  and  even  single  in  his  thoughts.  He  turned  to 
her  with  all  his  emotions  like  a  child  to  its  mother, 
and  seemed  secure  of  sympathy ;  called  her  in  all  his 
needs  with  something  of  that  querulous  familiarity  that 
marks  a  certainty  of  indulgence  ;  and  I  must  say,  in 
justice  to  the  woman,  he  was  never  disappointed.  To 
her,  indeed,  this  changed  behaviour  was  inexpressibly 
affecting  ;  and  I  think  she  felt  it  secretly  as  a  reproach; 
so  that  I  have  seen  her,  in  early  days,  escape  out  of  the 
room  that  she  might  indulge  herself  in  weeping.  But 
to  me,  the  change  appeared  not  natural  ;  and  viewing  it 
along  with  all  the  rest,  I  began  to  wonder,  with  many 
head-shakings,  whether  his  reason  were  perfectly  erect. 

As  this  doubt  stretched  over  many  years,  endured 
indeed  until  my  master's  death,  and  clouded  all  our 
subsequent  relations,  I  may  well  consider  of  it  more  at 
large.  When  he  was  able  to  resume  some  charge  of 
his  affairs,  I  had  many  opportunities  to  try  him  with 
precision.  There  was  no  lack  of  understanding,  nor  yet 
of  authority  ;  but  the  old  continuous  interest  had  quite 
departed  ;  he  grew  readily  fatigued  and  fell  to  yawning  ; 
and  he  carried  into  money  relations,  where  it  is  certainly 
out  of  place,  a  facility  that  bordered  upon  slackness. 
True,  since  we  had  no  longer  the  exactions  of  the  Master 
to  contend  against,  there  was  the  less  occasion  to  raise 
strictness  into  principle  or  do  battle  for  a  farthing.  True 
again,  there  was  nothing  excessive  in  these  relaxations, 
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or  I  would  have  been  no  party  to  them.  But  the  whole 
thing  marked  a  change,  very  slight  yet  very  perceptible ; 
and  though  no  man  could  say  my  master  had  gone  at 
all  out  of  his  mind,  no  man  could  deny  that  he  had 
drifted  from  his  character.  It  was  the  same  to  the  end, 
with  his  manner  and  appearance.  Some  of  the  heat  of 
the  fever  lingered  in  his  veins  :  his  movements  a  little 
hurried,  his  speech  notably  more  voluble,  yet  neither 
truly  amiss.  His  whole  mind  stood  open  to  happy 
impressions,  welcoming  these  and  making  much  of 
them  ;  but  the  smallest  suggestion  of  trouble  or  sorrow 
he  received  with  visible  impatience  and  dismissed  again 
with  immediate  relief.  It  was  to  this  temper  that  he 
owed  the  felicity  of  his  later  days  ;  and  yet  here  it  was,  if 
anywhere,  that  you  could  call  the  man  insane.  A  great 
part  of  this  life  consists  in  contemplating  what  we  can- 
not cure  ;  but  Mr.  Henry,  if  he  could  not  dismiss  solici- 
tude by  an  effort  of  the  mind,  must  instantly  and  at 
whatever  cost  annihilate  the  cause  of  it ;  so  that  he 
played  alternately  the  ostrich  and  the  bull.  It  is  to  this 
strenuous  cowardice  of  pain  that  I  have  to  set  down  all 
the  unfortunate  and  excessive  steps  of  his  subsequent 
career.  Certainly  this  was  the  reason  of  his  beating 
McManus,  the  groom,  a  thing  so  much  out  of  all  his 
former  practice  and  which  awakened  so  much  comment 
at  the  time.  It  is  to  this  again,  that  I  must  lay  the 
total  loss  of  near  upon  two  hundred  pounds,  more  than 
the  half  of  which  I  could  have  saved  if  his  impatience 
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would  have  suffered  me.  But  he  preferred  loss  or  any 
desperate  extreme  to  a  continuance  of  mental  suffering. 

All  this  has  led  me  far  from  our  immediate  trouble  : 
whether  he  remembered  or  had  forgotten  his  late  dread- 
ful act ;  and  if  he  remembered,  in  what  light  he  viewed 
it.  The  truth  burst  upon  us  suddenly,  and  was  indeed 
one  of  the  chief  surprises  of  my  life.  He  had  been 
several  times  abroad,  and  was  now  beginning  to  walk  a 
little  with  an  arm,  when  it  chanced  I  should  be  left 
alone  with  him  upon  the  terrace.  He  turned  to  me  with 
a  singular  furtive  smile,  such  as  schoolboys  use  when  in 
fault ;  and  says  he,  in  a  private  whisper  and  without  the 
least  preface  :  "  Where  have  you  buried  him  ?  " 

I  could  not  make  one  sound  in  answer. 

"  Where  have  you  buried  him  ?  "  he  repeated.  "  I 
want  to  see  his  grave." 

I  conceived  I  had  best  take  the  bull  by  the  horns. 
"Mr.  Henry,"  said  I,  "I  have  news  to  give  that  will 
rejoice  you  exceedingly.  In  all  human  likelihood,  your 
hands  are  clear  of  blood.  I  reason  from  certain  indices  ; 
and  by  these  it  should  appear  your  brother  was  not 
dead,  but  was  carried  in  a  swound  on  board  the  lugger. 
By  now,  he  may  be  perfectly  recovered." 

What  there  was  in  his  countenance,  I  could  not  read, 
"James  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Your  brother  James,"  I  answered.  "I  would  not 
raise  a  hope  that  may  be  found  deceptive ;  but  in  mj 
heart,  I  think  it  very  probable  he  is  alive." 
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"  Ah  ! "  says  Mr.  Henry ;  and  suddenly  rising  from 
his  seat  with  more  alacrity  than  he  had  yet  discovered, 
set  one  finger  on  my  breast,  and  cried  at  me  in  a  kind  of 
screaming  whisper,  "  Mackellar  " — these  were  his  words 
— "  nothing  can  kill  that  man.  He  is  not  mortal.  He 
is  bound  upon  my  back  to  all  eternity — to  all  God's 
eternity  ! "  says  he,  and,  sitting  down  again,  fell  upon  a 
stubborn  silence. 

A  day  or  two  after,  with  the  same  secret  smile,  and 
first  looking  about  as  if  to  be  sure  we  were  alone, 
" Mackellar,"  said  he,  "when  you  have  any  intelli- 
gence, be  sure  and  let  me  know.  We  must  keep  an  eye 
upon  him,  or  he  will  take  us  when  we  least  expect." 

"  He  will  not  show  face  here  again,"  said  I. 

"0  yes,  he  will,"  said  Mr.  Henry.  "  Wherever  I  am 
there  will  he  be."  And  again  he  looked  all  about  him. 

"  You  must  not  dwell  upon  this  thought,  Mr.  Henry," 
said  I. 

"No,"  said  he,  "that  is  a  very  good  advice.  We  will 
never  think  of  it,  except  when  you  have  news.  And  we 
do  not  know  yet,"  he  added  :  "he  may  be  dead." 

The  manner  of  his  saying  this  convinced  me  thor- 
oughly of  what  I  had  scarce  ventured  to  suspect :  that 
so  far  from  suffering  any  penitence  for  the  attempt,  he 
did  but  lament  his  failure.  This  was  a  discovery  I  kept 
to  myself,  fearing  it  might  do  him  a  prejudice  with  his 
wife.  But  I  might  have  saved  myself  the  trouble  ;  she 
had  divined  it  for  herself,  and  found  the  sentiment 
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quite  natural.  Indeed  I  could  not  but  say  that  there 
were  three  of  us  all  of  the  same  mind ;  nor  could  any 
news  have  reached  Durrisdeer  more  generally  welcome 
than  tidings  of  the  Master's  death. 

This  brings  me  to  speak  of  the  exception,  my  old  lord. 
As  soon  as  my  anxiety  for  my  own  master  began  to  be 
relaxed,  I  was  aware  of  a  change  in  the  old  gentle- 
man, his  father,  that  seemed  to  threaten  mortal  conse- 
quences. 

His  face  was  pale  and  swollen  ;  as  he  sat  in  the  chim- 
neyside  with  his  Latin,  he  would  drop  off  sleeping  and 
the  book  roll  in  the  ashes  ;  some  days  he  would  drag  his 
foot,  others  stumble  in  speaking.  The  amenity  of  his 
behaviour  appeared  more  extreme ;  full  of  excuses  for 
the  least  trouble,  very  thoughtful  for  all ;  to  myself,  of 
a  most  flattering  civility.  One  day,  that  he  had  sent  for 
his  lawyer  and  remained  a  long  while  private,  he  met 
me  as  he  was  crossing  the  hall  with  painful  footsteps, 
and  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand.  "Mr.  Mackellar," 
said  he,  '"I  have  had  many  occasions  to  set  a  proper 
value  on  your  services ;  and  to-day,  when  I  recast  my 
will,  I  have  taken  the  freedom  to  name  you  for  one  of 
my  executors.  I  believe  you  bear  love  enough  to  our 
house  to  render  me  this  service."  At  that  very  time, 
he  passed  the  greater  portion  of  his  days  in  slumber, 
from  which  it  was  often  difficult  to  rouse  him  ;  seemed 
to  have  lost  all  count  of  years  and  had  several  times 
(particularly  on  waking)  called  for  his  wife  and  for  an 
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old  servant  whose  very  gravestone  was  now  green  with 
moss.  If  I  had  been  put  to  my  oath,  I  must  have  de- 
clared he  was  incapable  of  testing ;  and  yet  there  was 
never  a  will  drawn  more  sensible  in  every  trait,  or 
showing  a  more  excellent  judgment  both  of  persons  and 
affairs. 

His  dissolution,  though  it  took  not  very  long,  pro- 
ceeded by  infinitesimal  gradations.  His  faculties  de- 
cayed together  steadily ;  the  power  of  his  limbs  was 
almost  gone,  he  was  extremely  deaf,  his  speech  had  sunk 
into  mere  mumblings  ;  and  yet  to  the  end  he  managed 
to  discover  something  of  his  former  courtesy  and  kind- 
ness, pressing  the  hand  of  any  that  helped  him,  present- 
ing me  with  one  of  his  Latin  books  in  which  he  had 
laboriously  traced  my  name,  and  in  a  thousand  ways 
reminding  us  of  the  greatness  of  that  loss,  which  it 
might  almost  be  said  we  had  already  suffered.  To  the 
end,  the  power  of  articulation  returned  to  him  in  flashes  ; 
it  seemed  he  had  only  forgotten  the  art  of  speech  as  a 
child  forgets  his  lesson,  and  at  times  he  would  call 
some  part  of  it  to  mind.  On  the  last  night  of  his  life, 
he  suddenly  broke  silence  with  these  words  from  Virgil : 
"Gnatique  pratisque,  alma,  precor,  miserere,"  perfectly 
uttered  and  with  a  fitting  accent.  At  the  sudden  clear 
sound  of  it,  we  started  from  our  several  occupations ; 
but  it  was  in  vain  we  turned  to  him  ;  he  sat  there  silent 
and  to  all  appearance  fatuous.  A  little  later,  he  was 
had  to  bed  with  more  difficulty  than  ever  before  ;  and 
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some  time  in  the  night,  without  any  mortal  violence, 
his  spirit  fled. 

At  a  far  later  period,  I  chanced  to  speak  of  these 
particulars  with  a  doctor  of  medicine,  a  man  of  so  high 
a  reputation  that  I  scruple  to  adduce  his  name.  By  his 
view  of  it,  father  and  son  both  suffered  from  the  same 
affection :  the  father  from  the  strain  of  his  unnatural 
sorrows,  the  son  perhaps  in  the  excitation  of  the  fever, 
each  had  ruptured  a  vessel  on  the  brain  ;  and  there 
was  probably  (my  doctor  added)  some  predisposition 
in  the  family  to  accidents  of  that  description.  The 
'father  sank,  the  son  recovered  all  the  externals  of  a 
healthy  man  ;  but  it  is  like  there  was  some  destruction 
in  those  delicate  tissues  where  the  soul  resides  and  does 
her  earthly  business  ;  her  heavenly,  I  would  fain  hope, 
cannot  be  thus  obstructed  by  material  accidents.  And 
yet  upon  a  more  mature  opinion,  it  matters  not  one  jot; 
for  He  who  shall  pass  judgment  on  the  records  of  our 
Hfe  is  the  same  that  formed  us  in  frailty. 

The  death  of  my  old  lord  was  the  occasion  of  a  fresh 
surprise  to  us  who  watched  the  behaviour  of  his  successor. 
To  any  considering  mind,  the  two  sons  had  between 
them  slain  their  father  ;  and  he  who  took  the  sword 
might  be  even  said  to  have  slain  him  with  his  hand. 
But  no  such  thought  appeared  to  trouble  my  new  lord. 
He  was  becomingly  grave  ;  I  could  scarce  say  sorrow- 
ful, or  only  with  a  pleasant  sorrow  ;  talking  of  the  dead 
with  a  regretful  cheerfulness,  relating  old  examples  of 
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his  character,  smiling  at  them  with  a  good  conscience  ; 
and  when  the  day  of  the  funeral  came  round,  doing  the 
honours  with  exact  propriety.  I  could  perceive  besides, 
that  he  found  a  solid  gratification  in  his  accession  to  the 
title  ;  the  which  he  was  punctilious  in  exacting. 

And  now  there  came  upon  the  scene  a  new  character, 
and  one  that  played  his  part  too  in  the  story  ;  I  mean 
the  present  lord,  Alexander,  whose  birth  (17th  July, 
1757)  filled  the  cup  of  my  poor  master's  happiness. 
There  was  nothing  then  left  him  to  wish  for  ;  nor 
yet  leisure  to  wish  for  it.  Indeed  there  never  was  a 
parent  so  fond  and  doting  as  he  showed  himself.  He 
was  continually  uneasy  in  his  son's  absence.  Was  the 
child  abroad  ?  the  father  would  be  watching  the  clouds 
in  case  it  rained.  Was  it  night  ?  he  would  rise  out  of 
his  bed  to  observe  its  slumbers.  His  conversation  grew 
even  wearyful  to  strangers,  since  he  talked  of  little  but 
his  son.  In  matters  relating  to  the  estate,  all  was 
designed  with  a  particular  eye  to  Alexander  ;  and  it 
would  be  :  — "  Let  us  put  it  in  hand  at  once,  that  the 
wood  may  be  grown  against  Alexander's  majority  ; " 
or  "  this  will  fall  in  again  handsomely  for  Alexander's 
marriage."  Every  day  this  absorption  of  the  man's 
nature  became  more  observable,  with  many  touching 
and  some  very  blameworthy  particulars.  Soon  the  child 
could  walk  abroad  with  him,  at  first  on  the  terrace  hand 
in  hand,  and  afterward  at  large  about  the  policies  ;  and 
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this  grew  to  be  my  lord's  chief  occupation.  The  sound 
of  their  two  voices  (audible  a  great  way  off,  for  they 
spoke  loud)  became  familiar  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and 
for  my  part  I  found  it  more  agreeable  than  the  sound 
of  birds.  It  was  pretty  to  see  the  pair  returning,  full 
of  briars,  and  the  father  as  flushed  and  sometimes  as 
bemuddied  as  the  child :  for  they  were  equal  sharers  in 
all  sorts  of  boyish  entertainment,  digging  in  the  beach, 
damming  of  streams,  and  what  not ;  and  I  have  seen 
them  gaze  through  a  fence  at  cattle  with  the  same  child- 
ish contemplation. 

The  mention  of  these  rambles  brings  me  to  a  strange 
scene  of  which  I  was  a  witness.  There  was  one  walk 
I  never  followed  myself  without  emotion,  so  often  had 
I  gone  there  upon  miserable  errands,  so  much  had 
there  befallen  against  the  house  of  Durrisdeer.  But 
the  path  lay  handy  from  all  points  beyond  the  Muckle 
Boss ;  and  I  was  driven,  although  much  against  my  will, 
to  take  my  use  of  it  perhaps  once  in  the  two  months.  It 
befell  when  Mr.  Alexander  was  of  the  age  of  seven  or 
eight,  I  had  some  business  on  the  far  side  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  entered  the  shrubbery  on  my  homeward  way, 
about  nine  of  a  bright  forenoon.  It  was  that  time  of 
year  when  the  woods  are  all  in  their  spring  colours,  the 
thorns  all  in  flower,  and  the  birds  in  the  high  season 
of  their  singing.  In  contrast  to  this  merriment,  the 
shrubbery  was  only  the  more  sad  and  I  the  more 
oppressed  by  its  associations.  In  this  situation  of  spirit, 
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it  struck  me  disagreeably  to  hear  voices  a  little  way  in 
front,  and  to  recognize  the  tones  of  my  lord  and  Mr. 
Alexander.  I  pushed  ahead,  and  came  presently  into 
their  view.  They  stood  together  in  the  open  space 
where  the  duel  was,  my  lord  with  his  hand  on  his  son's 
shoulder  and  speaking  with  some  gravity.  At  least,  as 
he  raised  his  head  upon  my  coming,  I  thought  I  could 
perceive  his  countenance  to  lighten. 

" Ah,"  says  he,  "here  comes  the  good  Mackellar.  I 
have  just  been  telling  Sandie  the  story  of  this  place,  and 
how  there  was  a  man  whom  the  devil  tried  to  kill,  and 
how  near  he  came  to  kill  the  devil  instead." 

I  had  thought  it  strange  enough  he  should  bring  the 
child  into  that  scene ;  that  he  should  actually  be  dis- 
coursing of  his  act,  passed  measure.  But  the  worst  was 
yet  to  come  ;  for  he  added,  turning  to  his  son  :  "You 
can  ask  Mackellar ;  he  was  here  and  saw  it. " 

"  Is  it  true,  Mr.  Mackellar  ?  "  asked  the  child.  "  And 
did  you  really  see  the  devil  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  heard  the  tale,"  I  replied  ;  "  and  I  am  in  a 
press  of  business."  So  far  I  said  a  little  sourly,  fencing 
with  the  embarrassment  of  the  position ;  and  suddenly 
the  bitterness  of  the  past  and  the  terror  of  that  scene  by 
candlelight  rushed  in  upon  my  mind  ;  I  bethought  me 
that,  for  a  difference  of  a  second's  quickness  in  parade, 
the  child  before  me  might  have  never  seen  the  day  ;  and 
the  emotion  that  always  fluttered  round  my  heart  in 
that  dark  shrubbery  burst  forth  in  words.  "But  so 
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much  is  true,"  I  cried,  "  that  I  have  met  the  devil  in 
these  woods  and  seen  him  foiled  here ;  blessed  be  God 
that  we  escaped  with  life — blessed  be  God  that  one  stone 
yet  stands  upon  another  in  the  walls  of  Durrisdeer  ! 
and  0,  Mr.  Alexander,  if  ever  you  come  by  this  spot, 
though  it  was  a  hundred  years  hence  and  you  came 
with  the  gayest  and  the  highest  in  the  land,  I  would 
step  aside  and  remember  a  bit  prayer." 

My  lord  bowed  his  head  gravely.  "Ah,"  says  he, 
"  Mackellar  is  always  in  the  right.  Come,  Alexander, 
take  your  bonnet  off."  And  with  that  he  uncovered  and 
held  out  his  hand.  "  0  Lord,"  said  he,  "  I  thank  thee, 
and  my  son  thanks  thee,  for  thy  manifold  great  mercies. 
Let  us  have  peace  for  a  little  ;  defend  us  from  the  evil 
man.  Smite  him,  0  Lord,  upon  the  lying  mouth  ! " 
The  last  broke  out  of  him  like  a  cry  ;  and  at  that, 
whether  remembered  anger  choked  his  utterance,  or 
whether  he  perceived  this  was  a  singular  sort  of  prayer, 
at  least  he  came  suddenly  to  a  full  stop ;  and  after  a 
moment,  set  back  his  hat  upon  his  head. 

"I  think  you  have  forgot  a  word,  my  lord,"  said  I. 
"  Forgive  us  our  trespasses  as  we  forgive  them  that  tres- 
pass against  us.  For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the 
power,  and  the  glory,  for  ever  and  ever.  Amen." 

"Ah,  that  is  easy  saying,"  said  my  lord.  "That  is 
very  easy  saying,  Mackellar.  But  for  me  to  forgive  ? — I 
think  I  would  cut  a  very  silly  figure,  if  I  had  the  affec- 
tation to  pretend  it." 
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"The  bairn,  my  lord,"  said  I  with  some  severity,  for 
I  thought  his  expressions  little  fitted  for  the  ears  of 
children. 

"Why,  very  true,"  said  he.  "This  is  dull  work  for 
a  bairn.  Let's  go  nesting." 

I  forget  if  it  was  the  same  day,  but  it  was  soon  after, 
my  lord,  finding  me  alone,  opened  himself  a  little  more 
on  the  same  head. 

"  Mackellar,"  he  said,  "  I  am  now  a  very  happy 
man." 

"I  think  so  indeed,  my  lord,"  said  I,  "  and  the  sight 
of  it  gives  me  a  light  heart." 

"  There  is  an  obligation  in  happiness,  do  you  not  think 
so  ?  "  says  he,  musingly. 

"  I  think  so  indeed,"  says  I,  "  and  one  in  sorrow  too. 
If  we  are  not  here  to  try  to  do  the  best,  in  my  humble 
opinion,  the  sooner  we  are  away  the  better  for  all  par- 
ties." 

"  Ay,  but  if  you  were  in  my  shoes,  would  you  forgive 
him  ?  "  asks  my  lord. 

The  suddenness  of  the  attack  a  little  gravelled  me. 
"  It  is  a  duty  laid  upon  us  strictly,"  said  I. 

"  Hut  ! "  said  he.  "  These  are  expressions  !  Do  you 
forgive  the  man  yourself  ?  " 

«  Well — no  ! "  said  I.     "  God  forgive  me,  I  do  not." 

"  Shake  hands  upon  that ! "  cries  my  lord,  with  a  kind 
of  jovialty. 

"It  is  an  ill  sentiment  to  shake  hands  upon,"  said  I, 
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"  for  Christian  people.     I  think  I  will  give  you  mine  on 
some  more  evangelical  occasion." 

This  I  said  smiling  a  little  ;  but  as  for  my  lord,  he 
went  from  the  room  laughing  aloud. 

For  my  lord's  slavery  to  the  child,  I  can  find  no 
expression  adequate.  He  lost  himself  in  that  continual 
thought  :  business,  friends  and  wife  being  all  alike  for- 
gotten or  only  remembered  with  a  painful  effort,  like 
that  of  one  struggling  with  a  posset.  It  was  most  nota- 
ble in  the  matter  of  his  wife.  Since  I  had  known  Dur- 
risdeer,  she  had  been  the  burthen  of  his  thought  and  the 
loadstone  of  his  eyes  ;  and  now,  she  was  quite  cast  out. 
I  have  seen  him  come  to  the  door  of  a  room,  look  round, 
and  pass  my  lady  over  as  though  she  were  a  dog  before 
the  fire  : — it  would  be  Alexander  he  was  seeking,  and  my 
lady  knew  it  well.  I  have  heard  him  speak  to  her  so 
ruggedly,  that  I  nearly  found  it  in  my  heart  to  inter- 
vene :  the  cause  would  still  be  the  same,  that  she  had  in 
some  way  thwarted  Alexander.  Without  doubt  this  was 
in  the  nature  of  a  judgment  on  my  lady.  Without 
doubt  she  had  the  tables  turned  upon  her  as  only  prov- 
idence can  do  it ;  she  who  had  been  cold  so  many  years 
to  every  mark  of  tenderness,  it  was  her  part  now  to  be 
neglected :  the  more  praise  to  her  that  she  played  it 
well. 

An  odd  situation  resulted  :  that  we  had  once  more 
two  parties  in  the  house,  and  that  now  I  was  of  my 
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lady's.  Not  that  ever  I  lost  the  love  I  bore  my  mas- 
ter. But  for  one  thing,  he  had  the  less  use  for  my 
society.  For  another,  I  could  not  but  compare  the  case 
of  Mr.  Alexander  with  that  of  Miss  Katharine  ;  for 
whom  my  lord  had  never  found  the  least  attention. 
And  for  a  third,  I  was  wounded  by  the  change  he  dis- 
covered to  his  wife,  which  struck  me  in  the  nature  of 
an  infidelity.  I  could  not  but  admire  besides  the  con- 
stancy and  kindness  she  displayed.  Perhaps  her  senti- 
ment to  my  lord,  as  it  had  been  founded  from  the  first 
in  pity,  was  that  rather  of  a  mother  than  a  wife  ;  per- 
haps it  pleased  her  (if  I  may  so  say)  to  behold  her  two 
children  so  happy  in  each  other :  the  more  as  one  had 
suffered  so  unjustly  in  the  past.  But  for  all  that,  and 
though  I  could  never  trace  in  her  one  spark  of  jealousy, 
she  must  fall  back  for  society  on  poor,  neglected  Miss 
Katharine  ;  and  I,  on  my  part,  came  to  pass  my  spare 
hours  more  and  more  with  the  mother  and  daughter. 
It  would  be  easy  to  make  too  much  of  this  division,  for 
it  was  a  pleasant  family  as  families  go  ;  still  the  thing 
existed  ;  whether  my  lord  knew  it  or  not,  I  am  in  doubt, 
I  do  not  think  he  did,  he  was  bound  up  so  entirely  in 
his  son  ;  but  the  rest  of  us  knew  it  and  (in  a  manner) 
suffered  from  the  knowledge. 

What  troubled  us  most,  however,  was  the  great  and 
growing  danger  to  the  child.  My  lord  was  his  father 
over  again ;  it  was  to  be  feared  the  son  would  prove  a 
second  Master.  Time  has  proved  these  fears  to  have 
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been  quite  exaggerate.  Certainly  there  is  no  more 
worthy  gentleman  to-day  in  Scotland  than  the  seventh 
Lord  Durrisdeer.  Of  my  own  exodus  from  his  employ- 
ment, it  does  not  become  me  to  speak,  above  all  in  a 
memorandum  written  only  to  justify  his  father.  .  .  . 

[Editor's  Note.  Five  pages  of  Mr.  Mackellar's  MS. 
are  here  omitted.  I  have  gathered  from  their  perusal 
an  impression  that  Mr.  Mackellar>  in  his  old  age,  was 
rather  an  exacting  servant.  Against  the  seventh  Lord 
Durrisdeer  (with  whom,  at  any  rate,  we  have  no  concern) 
nothing  material  is  alleged. — R.  L.  $.] 

.  .  .  But  our  fear  at  the  time  was  lest  he  should 
turn  out,  in  the  person  of  his  son,  a  second  edition  of  his 
brother.  My  lady  had  tried  to  interject  some  whole- 
some discipline  ;  she  had  been  glad  to  give  that  up,  and 
now  looked  on  with  secret  dismay  ;  sometimes  she  even 
spoke  of  it  by  hints  ;  and  sometimes  when  there  was 
brought  to  her  knowledge  some  monstrous  instance  of 
my  lord's  indulgence,  she  would  betray  herself  in  a  ges- 
ture or  perhaps  an  exclamation.  As  for  myself,  I  was 
haunted  by  the  thought  both  day  and  night :  not  so 
much  for  the  child's  sake  as  for  the  father's.  The  man 
had  gone  to  sleep,  he  was  dreaming  a  dream,  and  any 
rough  wakening  must  infallibly  prove  mortal.  That  he 
should  survive  its  death  was  inconceivable ;  and  the  fear 
of  its  dishonour  made  me  cover  my  face. 

It  was  this  continual  preoccupation  that  screwed  me 
I 
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up  at  last  to  a  remonstrance  :  a  matter  worthy  to  be 
narrated  in  detail.  My  lord  and  I  sat  one  day  at  the 
same  table  upon  some  tedious  business  of  detail ;  I 
have  said  that  he  had  lost  his  former  interest  in  such 
occupations  ;  he  was  plainly  itching  to  be  gone,  and 
he  looked  fretful,  weary  and  methought  older  than  I 
had  ever  previously  observed.  I  suppose  it  was  the 
haggard  face  that  put  me  suddenly  upon  my  enter- 
prise. 

"My  lord,"  said  I,  with  my  head  down,  and  feigning 
to  continue  my  occupation — "  or  rather  let  me  call  you 
again  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Henry,  for  I  fear  your  anger 
and  want  you  to  think  upon  old  times " 

"  My  good  Mackellar  ! "  said  he  ;  and  that  in  tones  so 
kindly  that  I  had  near  forsook  my  purpose.  But  I  called 
to  mind  that  I  was  speaking  for  his  good,  and  stuck  to 
my  colours. 

"Has  it  never  come  in  upon  your  mind  what  you  are 
doing  ?  "  I  asked. 

"What  I  am  doing?"  be  repeated,  "I  was  never 
good  at  guessing  riddles." 

"What  you  are  doing  with  your  son,"  said  I. 

"Well,"  said  he,  with  some  defiance  in  his  tone,  "and 
what  am  I  doing  with  my  son  ?  " 

"Your  father  was  a  very  good  man,"  says  I,  straying 
from  the  direct  path.  "  But  do  you  think  he  was  a  wise 
father?" 

There  was  a  pause  before  he  spoke,  and  then  :  "  I  say 

I 
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nothing  against  him,"  he  replied.  "I  had  the  most 
cause  perhaps  ;  but  I  say  nothing." 

"Why,  there  it  is,"  said  I.  "You  had  the  cause  at 
least.  And  yet  your  father  was  a  good  man  ;  I  never 
knew  a  better,  save  on  the  one  point,  nor  yet  a  wiser. 
Where  he  stumbled,  it  is  highly  possible  another  man 
should  fall.  He  had  the  two  sons " 

My  lord  rapped  suddenly  and  violently  on  the  table. 

"  What  is  this  ?"  cried  he.     "  Speak  out ! " 

"I  will,  then,"  said  I,  my  voice  almost  strangled  with 
the  thumping  of  my  heart.  "  If  you  continue  to  indulge 
Mr.  Alexander,  you  are  following  in  your  father's  foot- 
steps :  Beware,  my  lord,  lest  (when  he  grows  up)  your 
son  should  follow  in  the  Master's." 

I  had  never  meant  to  put  the  thing  so  crudely  ;  but  in 
the  extreme  of  fear,  there  comes  a  brutal  kind  of  cour- 
age, the  most  brutal  indeed  of  all ;  and  I  burnt  my  ships 
with  that  plain  word.  I  never  had  the  answer.  When 
I  lifted  my  head,  my  lord  had  risen  to  his  feet,  and  the 
next  moment  he  fell  heavily  on  the  floor.  The  fit  or 
seizure  endured  not  very  long ;  he  came  to  himself 
vacantly,  put  his  hand  to  his  head  which  I  was  then 
supporting,  and  says  he,  in  a  broken  voice :  "  I  have 
been  ill,"  and  a  little  after:  "Help  me."  I  got  him 
to  his  feet,  and  he  stood  pretty  well,  though  he  kept 
hold  of  the  table.  "  I  have  been  ill,  Mackellar,"  he 
said  again.  "  Something  broke,  Mackellar — or  was 
going  to  break,  and  then  all  swam  away.  I  think  I  was 
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very  angry.  Never  you  mind,  Mackellar,  never  you 
mind,  my  man.  I  wouldnae  hurt  a  hair  upon  your 
head.  Too  much  has  come  and  gone.  It's  a  certain 
thing  between  us  two.  But  I  think,  Mackellar,  I  will 
go  to  Mrs.  Henry — I  think  I  will  go  to  Mrs.  Henry," 
said  he,  and  got  pretty  steadily  from  the  room,  leaving 
me  overcome  with  penitence. 

Presently  the  door  flew  open,  and  my  lady  swept  in 
with  flashing  eyes.  "What  is  all  this?"  she  cried. 
"  What  have  you  done  to  my  husband  ?  Will  nothing 
teach  you  your  position  in  this  house  ?  Will  you  never 
cease  from  making  and  meddling?" 

"  My  lady,"  said  I,  "  since  I  have  been  in  this  house, 
I  have  had  plenty  of  hard  words.  For  a  while  they  were 
my  daily  diet,  and  I  swallowed  them  all.  As  for  to-day, 
you  may  call  me  what  you  please ;  you  will  never  find 
the  name  hard  enough  for  such  a  blunder.  And  yet  I 
meant  it  for  the  best." 

I  told  her  all  with  ingenuity,  even  as  it  is  written 
here ;  and  when  she  had  heard  me  out,  she  pondered, 
and  I  could  see  her  animosity  fall.  '•  Yes,"  she  said, 
"you  meant  well  indeed.  I  have  had  the  same  thought 
myself,  or  the  same  temptation  rather,  which  makes 
me  pardon  you.  But,  dear  God,  can  you  not  under- 
stand that  he  can  bear  no  more  ?  He  can  bear  no 
more  !"  she  cried.  "  The  cord  is  stretched  to  snapping. 
What  matters  the  future,  if  he  have  one  or  two  good 
days?" 
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"Amen,"  said  I.  "I  will  meddle  no  more.  I  am 
pleased  enough  that  you  should  recognize  the  kindness 
of  my  meaning." 

"  Yes,"  said  my  lady,  "  but  when  it  came  to  the  point, 
I  have  to  suppose  your  courage  failed  you  ;  for  what  you 
said  was  said  cruelly."  She  paused,  looking  at  me  ; 
then  suddenly  smiled  a  little,  and  said  a  singular  thing  : 
"  Do  you  know  what  you  are,  Mr.  Mackellar  ?  You  are 
an  old  maid." 

No  more  incident  of  any  note  occurred  in  the  family 
until  the  return  of  that  ill-starred  man,  the  Master. 
But  I  have  to  place  here  a  second  extract  from  the 
memoirs  of  Chevalier  Burke,  interesting  in  itself  and 
highly  necessary  for  my  purpose.  It  is  our  only  sight 
of  the  Master  on  his  Indian  travels  ;  and  the  first  word 
in  these  pages  of  Secundra  Dass.  One  fact,  it  is  to 
observe,  appears  here  very  clearly,  which  if  we  had 
known  some  twenty  years  ago,  how  many  calamities  and 
sorrows  had  been  spared  ! — that  Secundra  Dass  spoke 
English. 


ADVENTURE  OF 
CHEVALIER  BURKE  IN  INDIA. 

(Extracted  from  his  Memoirs.) 

.  .  .  HEBE  was  I,  therefore,  on  the  streets  of  that 
city,  the  name  of  which  I  cannot  call  to  mind,  while 
even  then  I  was  so  ill  acquainted  with  its  situation  that 
I  knew  not  whether  to  go  south  or  north.  The  alert 
being  sudden,  I  had  run  forth  without  shoes  or  stock- 
ings ;  my  hat  had  been  struck  from  my  head  in  the 
mellay ;  my  kit  was  in  the  hands  of  the  English  ;  I  had 
no  companion  but  the  cipaye,  no  weapon  but  my  sword, 
and  the  devil  a  coin  in  my  pocket.  In  short  I  was  for 
all  the  world  like  one  of  those  calendars  with  whom  Mr. 
Galland  has  made  us  acquainted  in  his  elegant  tales. 
These  gentlemen,  you  will  remember,  were  forever  fall- 
ing in  with  extraordinary  incidents ;  and  I  was  myself 
upon  the  brink  of  one  so  astonishing  that  I  protest  I 
cannot  explain  it  to  this  day. 

The  cipaye  was  a  very  honest  man,  he  had  served 
many  years  with  the  French  colours,  and  would  have  let 
himself  be  cut  to  pieces  for  any  of  the  brave  country- 
men of  Mr.  Lally.  It  is  the  same  fellow  (his  name  has 
mite  escaped  me)  of  whom  I  have  narrated  already  a 
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surprising  instance  of  generosity  of  mind :  when  he 
found  Mr.  de  Fessac  and  myself  upon  the  ramparts, 
entirely  overcome  with  liquor,  and  covered  us  with 
straw  while  the  commandant  was  passing  by.  I  con- 
sulted him  therefore  with  perfect  freedom.  It  was  a 
fine  question  what  to  do ;  but  we  decided  at  last  to  esca- 
pade a  garden  wall,  where  we  could  certainly  sleep  in  the 
shadow  of  the  trees,  and  might  perhaps  find  an  occa- 
sion to  get  hold  of  a  pair  of  slippers  and  a  turban.  In 
that  part  of  the  city  we  had  only  the  difficulty  of  the 
choice,  for  it  was  a  quarter  consisting  entirely  of  walled 
gardens,  and  the  lanes  which  divided  them  were  at  that 
hour  of  the  night  deserted.  I  gave  the  cipaye  a  back, 
and  we  had  soon  dropped  into  a  large  enclosure  full  of 
trees.  The  place  was  soaking  with  the  dew  which,  in 
that  country,  is  exceedingly  unwholesome,  above  all  to 
whites ;  yet  my  fatigue  was  so  extreme  that  I  was 
already  half  asleep,  when  the  cipaye  recalled  me  to  my 
senses.  In  the  far  end  of  the  enclosure  a  bright  light 
had  suddenly  shone  out,  and  continued  to  burn  steadily 
among  the  leaves.  It  was  a  circumstance  highly  unu- 
sual in  such  a  place  and  hour ;  and  in  our  situation,  it 
behoved  us  to  proceed  with  some  timidity.  The  cipaye 
was  sent  to  reconnoitre,  and  pretty  soon  returned  with 
the  intelligence  that  we  had  fallen  extremely  amiss,  for 
the  house  belonged  to  a  white  man  who  was  in  all  like- 
lihood English. 

"  Faith,"  says  I,  "  if  there  is  a  white  man  to  be  seen, 
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I  will  have  a  look  at  him  ;  for  the  Lord  be  praised ! 
there  are  more  sorts  than  the  one  ! " 

The  cipaye  led  me  forward  accordingly  to  a  place 
from  which  I  had  a  clear  view  upon  the  house.  It  was 
surrounded  with  a  wide  verandah;  a  lamp,  very  well 
trimmed,  stood  upon  the  floor  of  it ;  and  on  either  side  of 
the  lamp  there  sat  a  man,  cross-legged  after  the  oriental 
manner.  Both,  besides,  were  bundled  up  in  muslin  like 
two  natives  ;  and  yet  one  of  them  was  not  only  a  white 
man,  but  a  man  very  well  known  to  me  and  the  reader : 
being  indeed  that  very  Master  of  Ballantrae  of  whose 
gallantry  and  genius  I  have  had  to  speak  so  often.  Word 
had  reached  me  that  he  was  come  to  the  Indies  ;  though 
we  had  never  met  at  least  and  I  heard  little  of  his  occu- 
pations. But  sure,  I  had  no  sooner  recognized  him,  and 
found  myself  in  the  arms  of  so  old  a  comrade,  than  I 
supposed  my  tribulations  were  quite  done.  I  stepped 
plainly  forth  into  the  light  of  the  moon,  which  shone 
exceeding  strong,  and  hailing  Ballantrae  by  name, 
made  him  in  a  few  words  master  of  my  grievous  situa- 
tion. He  turned,  started  the  least  thing  in  the  world, 
looked  me  fair  in  the  face  while  I  was  speaking,  and 
when  I  had  done,  addressed  himself  to  his  companion  in 
the  barbarous  native  dialect.  The  second  person,  who 
was  of  an  extraordinary  delicate  appearance,  with  legs 
like  walking  canes  and  fingers  like  the  stalk  of  a  tobacco 
pipe  *  now  rose  to  his  feet. 

*  Note  by  Mr.  Mackettar. — Plainly  Secundra  Dass.     E.  McK. 


ADVENTURE   OF   CHEVALIER  BURKE.  193 

"The  Sahib,"  says  he,  "understands  no  English 
language.  I  understand  it  myself,  and  I  see  you  make 
some  small  mistake — 0,  which  may  happen  very  often  ! 
But  the  Sahib  would  be  glad  to  know  how  you  come  in 
a  garden. " 

"  Ballantrae  ! "  I  cried.  "  Have  you  the  damned 
impudence  to  deny  me  to  my  face  ?  " 

Ballantrae  never  moved  a  muscle,  staring  at  me  like 
an  image  in  a  pagoda. 

"The  Sahib  understands  no  English  language,"  says 
the  native,  as  glib  as  before.  "He  be  glad  to  know  how 
you  come  in  a  garden." 

"  O,  the  divil  fetch  him  ! "  says  I.  "  He  would  be 
glad  to  know  how  I  come  in  a  garden,  would  he  ?  Well 
now,  my  dear  man,  just  have  the  civility  to  tell  the 
Sahib,  with  my  kind  love,  that  we  are  two  soldiers  here 
whom  he  never  met  and  never  heard  of,  but  the  cipaye 
is  a  broth  of  a  boy,  and  I  am  a  broth  of  a  boy  myself ; 
and  if  we  don't  get  a  full  meal  of  meat,  and  a  turban,  and 
slippers,  and  the  value  of  a  gold  mohur  in  small  change 
as  a  matter  of  convenience,  bedad,  my  friend,  I  could 
lay  my  finger  on  a  garden  where  there  is  going  to  be 
trouble."  * 

They  carried  their  comedy  so  far  as  to  converse  a  while 
in  Hindustanee ;  and  then,  says  the  Hindu,  with  the 
same  smile,  but  sighing  as  if  he  were  tired  of  the  repeti- 
tion. "The  Sahib  would  be  glad  to  know  how  you 
come  in  a  garden." 
13 
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"  Is  that  the  way  of  it  ?  "  says  I,  and  laying  my  hand 
on  my  sword-hilt,  I  bade  the  cipaye  draw. 

Ballantrae's  Hindu,  still  smiling,  pulled  out  a  pistol 
from  his  bosom,  and  though  Ballantrae  himself  never 
moved  a  muscle,  I  knew  him  well  enough  to  be  sure  he 
was  prepared. 

"  The  Sahib  thinks  you  better  go  away,"  says  the 
Hindu. 

"Well,  to  be  plain,  it  was  what  I  was  thinking  myself ; 
for  the  report  of  a  pistol  would  have  been,  under  provi- 
dence, the  means  of  hanging  the  pair  of  us. 

"Tell  the  Sahib,  I  consider  him  no  gentleman,"  says 
I,  and  turned  away  with  a  gesture  of  contempt. 

I  was  not  gone  three  steps  when  the  voice  of  the 
Hindu  called  me  back.  ' '  The  Sahib  would  be  glad  to 
know  if  you  are  a  dam,  low  Irishman,"  says  he ;  and  at 
the  words  Ballantrae  smiled  and  bowed  very  low. 

"What  is  that?"  says  I. 

"  The  Sahib  say  you  ask  your  friend  Mackellar,"  says 
the  Hindu.  "  The  Sahib  he  cry  quits." 

"Tell  the  Sahib  I  will  give  him  a  cure  for  the  Scots 
fiddle  when  next  we  meet,"  cried  I. 

The  pair  were  still  smiling  as  I  left. 

There  is  little  doubt  some  flaws  may  be  picked  in 
my  own  behaviour  ;  and  when  a  man,  however  gallant, 
appeals  to  posterity  with  an  account  of  his  exploits,  he 
must  almost  certainly  expect  to  share  the  fate  of  Caesar 
and  Alexander,  and  to  meet  with  some  detractors.  But 
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there  is  one  thing  that  can  never  be  laid  at  the  door 
of  Francis  Burke  :  he  never  turned  his  back  on  a 
friend.  .  .  . 

(Here  follows  a  passage  which  the  Chevalier  Burke 
has  been  at  the  pains  to  delete  before  sending  me  his 
manuscript.  Doubtless  it  was  some  very  natural  com- 
plaint of  what  he  supposed  to  be  an  indiscretion  on  my 
part ;  though  indeed,  I  can  call  none  to  mind.  Perhaps 
Mr.  Henry  was  less  guarded  ;  or  it  is  just  possible  the 
Master  found  the  means  to  examine  my  correspondence, 
and  himself  read  the  letter  from  Troyes  :  in  revenge  for 
which  this  cruel  jest  was  perpetrated  on  Mr.  Burke  in 
his  extreme  necessity.  The  Master,  for  all  his  wicked- 
ness, was  not  without  some  natural  affection  ;  I  believe 
he  was  sincerely  attached  to  Mr.  Burke  in  the  begin- 
ning ;  but  the  thought  of  treachery  dried  up  the  springs 
of  his  very  shallow  friendship,  and  his  detestable  nature 
appeared  naked. — E.  McK.) 
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IT  is  a  strange  thing  that  I  should  be  at  a  stick  for  a 
date, — the  date,  besides,  of  an  incident  that  changed  the 
very  nature  of  my  life,  and  sent  us  all  into  foreign  lands. 
But  the  truth  is  I  was  stricken  out  of  all  my  habitudes, 
and  find  my  journals  very  ill  redd-up,*  the  day  not 
indicated  sometimes  for  a  week  or  two  together,  and 
the  whole  fashion  of  the  thing  like  that  of  a  man  near 
desperate.  It  was  late  in  March  at  least,  or  early  in 
April,  1764.  I  had  slept  heavily  and  wakened  with  a 
premonition  of  some  evil  to  befall.  So  strong  was  this 
upon  my  spirit,  that  I  hurried  downstairs  in  my  shirt 
and  breeches,  and  my  hand  (I  remember)  shook  upon  the 
rail.  It  was  a  cold,  sunny  morning  with  a  thick  white 
frost ;  the  blackbirds  sang  exceeding  sweet  and  loud 
about  the  house  of  Durrisdeer,  and  there  was  a  noise  of 
the  sea  in  all  the  chambers.  As  I  came  by  the  doors 
of  the  hall,  another  sound  arrested  me,  of  voices  talking. 
I  drew  nearer  and  stood  like  a  man  dreaming.  Here 
was  certainly  a  human  voice,  and  that  in  my  own  mas- 
ter's house,  and  yet  I  knew  it  not ;  certainly  human 

*  Ordered. 


THE   ENEMY   IN  THE   HOUSE.  197 

speech,  and  that  in  my  native  land  ;  and  yet  listen  as  I 
pleased,  I  could  not  catch  one  syllable.  An  old  tale 
started  up  in  my  mind  of  a  fairy  wife  (or  perhaps  only 
a  wandering  stranger),  that  came  to  the  place  of  my 
fathers  some  generations  back,  and  stayed  the  matter  of 
a  week,  talking  often  in  a  tongue  that  signified  nothing 
to  the  hearers  ;  and  went  again  as  she  had  come,  under 
cloud  of  night,  leaving  not  so  much  as  a  name  behind 
her.  A  little  fear  I  had,  but  more  curiosity ;  and  I 
opened  the  hall  door,  and  entered. 

The  supper  things  still  lay  upon  the  table  ;  the  shut- 
ters were  still  closed,  although  day  peeped  in  the  divi- 
sions ;  and  the  great  room  was  lighted  only  with  a  single 
taper  and  some  lurching  reverberation  of  the  fire.  Close 
in  the  chimney  sat  two  men.  The  one  that  was  wrapped 
in  a  cloak  and  wore  boots,  I  knew  at  once  :  it  was  the 
bird  of  ill  omen  back  again.  Of  the  other,  who  was 
set  close  to  the  red  embers,  and  made  up  into  a  bundle 
like  a  mummy,  I  could  but  see  that  he  was  an  alien,  of 
a  darker  hue  than  any  man  of  Europe,  very  frailly  built, 
with  a  singular  tall  forehead,  and  a  secret  eye.  Several 
bundles  and  a  small  valise  were  on  the  floor  ;  and  to 
judge  by  the  smallness  of  this  luggage,  and  by  the  con- 
dition of  the  Master's  boots,  grossly  patched  by  some 
unscrupulous  country  cobbler,  evil  had  not  prospered. 

He  rose  upon  my  entrance  ;  our  eyes  crossed  ;  and  I 
know  not  why  it  should  have  been,  but  my  courage  rose 
like  a  lark  on  a  May  morning.  f 
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"Ha!"  said  I,  "is  this  you  ?" — and  I  was  pleased 
with  the  unconcern  of  my  own  voice. 

"  It  is  even  myself,  worthy  Mackellar,"  says  the  Master. 

"  This  time  you  have  brought  the  black  dog  visibly 
upon  your  back,"  I  continued. 

"Keferring  to  Secundra  Dass?"  asked  the  Master. 
"  Let  me  present  you.  He  is  a  native  gentleman  of 
India." 

"Hum!"  said  I.  "I  am  no  great  lover  either  of 
you  or  your  friends,  Mr.  Bally.  But  I  will  let  a  little 
daylight  in  and  have  a  look  at  you."  And  so  saying, 
I  undid  the  shutters  of  the  eastern  window. 

By  the  light  of  the  morning,  I  could  perceive  the  man 
was  changed.  Later,  when  we  were  all  together,  I  was 
more  struck  to  see  how  lightly  time  had  dealt  with  him  ; 
but  the  first  glance  was  otherwise. 

"  You  are  getting  an  old  man,"  said  I. 

A  shade  came  upon  his  face.  "  If  you  could  see  your- 
self," said  he,  "you  would  perhaps  not  dwell  upon  the 
topic." 

"  Hut  ! "  I  returned,  "  old  age  is  nothing  to  me.  I 
think  I  have  been  always  old ;  and  I  am  now,  I  thank 
God,  better  known  and  more  respected.  It  is  not  every 
one  that  can  say  that,  Mr.  Bally  !  The  lines  in  your 
brow  are  calamities ;  your  life  begins  to  close  in  upon 
you  like  a  prison ;  death  will  soon  be  rapping  at  the 
door  ;  and  I  see  not  from  what  source  you  are  to  draw 
your  consolations." 
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Here  the  Master  addressed  himself  to  Secundra  Dass 
in  Hindustanee ;  from  which  I  gathered  (I  freely  con- 
fess, with  a  high  degree  of  pleasure)  that  my  remarks 
annoyed  him.  All  this  while,  you  may  be  sure,  my 
mind  had  been  busy  upon  other  matters  even  while  I 
rallied  my  enemy  ;  and  chiefly  as  to  how  I  should  com- 
municate secretly  and  quickly  with  my  lord.  To  this, 
in  the  breathing-space  now  given  me,  I  turned  all  the 
forces  of  my  mind  ;  when,  suddenly  shifting  my  eyes,  I 
was  aware  of  the  man  himself  standing  in  the  doorway, 
and  to  all  appearance  quite  composed.  He  had  no  sooner 
met  my  looks  than  he  stepped  across  the  threshold. 
The  Master  heard  him  coming,  and  advanced  upon  the 
other  side  ;  about  four  feet  apart,  these  brothers  came 
to  a  full  pause  and  stood  exchanging  steady  looks  and 
then  my  lord  smiled,  bowed  a  little  forward,  and  turned 
briskly  away. 

"Mackellar,"  says  he,  "we  must  see  to  breakfast  for 
these  travellers." 

It  was  plain  the  Master  was  a  trifle  disconcerted ;  but 
he  assumed  the  more  impudence  of  speech  and  manner. 
"  I  am  as  hungry  as  a  hawk,"  says  he.  "  Let  it  be  some- 
thing good,  Henry." 

My  lord  turned  to  him  with  the  same  hard  smile. 
"  Lord  Durrisdeer,"  says  he. 

"  Oh,  never  in  the  family  !"  returned  the  Master. 

"Everyone  in  this  house  renders  me  my  proper  title," 
Bays  my  Lord.  "  If  it  please  you  to  make  an  exception, 
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I  will  leave  you  to  consider  what  appearance  it  will  bear 
to  strangers,  and  whether  it  may  not  be  translated  as  an 
effect  of  impotent  jealousy." 

I  could  have  clapped  my  hands  together  with  delight : 
the  more  so  as  my  lord  left  no  time  for  any  answer,  but, 
bidding  me  with  a  sign  to  follow  him,  went  straight  out 
of  the  hall. 

"Come  quick,"  says  .he,  "we  have  to  sweep  vermin 
from  the  house."  And  he  sped  through  the  passages 
with  so  swift  a  step  that  I  could  scarce  keep  up  with 
him,  straight  to  the  door  of  John  Paul,  the  which  he 
opened  without  summons  and  walked  in.  John  was  to 
all  appearance  sound  asleep,  but  my  lord  made  no  pre- 
tence of  waking  him. 

"John  Paul,"  said  he,  speaking  as  quietly  as  ever  I 
heard  him,  "you  served  my  father  long,  or  I  would 
pack  you  from  the  house  like  a  dog.  If  in  half  an 
hour's  time  I  find  you  gone,  yon  shall  continue  to 
receive  your  wages  in  Edinburgh.  If  you  linger  here 
or  in  St.  Bride's— old  man,  old  servant,  and  alto- 
gether— I  shall  find  some  very  astonishing  way  to 
make  you  smart  for  your  disloyalty.  Up,  and  begone. 
The  door  you  let  them  in  by  will  serve  for  your  de- 
parture. I  do  not  choose  my  son  shall  see  your  face 
again." 

"I  am  rejoiced  to  find  you  bear  the  thing  so  quietly," 
said  I,  when  we  were  forth  again  by  ourselves. 

"  Quietly ! "  cries  he,  and  put  my  hand  suddenly 
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against  his  heart,  which  struck  upon  his  bosom  like  a 
sledge. 

At  this  revelation  I  was  filled  with  wonder  and  fear. 
There  was  no  constitution  could  bear  so  violent  a  strain 
— his  least  of  all,  that  was  unhinged  already  ;  and  I 
decided  in  my  mind  that  we  must  bring  this  monstrous 
situation  to  an  end. 

"  It  would  be  well,  I  think,  if  I  took  word  to  my 
lady/'  said  I.  Indeed,  he  should  have  gone  himself,  but 
I  counted  (not  in  vain)  on  his  indifference. 

"Aye,"  says  he,  "  do.  I  will  hurry  breakfast :  we  must 
all  appear  at  the  table,  even  Alexander  ;  it  must  appear 
we  are  untroubled," 

I  ran  to  my  lady's  room,  and,  with  no  preparatory 
cruelty,  disclosed  my  news. 

"  My  mind  was  long  ago  made  up,"  said  she.  "  We 
must  make  our  packets  secretly  to-day,  and  leave  secretly 
to-night.  Thank  Heaven,  we  have  another  house  !  The 
first  ship  that  sails  shall  bear  us  to  New  York." 

"  And  what  of  him  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  We  leave  him  Durrisdeer,"  she  cried.  "  Let  him 
work  his  pleasure  upon  that." 

"  Not  so,  by  your  leave,"  said  I.  "  There  shall  be  a 
dog  at  his  heels  that  can  hold  fast.  Bed  he  shall  have, 
and  board,  and  a  horse  to  ride  upon,  if  he  behave  him- 
self ;  but  the  keys  (if  you  think  well  of  it,  my  lady) 
shall  be  left  in  the  hands  of  one  Mackellar.  There  will 
be  good  care  taken ;  trust  him  for  that." 
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"Mr.  Mackellar,"  she  cried,  "I  thank  you  for  that 
thought !  All  shall  be  left  in  your  hands.  If  we  must 
go  into  a  savage  country,  I  bequeath  it  to  you  to  take 
our  vengeance.  Send  Macconochie  to  St.  Bride's,  to 
arrange  privately  for  horses  and  to  call  the  lawyer.  My 
lord  must  leave  procuration." 

At  that  moment  my  lord  came  to  the  door,  and  we 
opened  our  plan  to  him. 

"I  will  never  hear  of  it,"  he  cried  ;  "he  would  think 
I  feared  him.  I  will  stay  in  my  own  house,  please  God, 
until  I  die.  There  lives  not  the  man  can  beard  me  out 
of  it.  Once  and  for  all,  here  I  am  and  here  I  stay,  in 
spite  of  all  the  devils  in  hell."  I  can  give  no  idea  of  the 
vehemency  of  his  words  and  utterance  ;  but  we  both 
stood  aghast,  and  I  in  particular,  who  had  been  a  wit- 
ness of  his  former  self-restraint. 

My  lady  looked  at  me  with  an  appeal  that  went  to  my 
heart  and  recalled  me  to  my  wits.  I  made  her  a  private 
sign  to  go,  and,  when  my  lord  and  I  were  alone,  went  up 
to  him  where  he  was  racing  to  and  fro  in  one  end  of  the 
room  like  a  half-lunatic,  and  set  my  hand  firmly  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  My  lord,"  says  I,  "  I  am  going  to  be  the  plain-dealer 
once  more  ;  if  for  the  last  time,  so  much  the  better,  for 
I  am  grown  weary  of  the  part." 

"  Nothing  will  change  me,"  he  answered.  "  God 
forbid  I  should  refuse  to  hear  you ;  but  nothing 
will  change  me."  This  he  said  firmly,  with  no 
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signal  of  the  former  violence,  which  already  raised  my 
hopes. 

"Very  well,"  paid  I.  "I  can  afford  to  waste  my 
breath."  I  pointed  to  a  chair,  and  he  sat  down  and 
looked  at  me.  "I  can  remember  a  time  when  my  lady 
very  much  neglected  you,"  said  I. 

"I  never  spoke  of  it  while  it  lasted,"  returned  my 
lord,  with  a  high  flush  of  color  ;  "  and  it  is  all  changed 
now." 

"  Do  you  know  how  much  ?  "  I  said.  "  Do  you  know 
how  much  it  is  all  changed  ?  The  tables  are  turned, 
my  lord  !  It  is  my  lady  that  now  courts  you  for  a 
word,  a  look,  ay  and  courts  you  in  vain.  Do  you  know 
with  whom  she  passes  her  days  while  you  are  out  galli- 
vanting in  the  policies  ?  My  lord,  she  is  glad  to  pass 
them  with  a  certain  dry  old  grieve  *  of  the  name  of 
Ephraim  Mackellar ;  and  I  think  you  may  be  able  to 
remember  what  that  means,  for  I  am  the  more  in  a 
mistake  or  you  were  once  driven  to  the  same  company 
yourself. " 

"  Mackellar ! "  cries  my  lord,  getting  to  his  feet.  "  0 
my  God,  Mackellar  !  " 

"It  is  neither  the  name  of  Mackellar  nor  the  name  of 
God  that  can  change  the  truth,"  said  I ;  "and  I  am  telling 
you  the  fact.  Now,  for  you,  that  suffered  so  much,  tc 
deal  out  the  same  suffering  to  another,  is  that  the  part 
of  any  Christian  ?  But  you  are  so  swallowed  up  in  youi 
*  Land  steward. 
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new  friend  that  the  old  are  all  forgotten.  They  are  all 
clean  vanished  from  your  memory.  And  yet  they  stood 
by  you  at  the  darkest ;  my  lady  not  the  least.  And  does 
my  lady  ever  cross  your  mind  ?  Does  it  ever  cross  your 
mind  what  she  went  through  that  night  ? — or  what  man- 
ner of  a  wife  she  has  been  to  you  thenceforward  ? — or  in 
what  kind  of  a  position  she  finds  herself  to-day  ?  Never. 
It  is  your  pride  to  stay  and  face  him  out,  and  she  must 
stay  along  with  you.  0,  my  lord's  pride — that's  the  great 
affair  !  And  yet  she  is  the  woman,  and  you  are  a  great, 
hulking  man  !  She  is  the  woman  that  you  swore  to 
protect ;  and,  more  betoken,  the  own  mother  of  that  son 
of  yours  ! " 

"You  are  speaking  very  bitterly,  Mackellar,"  said  he-; 
"  but,  the  Lord  knows,  I  fear  you  are  speaking  very  true. 
I  have  not  proved  worthy  of  my  happiness.  Bring  my 
lady  back." 

My  lady  was  waiting  near  at  hand  to  learn  the  issue. 
When  I  brought  her  in,  my  lord  took  a  hand  of  each  of 
us  and  laid  them  both  upon  his  bosom.  "I  have  had 
two  friends  in  my  life,"  said  he.  "All  the  comfort 
ever  I  had,  it  came  from  one  or  other.  When  you  two 
are  in  a  mind,  I  think  I  would  be  an  ungrateful  dog  " — 
He  shut  his  mouth  very  hard,  and  looked  on  us  with 
swimming  eyes.  "Do  what  ye  like  with  me/'  says  he, 
" only  don't  think" —  He  stopped  again.  "Do  what 
ye  please  with  me  :  God  knows  I  love  and  honour 
you."  And  dropping  our  two  hands,  he  turned  his 
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back  and  went  and  gazed  out  of  the  window.  But  my 
lady  ran  after,  calling  his  name,  and  threw  herself 
upon  his  neck  in  a  passion  of  weeping. 

I  went  out  and  shut  the  door  behind  me,  and  stood 
and  thanked  God  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 

At  the  breakfast  board,  according  to  my  lord's  design, 
we  were  all  met.  The  Master  had  by  that  time  plucked 
off  his  patched  boots  and  made  a  toilet  suitable  to  the 
hour;  Secundra  Dass  was  no  longer  bundled  up  in 
wrappers,  but  wore  a  decent  plain  black  suit,  which 
misbecame  him  strangely ;  and  the  pair  were  at  the 
great  window  looking  forth,  when  the  family  entered. 
They  turned ;  and  the  black  man  (as  they  had  already 
named  him  in  the  house)  bowed  almost  to  his  knees,  but 
the  Master  was  for  running  forward  like  one  of  the 
family.  My  lady  stopped  him,  courtesying  low  from  the 
far  end  of  the  hall,  and  keeping  her  children  at  her 
back.  My  lord  was  a  little  in  front :  so  there  were 
the  three  cousins  of  Durrisdeer  face  to  face.  The  hand 
of  time  was  very  legible  on  all ;  I  seemed  to  read  in 
their  changed  faces  a  memento  mori  ;  and  what  affected 
me  still  more,  it  was  the  wicked  man  that  bore  his  years 
the  handsomest.  My  lady  was  quite  transfigured  into 
the  matron,  a  becoming  woman  for  the  head  of  a  great 
tableful  of  children  and  dependents.  My  lord  was 
grown  slack  in  his  limbs ;  he  stooped ;  he  walked  with 
a  running  motion,  as  though  he  had  learned  again  from 
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Mr.  Alexander ;  his  face  was  drawn  ;  it  seemed  a  trifle 
longer  than  of  old ;  and  it  wore  at  times  a  smile  very 
singularly  mingled,  and  which  (in  my  eyes)  appeared 
both  bitter  and  pathetic.  But  the  Master  still  bore  him- 
self erect,  although  perhaps  with  effort ;  his  brow  barred 
about  the  centre  with  imperious  lines,  his  mouth  set  as 
for  command.  He  had  all  the  gravity  and  something  of 
the  splendor  of  Satan  in  the  "Paradise  Lost."  I  could 
not  help  but  see  the  man  with  admiration,  and  was  only 
surprised  that  I  saw  him  with  so  little  fear. 

But  indeed  (as  long  as  we  were  at  the  table)  it  seemed 
as  if  his  authority  were  quite  vanished  and  his  teeth  all 
drawn.  "We  had  known  him  a  magician  that  controlled 
the  elements;  and  here  he  was,  transformed  into  an 
ordinary  gentleman,  chatting  like  his  neighbors  at  the 
breakfast  board.  For  now  the  father  was  dead,  and  my 
lord  and  lady  reconciled,  in  what  ear  was  he  to  pour  his 
calumnies  ?  It  came  upon  me  in  a  kind  of  vision  how 
hugely  I  had  overrated  the  man's  subtlety.  He  had  his 
malice  still,  he  was  false  as  ever;  and,  the  occasion  being 
gone  that  made  his  strength,  he  sat  there  impotent ;  he 
was  still  the  viper,  but  now  spent  his  venom  on  a  file. 
Two  more  thoughts  occurred  to  me  while  yet  we  sat 
at  breakfast :  the  first,  that  he  was  abashed— I  had 
almost  said  distressed — to  find  his  wickedness  quite 
unavailing;  the  second,  that  perhaps  my  lord  was  in 
the  right,  and  we  did  amiss  to  fly  from  our  dismasted 
enemy.  But  my  poor  master's  leaping  heart  came  in 
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my  mind,  and  I  remembered  it  was  for  his  life  we  played 
the  coward. 

When  the  meal  was  over,  the  Master  followed  me  to 
my  room,  and,  taking  a  chair  (which  I  had  never  offered 
him),  asked  me  what  was  to  be  done  with  him. 

"  Why,  Mr.  Bally,"  said  I,  "  the  house  will  still  be 
open  to  you  for  a  time." 

"  For  a  time  ?  "  says  he.  "I  do  not  know  if  I  quite 
take  your  meaning." 

"  It  is  plain  enough,"  said  I.  "  We  keep  you  for  our 
reputation  ;  as  soon  as  you  shall  have  publicly  disgraced 
yourself  by  some  of  your  misconduct,  we  shall  pack  you 
forth  again." 

"  You  are  become  an  impudent  rogue,"  said  the 
Master,  bending  his  brows  at  me  dangerously. 

"I  learned  in  a  good  school,"  I  returned.  "And 
you  must  have  perceived  yourself,  that  with  my  old 
lord's  death  your  power  is  quite  departed.  I  do  not 
fear  you  now,  Mr.  Bally  ;  I  think  even — God  forgive 
me — that  I  take  a  certain  pleasure  in  your  company." 

He  broke  out  in  a  burst  of  laughter,  which  I  clearly 
saw  to  be  assumed. 

"I  have  come  with  empty  pockets,"  says  he,  after  a 
pause. 

"I  do  not  think  there  will  be  any  money  going,"  I 
replied.  "  I  would  advise  you  not  to  build  on  that." 

"I  shall  have  something  is  say  on  the  point,"  he 
returned. 
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"Indeed?"  said  I.  "I  have  not  a  guess  what  it 
will  be,  then." 

"Oh,  you  affect  confidence,"  said  the  Master.  "I 
have  still  one  strong  position, — that  you  people  fear  a 
scandal,  and  I  enjoy  it." 

"Pardon  me,  Mr.  Bally,"  says  I.  "We  do  not  in 
the  least  fear  a  scandal  against  you." 

He  laughed  again.  "  You  have  been  studying  repar- 
tee," he  said.  "  But  speech  is  very  easy,  and  some- 
times very  deceptive.  I  warn  you  fairly  :  you  will  find 
me  vitriol  in  the  house.  You  would  do  wiser  to  pay 
money  down,  and  see  my  back."  And  with  that,  he 
waved  his  hand  to  me  and  left  the  room. 

A  little  after,  my  lord  came  with  the  lawyer,  Mr. 
Carlyle  ;  a  bottle  of  old  wine  was  brought,  and  we  all 
had  a  glass  before  we  fell  to  business.  The  necessary 
deeds  were  then  prepared  and  executed,  and  the  Scotch 
estates  made  over  in  trust  to  Mr.  Carlyle  and  myself. 

"There  is  one  point,  Mr.  Carlyle,"  said  my  lord, 
when  these  affairs  had  been  adjusted,  "  on  which  I  wish 
that  you  would  do  us  justice.  This  sudden  departure 
coinciding  with  my  brother's  return  will  be  certainly 
commented  on.  I  wish  you  would  discourage  any  con- 
junction of  the  two." 

11 1  will  make  a  point  of  it,  my  lord,"  said  Mr. 
Carlyle.  "  The  Mas — Mr.  Bally  does  not  then  accom- 
pany you  ?  " 

"It  is  a  point   I  must  approach,"  said  my  lord. 
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"Mr.  Bally  remains  at  Durrisdeer  under  the  care  of 
Mr.  Mackellar ;  and  I  do  not  mean  that  he  shall  even 
know  our  destination." 

"  Common  report,  however — "  began  the  lawyer. 

"Ah,  but,  Mr.  Carlyle,  this  is  to  be  a  secret  quite 
among  ourselves,"  interrupted  my  lord.  "None  but 
you  and  Mackellar  are  to  be  made  acquainted  with  my 
movements." 

"  And  Mr.  Bally  stays  here  ?  Quite  so,"  said  Mr. 
Carlyle.  "The  powers  you  leave — "  Then  he  broke 
off  again.  "  Mr.  Mackellar,  we  have  a  rather  heavy 
weight  upon  us." 

"  No  doubt,  sir,"  said  I. 

"No  doubt,"  said  he.  "Mr.  Bally  will  have  no 
voice  ?" 

"He  will  have  no  voice,"  said  my  lord,  "and  I  hope 
no  influence.  Mr.  Bally  is  not  a  good  adviser." 

"I  see,"  said  the  lawyer.  "By  the  way,  has  Mr. 
Bally  means  ?  " 

"I  understand  him  to  have  nothing,"  replied  my 
lord.  "  I  give  him  table,  fire,  and  candle  in  this  house." 

"  And  in  the  matter  of  an  allowance  ? — If  I  am 
to  share  the  responsibility,  you  will  see  how  highly 
desirable  it  is  that  I  should  understand  your  views," 
Baid  the  lawyer.  "  On  the  question  of  an  allowance  ?  " 

"There  will  be  no  allowance,"  said  my  lord.     "I 
wish   Mr.    Bally  to  live  very  private.     We   have  not 
always  been  gratified  with  his  behaviour." 
14 
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"And  in  the  matter  of  money,"  I  added,  "he  has 
shown  himself  an  infamous  bad  husband.  Glance  your 
eye  upon  that  docket,  Mr.  Carlyle,  where  I  have  brought 
together  the  different  sums  the  man  has  drawn  from 
the  estate  in  the  last  fifteen  or  twenty  years.  The  total 
is  pretty." 

Mr.  Carlyle  made  the  motion  of  whistling.  ' '  I  had 
no  guess  of  this,"  said  he.  "  Excuse  me  once  more,  my 
lord,  if  I  appear  to  push  you ;  but  it  is  really  desira- 
ble I  should  penetrate  your  intentions :  Mr.  Mackellar 
might  die,  when  I  should  find  myself  alone  upon  this 
trust.  Would  it  not  be  rather  your  lordship's  prefer- 
ence that  Mr.  Bally  should — ahem — should  leave  the 
country  ?  " 

My  lord  looked  at  Mr.  Carlyle.  "  Why  do  you  ask 
that  ?  "  said  he. 

"  I  gather,  my  lord,  that  Mr.  Bally  is  not  a  comfort 
to  his  family,"  says  the  lawyer  with  a  smile. 

My  lord's  face  became  suddenly  knotted.  "  I  wish  he 
was  in  hell,"  cried  he,  and  filled  himself  a  glass  of  wine, 
but  with  a  hand  so  tottering  that  he  spilled  the  half 
into  his  bosom.  This  was  the  second  time  that,  in  the 
midst  of  the  most  regular  and  wise  behaviour,  his  ani- 
mosity had  spirted  out.  It  startled  Mr.  Carlyle,  who 
observed  my  lord  thenceforth  with  covert  curiosity,  and 
to  me  it  restored  the  certainty  that  we  were  acting  for 
the  best  in  view  of  my  lord's  health  and  reason. 

Except  for  this  explosion,  the  interview  was  very  sue- 
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cessf  ully  conducted.  No  doubt  Mr.  Carlyle  would  talk ; 
as  lawyers  do,  little  by  little.  We  could  thus  feel  we  had 
laid  the  foundations  of  a  better  feeling  in  the  country  ; 
and  the  man's  own  misconduct  would  certainly  complete 
what  we  had  begun.  Indeed,  before  his  departure,  the 
lawyer  showed  us  there  had  already  gone  abroad  some 
glimmerings  of  the  truth. 

"  I  should  perhaps  explain  to  you,  my  lord,"  said  he, 
pausing,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  "that  I  have  not 
been  altogether  surprised  with  your  lordship's  dispo- 
sitions in  the  case  of  Mr.  Bally.  Something  of  this 
nature  oozed  out  when  he  was  last  in  Durrisdeer.  There 
was  some  talk  of  a  woman  at  St.  Bride's,  to  whom  you 
had  behaved  extremely  handsome,  and  Mr.  Bally  with  no 
small  degree  of  cruelty.  There  was  the  entail  again, 
which  was  much  controverted.  In  short,  there  was  no 
want  of  talk,  back  and  forward  ;  and  some  of  our  wise- 
acres took  up  a  strong  opinion.  I  remained  in  suspense, 
as  became  one  of  my  cloth  ;  but  Mr.  Mackellar's  docket 
here  has  finally  opened  my  eyes.  I  do  not  think,  Mr. 
Mackellar,  that  you  and  I  will  give  him  that  much  rope." 

The  rest  of  that  important  day  passed  prosperously 
through.  It  was  our  policy  to  keep  the  enemy  in  view, 
and  I  took  my  turn  to  be  his  watchman  with  the  rest. 
I  think  his  spirits  rose  as  he  perceived  us  to  be  so  atten- 
tive :  and  I  know  that  mine  insensibly  declined.  What 
chiefly  daunted  me  was  the  man's  singular  dexterity  to 


212  THE   MASTER   OF  BALLANTRAE. 

worm  himself  into  our  troubles.  You  may  have  felt 
(after  a  horse  accident)  the  hand  of  a  bone-setter  artfully 
divide  and  interrogate  the  muscles,  and  settle  strongly 
on  the  injured  place  ?  It  was  so  with  the  Master's  tongue 
that  was  so  cunning  to  question,  and  his  eyes  that  were 
so  quick  to  observe.  I  seemed  to  have  said  nothing,  and 
yet  to  have  let  all  out.  Before  I  knew  where  I  was,  the 
man  was  condoling  with  me  on  my  lord's  neglect  of 
my  lady  and  myself,  and  his  hurtful  indulgence  to  his 
son.  On  this  last  point  I  perceived  him  (with  panic  fear) 
to  return  repeatedly.  The  boy  had  displayed  a  certain 
shrinking  from  his  uncle ;  it  was  strong  in  my  mind 
his  father  had  been  fool  enough  to  indoctrinate  the 
same,  which  was  no  wise  beginning  :  and  when  I  looked 
upon  the  man  before  me,  still  so  handsome,  so  apt  a 
speaker,  with  so  great  a  variety  of  fortunes  to  relate,  I 
saw  he  was  the  very  personage  to  captivate  a  boyish  fancy. 
John  Paul  had  left  only  that  morning  ;  it  was  not  to  be 
supposed  he  had  been  altogether  dumb  upon  his  favour- 
ite subject :  so  that  here  would  be  Mr.  Alexander  in 
the  part  of  Dido,  with  a  curiosity  inflamed  to  hear  ;  and 
there  would  be  the  Master  like  a  diabolical  ^Eneas,  full 
of  matter  the  most  pleasing  in  the  world  to  any  youthful 
ear,  such  as  battles,  sea-disasters,  flights,  the  forests  of 
the  west,  and  (since  his  later  voyage)  the  ancient  cities 
of  the  Indies.  How  cunningly  these  baits  might  be 
employed,  and  what  an  empire  might  be  so  founded, 
little  by  little,  in  the  mind  of  any  boy,  stood  obviously 
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clear  to  me.  There  was  no  inhibition,  so  long  as  the  man 
was  in  the  house,  that  would  be  strong  enough  to  hold 
these  two  apart ;  for  if  it  be  hard  to  charm  serpents,  it  is 
no  very  difficult  thing  to  cast  a  glamour  on  a  little  chip 
of  manhood  not  very  long  in  breeches.  I  recalled  an 
ancient  sailor-man  who  dwelt  in  a  lone  house  beyond  the 
Figgate  Whins  (I  believe  he  called  it  after  Portobello), 
and  how  the  boys  would  troop  out  of  Leith  on  a  Satur- 
day, and  sit  and  listen  to  his  swearing  tales,  as  thick 
as  crows  about  a  carrion  :  a  thing  I  often  remarked  as 
I  went  by,  a  young  student,  on  my  own  more  meditative 
holiday  diversion.  Many  of  these  boys  went,  no  doubt, 
in  the  face  of  an  express  command ;  many  feared  and 
even  hated  the  old  brute  of  whom  they  made  their  hero ; 
and  I  have  seen  them  flee  from  him  when  he  was  tipsy, 
and  stone  him  when  he  was  drunk.  And  yet  there  they 
came  each  Saturday  !  How  much  more  easily  would 
a  boy  like  Mr.  Alexander  fall  under  the  influence  of  a 
high-looking,  high-spoken  gentleman-adventurer,  who 
should  conceive  the  fancy  to  entrap  him  ;  and,  the 
influence  gained,  how  easy  to  employ  it  for  the  child's 
perversion  ! 

I  doubt  if  our  enemy  had  named  Mr.  Alexander  three 
times,  before  I  perceived  which  way  his  mind  was  aim- 
ing,— all  this  train  of  thought  and  memory  passed  in  one 
pulsation  through  my  own, — and  you  may  say  I  started 
back  as  though  an  open  hole  had  gaped  across  a  path- 
way. Mr.  Alexander  :  there  was  the  weak  point,  there 
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was  the  Eve  in  our  perishable  paradise ;  and  the  serpent 
was  already  hissing  on  the  trail. 

I  promise  you  I  went  the  more  heartily  about  the 
preparations  ;  my  last  scruple  gone,  the  danger  of  delay 
written  before  me  in  huge  characters.  From  that 
moment  forth,  I  seem  not  to  have  sat  down  or  breathed. 
Now  I  would  be  at  my  post  with  the  Master  and  his 
Indian ;  now  in  the  garret  buckling  a  valise  ;  now  send- 
ing forth  Macconochie  by  the  side  postern  and  the  wood- 
path  to  bear  it  to  the  trysting-place  ;  and  again,  snatch- 
ing some  words  of  counsel  with  my  lady.  This  was  the 
verso  of  our  life  in  Durrisdeer  that  day  ;  but  on  the  recto 
all  appeared  quite  settled,  as  of  a  family  at  home  in  its 
paternal  seat ;  and  what  perturbation  may  have  been 
observable,  the  Master  would  set  down  to  the  blow  of  his 
unlooked-for  coming  and  the  fear  he  was  accustomed  to 
inspire. 

Supper  went  creditably  off,  cold  salutations  passed, 
and  the  company  trooped  to  their  respective  chambers. 
I  attended  the  Master  to  the  last.  We  had  put  him 
next  door  to  his  Indian,  in  the  north  wing ;  because 
that  was  the  most  distant  and  could  be  severed  from  the 
body  of  the  house  with  doors.  I  saw  he  was  a  kind 
friend  or  a  good  master  (whichever  it  was)  to  his  Secun- 
dra  Dass  :  seeing  to  his  comfort ;  mending  the  fire  with 
his  own  hand,  for  the  Indian  complained  of  cold ;  in- 
quiring as  to  the  rice  on  which  the  stranger  made  his 
diet ;  talking  with  him  pleasantly  in  the  Hindustanee, 
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while  I  stood  by,  my  candle  in  my  hand,  and  affected 
to  be  overcome  with  slumber.  At  length  the  Master 
observed  my  signals  of  distress.  "  I  perceive,"  says  he, 
"  that  you  have  all  your  ancient  habits  :  early  to  bed 
and  early  to  rise.  Yawn  yourself  away  !  " 

Once  in  my  own  room,  I  made  the  customary  motions 
of  undressing,  so  that  I  might  time  myself  ;  and  when 
the  cycle  was  complete,  set  my  tinder-box  ready  and  blew 
out  my  taper.  The  matter  of  an  hour  afterward,  I  made 
a  light  again,  put  on  my  shoes  of  list  that  I  had  worn 
by  my  lord's  sick-bed,  and  set  forth  into  the  house  to  call 
the  voyagers.  All  were  dressed  and  waiting, — my  lord, 
my  lady,  Miss  Katharine,  Mr.  Alexander,  my  lady's 
woman  Christie;  and  I  observed  the  effect  of  secrecy 
even  upon  quite  innocent  persons,  that  one  after  another 
showed  in  the  chink  of  the  door  a  face  as  white  as  paper. 
"We  slipped  out  of  the  side  postern  into  a  night  of  dark- 
ness, scarce  broken  by  a  star  or  two  ;  so  that  at  first  we 
groped  and  stumbled  and  fell  among  the  bushes.  A  few 
hundred  yards  up  the  wood-path,  Macconochie  was  wait- 
ing us  with  a  great  lantern  ;  so  the  rest  of  the  way  we 
went  easy  enough,  but  still  in  a  kind  of  guilty  silence. 
A  little  beyond  the  abbey,  the  path  debouched  on  the 
main  road ;  and  some  quarter  of  a  mile  farther,  at  the 
place  called  Eagles,  where  the  moors  begin,  we  saw  the 
lights  of  the  two  carriages  stand  shining  by  the  way- 
side. Scarce  a  word  or  two  was  uttered  at  our  parting, 
and  these  regarded  business  :  a  silent  grasping  of  hands, 
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a  turning  of  faces  aside,  and  the  thing  was  over  ;  the 
horses  broke  into  a  trot,  the  lamplight  sped  like  Will 
o'  the  Wisp  upon  the  broken  moorland,  it  dipped  beyond 
Stony  Brae;  and  there  were  Macconochie  and  I  alone 
with  our  lantern  on  the  road.  There  was  one  thing 
more  to  wait  for;  and  that  was  the  reappearance  of  the 
coach  upon  Cartmore.  It  seems  they  must  have  pulled 
up  upon  the  summit,  looked  back  for  a  last  time,  and 
seen  our  lantern  not  yet  moved  away  from  the  place 
of  separation.  For  a  lamp  was  taken  from  a  carriage, 
and  waved  three  times  up  and  down  by  way  of  a  fare- 
well. And  then  they  were  gone  indeed,  having  looked 
their  last  on  the  kind  roof  of  Durrisdeer,  their  faces 
toward  a  barbarous  country.  I  never  knew,  before,  the 
greatness  of  that  vault  of  night  in  which  we  two  poor 
serving-men,  the  one  old  and  the  one  elderly,  stood  for 
the  first  time  deserted ;  I  had  never  felt,  before,  my 
own  dependency  upon  the  countenance  of  others.  The 
sense  of  isolation  burned  in  my  bowels  like  a  fire.  It 
seemed  that  we  who  remained  at  home  were  the  true 
exiles ;  and  that  Durrisdeer,  and  Solwayside,  and  all 
that  made  my  country  native,  its  air  good  to  me,  and 
its  language  welcome,  had  gone  forth  and  was  for  over 
the  sea  with  my  old  masters. 

The  remainder  of  that  night  I  paced  to  and  fro  on 
the  smooth  highway,  reflecting  on  the  future  and  the 
past.  My  thoughts,  which  at  first  dwelled  tenderly  on 
those  who  were  just  gone,  took  a  more  manly  temper  as 
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I  considered  what  remained  for  me  to  do.  Day  came 
upon  the  inland  mountain-tops,  and  the  fowls  began  to 
cry  and  the  smoke  of  homesteads  to  arise  in  the  brown 
bosom  of  the  moors,  before  I  turned  my  face  homeward 
and  went  down  the  path  to  where  the  roof  of  Durrisdeer 
shone  in  the  morning  by  the  sea. 

At  the  customary  hour  I  had  the  Master  called,  and 
awaited  his  coming  in  the  hall  with  a  quiet  mind. 
He  looked  about  him  at  the  empty  room  and  the  three 
covers  set. 

"  We  are  a  small  party,"  said  he.  "  How  comes 
that?" 

"  This  is  the  party  to  which  we  must  grow  accus- 
tomed," I  replied. 

He  looked  at  me  with  a  sudden  sharpness.  "  What 
is  all  this  ?  "  said  he. 

"You  and  I  and  your  friend  Mr.  Dass  are  now  all 
the  company,"  I  replied.  "My  lord,  my  lady,  and  the 
children  are  gone  upon  a  voyage." 

"Upon  my  word!"  said  he.  "Can  this  be  possi- 
ble ?  I  have  indeed  fluttered  your  Volscians  in  Corioli  ! 
But  this  is  no  reason  why  our  breakfast  should  go  cold. 
Sit  down,  Mr.  Mackellar,  if  you  please  " — taking,  as  he 
spoke,  the  head  of  the  table,  which  I  had  designed  to 
occupy  myself — "  and  as  we  eat,  you  can  give  me  the 
details  of  this  evasion." 

I  could  see  he  was  more  affected  than  his  language 
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carried,  and  I  determined  to  equal  him  in  coolness.  ' '  I 
was  about  to  ask  you  to  take  the  head  of  the  table," 
said  I ;  "  for  though  I  am  now  thrust  into  the  position 
of  your  host,  I  could  never  forget  that  you  were,  after 
all,  a  member  of  the  family." 

For  a  while  he  played  the  part  of  entertainer,  giv- 
ing directions  to  Macconochie,  who  received  them  with 
an  evil  grace,  and  attending  specially  upon  Secundra. 
"  And  where  has  my  good  family  withdrawn  to  ? "  he 
asked  carelessly. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Bally,  that  is  another  point!"  said  I. 
"  I  have  no  orders  to  communicate  their  destination." 

"To  me,"  he  corrected. 

"  To  any  one,"  said  I. 

"It  is  the  less  pointed,"  said  the  master  ;  " c'est  de 
bon  ton:  my  brother  improves  as  he  continues.  And 
I,  dear  Mr.  Mackellar  ?  " 

"  You  will  have  bed  and  board,  Mr.  Bally,"  said  I. 
"I  am  permitted  to  give  you  the  run  of  the  cellar, 
which  is  pretty  reasonably  stocked.  You  have  only  to 
keep  well  with  me,  which  is  no  very  difficult  matter,  and 
you  shall  want  neither  for  wine  nor  a  saddle-horse." 

He  made  an  excuse  to  send  Macconochie  from  the 
room. 

"And  for  money  ?"  he  inquired.  "Have  I  to  keep 
well  with  my  good  friend  Mackellar  for  my  pocket- 
money  also  ?  This  is  a  pleasing  return  to  the  prin- 
ciples of  boyhood." 
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" There  was  no  allowance  made,"  said  I;  "but  I 
will  take  it  on  myself  to  see  you  are  supplied  in  mod- 
eration." 

"  In  moderation  ?  "  he  repeated.  "  And  you  will 
take  it  on  yourself?"  He  drew  himself  up  and  looked 
about  the  hall  at  the  dark  rows  of  portraits.  "  In  the 
name  of  my  ancestors,  I  thank  you,"  says  he  ;  and 
then,  with  a  return  to  irony  :  "  But  there  must  cer- 
tainly be  an  allowance  for  Secundra  Dass  ? "  he  said. 
"It  is  not  possible  they  have  omitted  that." 

"I  will  make  a  note  of  it  and  ask  instructions  when 
I  write,  "said  I. 

And  he,  with  a  sudden  change  of  manner,  and  lean- 
ing forward  with  an  elbow  on  the  table  :  ' ( Do  you  think 
this  entirely  wise  ?  " 

"  I  execute  my  orders,  Mr.  Bally,"  said  I. 

"  Profoundly  modest,"  said  the  Master  :  "  perhaps 
not  equally  ingenuous.  You  told  me  yesterday  my 
power  was  fallen  with  my  father's  death.  How  comes 
it,  then,  that  a  peer  of  the  realm  flees  under  cloud  of 
night  out  of  a  house  in  which  his  fathers  have  stood 
several  sieges  ?  that  he  conceals  his  address,  which  must 
be  a  matter  of  concern  to  his  Gracious  Majesty  and  to 
the  whole  republic  ?  and  that  he  should  leave  me  in 
possession,  and  under  the  paternal  charge  of  his  invalu- 
able Mackellar  ?  This  smacks  to  me  of  a  very  consider- 
able and  genuine  apprehension." 

I  sought  to  interrupt  him  with  some  not  very  truthful 
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denegation  ;  but  he  waved  me  down  and  pursued  his 
speech. 

"  I  say  it  smacks  of  it,"  he  said,  "  but  I  will  go  beyond 
that,  for  I  think  the  apprehension  grounded.  I  came  to 
this  house  with  some  reluctancy.  In  view  of  the  man- 
ner of  my  last  departure,  nothing  but  necessity  could 
have  induced  me  to  return.  Money,  however,  is  that 
which  I  must  have.  You  will  not  give  with  a  good 
grace ;  well,  I  have  the  power  to  force  it  from  you.  In- 
side of  a  week,  without  leaving  Durrisdeer,  I  will  find 
out  where  these  fools  are  fled  to.  I  will  follow ;  and 
when  I  have  run  my  quarry  down,  I  will  drive  a  wedge 
into  that  family  that  shall  once  more  burst  it  into  shiv- 
ers. I  shall  see  then  whether  my  Lord  Durrisdeer" 
(said  with  indescribable  scorn  and  rage)  "will  choose  to 
buy  my  absence  ;  and  you  will  all  see  whether,  by  that 
time,  I  decide  for  profit  or  revenge." 

I  was  amazed  to  hear  the  man  so  open.  The  truth  is, 
he  was  consumed  with  anger  at  my  lord's  successful 
flight,  felt  himself  to  figure  as  a  dupe,  and  was  in  no 
humour  to  weigh  language. 

"  Do  you  consider  this  entirely  wise  ? "  said  I,  copy- 
ing his  words. 

"  These  twenty  years  I  have  lived  by  my  poor  wisdom," 
he  answered  with  a  smile  that  seemed  almost  foolish  in 
its  vanity. 

"And  come  out  a  beggar  in  the  end,"  said  I,  "if 
beggar  be  a  strong  enough  word  for  it." 
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"  I  would  have  you  to  observe,  Mr.  Mackellar," 
cried  he,  with  a  sudden,  imperious  heat  in  which  I 
could  not  but  admire  him,  "that  I  am  scrupulously 
civil  :  copy  me  in  that,  and  we  shall  be  the  better 
friends." 

Throughout  this  dialogue  I  had  been  incommoded 
by  the  observation  of  Secundra  Dass.  Not  one  of  us, 
since  the  first  word,  had  made  a  feint  of  eating :  our 
eyes  were  in  each  other's  faces — you  might  say,  in  each 
other's  bosoms  ;  and  those  of  the  Indian  troubled  me 
with  a  certain  changing  brightness,  as  of  comprehension. 
But  I  brushed  the  fancy  aside  :  telling  myself  once  more 
he  understood  no  English  ;  only,  from  the  gravity  of 
both  voices  and  the  occasional  scorn  and  anger  in  the 
Master's,  smelled  out  there  was  something  of  import  in 
the  wind. 

For  the  matter  of  three  weeks  we  continued  to  live 
together  in  the  house  of  Durrisdeer  :  the  beginning  of 
that  most  singular  chapter  of  my  life — what  I  must  call 
my  intimacy  with  the  Master.  At  first  he  was  somewhat 
changeable  in  his  behaviour  :  now  civil,  now  returning 
to  his  old  manner  of  flouting  me  to  my  face ;  and  in 
both  I  met  him  half  way.  Thanks  be  to  Providence,  I 
had  now  no  measure  to  keep  with  the  man  ;  and  I  was 
never  afraid  of  black  brows,  only  of  naked  swords.  So 
that  I  found  a  certain  entertainment  in  these  bouts  of 
incivility,  and  was  not  always  ill-inspired  in  my  re- 
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joinders.  At  last  (it  was  at  supper)  I  had  a  droll 
expression  that  entirely  vanquished  him.  He  laughed 
again  and  again  ;  and  "  Who  would  have  guessed,"  he 
cried,  "that  this  old  wife  had  any  wit  under  his  petti- 
coats ?  " 

"  It  is  no  wit,  Mr.  Bally,"  said  I :  "  a  dry  Scot's 
humour,  and  something  of  the  driest."  And  indeed  I 
never  had  the  least  pretension  to  be  thought  a  wit. 

From  that  hour  he  was  never  rude  with  me,  but  all 
passed  between  us  in  a  manner  of  pleasantry.  One  of 
our  chief  times  of  daffing*  was  when  he  required  a 
horse,  another  bottle,  or  some  money  ;  he  would  ap- 
proach me  then  after  the  manner  of  a  school-boy,  and  I 
would  carry  it  on  by  way  of  being  his  father  :  on  both 
sides,  with  an  infinity  of  mirth.  I  could  not  but  per- 
ceive that  he  thought  more  of  me,  which  tickled  that 
poor  part  of  mankind,  the  vanity.  He  dropped  besides 
(I  must  suppose  unconsciously)  into  a  manner  that  was 
not  only  familiar,  but  even  friendly ;  and  this,  on  the 
part  of  one  who  had  so  long  detested  me,  I  found  the 
more  insidious.  He  went  little  abroad  ;  sometimes  even 
refusing  invitations.  "No,"  he  would  say,  "what  do 
I  care  for  these  thick-headed  bonnet-lairds  ?  I  will  stay 
at  home,  Mackellar  ;  and  we  shall  share  a  bottle  quietly 
and  have  one  of  our  good  talks."  And  indeed  meal- 
time at  Durrisdeer  must  have  been  a  delight  to  any  one, 
by  reason  of  the  brilliancy  of  the  discourse.  He  would 
*  Pooling. 
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often  express  wonder  at  his  former  indifference  to  my 
society.  "  But  you  see,"  he  would  add,  "  we  were  upon 
opposite  sides.  And  so  we  are  to-day  ;  but  let  us  never 
speak  of  that.  I  would  think  much  less  of  you  if  you 
were  not  staunch  to  your  employer."  You  are  to  con- 
sider, he  seemed  to  me  quite  impotent  for  any  evil ;  and 
how  it  is  a  most  engaging  form  of  flattery  when  (after 
many  years)  tardy  justice  is  done  to  a  man's  character 
and  parts.  But  I  have  no  thought  to  excuse  myself.  I 
was  to  blame ;  I  let  him  cajole  me ;  and,  in  short,  I 
think  the  watch-dog  was  going  sound  asleep,  when  he 
was  suddenly  aroused. 

I  should  say  the  Indian  was  continually  travelling  to 
and  fro  in  the  house.  He  never  spoke,  save  in  his  own 
dialect  and  with  the  Master ;  walked  without  sound ; 
and  was  always  turning  up  where  you  would  least  ex- 
pect him  fallen  into  a  deep  abstraction,  from  which  he 
would  start  (upon  your  coming)  to  mock  you  with  one 
of  his  grovelling  obeisances.  He  seemed  so  quiet,  so 
frail,  and  so  wrapped  in  his  own  fancies,  that  I  came  to 
pass  him  over  without  much  regard,  or  even  to  pity  him 
for  a  harmless  exile  from  his  country.  And  yet  with- 
out doubt  the  creature  was  still  eavesdropping ;  and 
without  doubt  it  was  through  his  stealth  and  my  secu- 
rity that  our  secret  reached  the  Master. 

It  was  one  very  wild  night,  after  supper,  and  when 
we  had  been  making  more  than  usually  merry,  that  the 
blow  fell  on  me. 
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"This  is  all  very  fine,"  says  the  Master,  "but  we 
should  do  better  to  be  buckling  our  valise." 

' ( Why  so  ?  "  I  cried.     "  Are  you  leaving  ?  " 

"We  are  all  leaving  to-morrow  in  the  morning,"  said 
he.  "  For  the  port  of  Glascow  first :  thence  for  the 
province  of  New  York." 

I  suppose  I  must  have  groaned  aloud. 

"Yes,"  he  continued,  "I  boasted  :  I  said  a  week,  and 
it  has  taken  me  near  twenty  days.  But  never  mind  :  I 
shall  make  it  up  ;  I  will  go  the  faster." 

"  Have  you  the  money  for  this  voyage  ?"  I  asked. 

"  Dear  and  ingenuous  personage,  I  have,"  said  he. 
"  Blame  me,  if  you  choose,  for  my  duplicity  ;  but  while 
I  have  been  wringing  shillings  from  my  daddy,  I  had  a 
stock  of  my  own  put  by  against  a  rainy  day.  You  will 
pay  for  your  own  passage,  if  you  choose  to  accompany 
us  on  our  flank  march  ;  I  have  enough  for  Secundra 
and  myself,  but  not  more  :  enough  to  be  dangerous,  not 
enough  to  be  generous.  There  is,  however,  an  outside 
seat  upon  the  chaise  which  I  will  let  you  have  upon  a 
moderate  commutation ;  so  that  the  whole  menagerie 
can  go  together,  the  house-dog,  the  monkey,  and  the 
tiger." 

"  I  go  with  you,"  said  I. 

"I  count  upon  it,"  said  the  Master.  " You  have 
seen  me  foiled,  I  mean  you  shall  see  me  victorious.  To 
gain  that,  I  will  risk  wetting  you  like  a  sop  in  this  wild 
weather." 
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"And  at  least,"  I  added,  "you  know  very  well  you 
could  not  throw  me  off." 

"Not  easily,"  said  he.  "  You  put  your  finger  on  the 
point  with  your  usual  excellent  good  sense.  I  never 
fight  with  the  inevitable." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  useless  to  appeal  to  you,"  said  I. 

"  Believe  me,  perfectly,"  said  he. 

"  And  yet  if  you  would  give  me  time,  I  could  write — " 


"  And  what  would  be  my  Lord  Durrisdeer's  answer  ?  " 
asks  he. 

"Aye,"  said  I,  "  that  is  the  rub." 

"  And  at  any  rate,  how  much  more  expeditious  that 
I  should  go  myself  ! "  says  he.  "  But  all  this  is  quite 
a  waste  of  breath.  At  seven  to-morrow  the  chaise  will 
be  at  the  door.  For  I  start  from  the  door,  Mackellar  ; 
I  do  not  skulk  through  woods  and  take  my  chaise  upon 
the  wayside — shall  we  say,  at  Eagles  ?  " 

My  mind  was  now  thoroughly  made  up.  "  Can  you 
spare  me  quarter  of  an  hour  at  St.  Bride's  ?"  said  I.  "I 
have  a  little  necessary  business  with  Carlyle." 

"  An  hour,  if  you  prefer,"  said  he.  "  I  do  not  seek  to 
deny  that  the  money  for  your  seat  is  an  object  to  me  ; 
and  you  could  always  get  the  first  to  Glascow  with 
saddle-horses. " 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  I  never  thought  to  leave  old  Scot- 
land." 

"  It  will  brisken  you  up/'  says  he. 
If 
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"  This  will  be  an  ill  journey  for  some  one,"  I  said.  "  I 
think,  sir,  for  you.  Something  speaks  in  my  bosom  ; 
and  so  much  it  says  plain,  That  this  is  an  ill-omened 
journey." 

"  If  you  take  to  prophecy,"  says  he,  "  listen  to  that." 

There  came  up  a  violent  squall  off  the  open  Solway, 
and  the  rain  was  dashed  on  the  great  windows. 

"  Do  ye  ken  what  that  bodes,  warlock  ?  "  said  he,  in 
a  broad  accent  :  "that  there'll  be  a  man  Mackellar  unco 
sick  at  sea." 

When  I  got  to  my  chamber,  I  sat  there  under  a  pain- 
ful excitation,  hearkening  to  the  turmoil  of  the  gale 
which  struck  full  upon  that  gable  of  the  house.  What 
with  the  pressure  on  my  spirits,  the  eldritch  cries  of  the 
wind  among  the  turret-tops,  and  the  perpetual  trepida- 
tion of  the  masoned  house,  sleep  fled  my  eyelids  utterly. 
I  sat  by  my  taper,  looking  on  the  black  panes  of  the 
window  where  the  storm  appeared  continually  on  the 
point  of  bursting  in  its  entrance  ;  and  upon  that  empty 
field  I  beheld  a  perspective  of  consequences  that  made 
the  hair  to  rise  upon  my  scalp.  The  child  corrupted, 
the  home  broken  up,  my  master  dead  or  worse  than 
dead,  my  mistress  plunged  in  desolation, — all  these  I  saw 
before  me  painted  brightly  on  the  darkness  ;  and  the 
outcry  of  the  wind  appeared  to  mock  at  my  inaction. 
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THE  chaise  came  to  the  door  in  a  strong  drenching 
mist.  We  took  our  leave  in  silence  :  the  house  of  Dur- 
risdeer  standing  with  dropping  gutters  and  windows 
closed,  like  a  place  dedicate  to  melancholy.  I  observed 
the  Master  kept  his  head  out,  looking  back  on  these 
splashed  walls  and  glimmering  roofs,  till  they  were  sud- 
denly swallowed  in  the  mist ;  and  I  must  suppose  some 
natural  sadness  fell  upon  the  man  at  this  departure  ;  or 
was  it  some  prevision  of  the  end  ?  At  least,  upon  our 
mounting  the  long  brae  from  Durrisdeer,  as  we  walked 
side  by  side  in  the  wet,  he  began  first  to  whistle  and  then 
to  sing  the  saddest  of  our  country  tunes,  which  sets 
folk  weeping  in  a  tavern,  Wandering  Willie.  The  set  of 
words  he  used  with  it,  I  have  not  heard  elsewhere,  and 
could  never  come  by  any  copy  ;  but  some  of  them  which 
were  the  most  appropriate  to  our  departure  linger  in  my 
memory.  One  verse  began  : 

Home  was  home  then,  my  dear,  full  of  kindly  faces  ; 
Home  was  home  then,  my  dear,  happy  for  the  child. 

And  ended  somewhat  thus  : 
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Now,  when  day  dawns  on  the  brow  of  the  moorland, 
Lone  stands  the  house  and  the  chimney-stone  is  cold. 

Lone  let  it  stand,  now  the  folks  are  all  departed, 
The  kind  hearts,  the  true  hearts,  that  loved  the  place  of  old. 

I  could  never  be  a  judge  of  the  merit  of  these  verses;  they 
were  so  hallowed  by  the  melancholy  of  the  air,  and  were 
sung  (or  rather  "  soothed  ")  ^o  me  by  a  master  singer  at 
a  time  so  fitting.  He  looked  in  my  face  when  he  had 
done,  and  saw  that  my  eyes  watered. 

"  Ah,  Mackellar,"  said  he,  "  do  you  think  I  have 
never  a  regret  ?  " 

"I  do  not  think  you  could  be  so  bad  a  man,"  said  I, 
"  if  you  had  not  all  the  machinery  to  be  a  good  one." 

"  No,  not  all,"  says  he  :  "  not  all.  You  are  there 
in  error.  The  malady  of  not  wanting,  my  evangelist. " 
But  methought  he  sighed  as  he  mounted  again  into  the 
chaise. 

All  day  long  we  journeyed  in  the  same  miserable 
weather  :  the  mist  besetting  us  closely,  the  heavens 
incessantly  weeping  on  my  head.  The  road  lay  over 
moorish  hills,  where  was  no  sound  but  the  crying  of 
moor-fowl  in  the  wet  heather  and  the  pouring  of  the 
swollen  burns.  Sometimes  I  would  doze  off  in  slum- 
ber, when  I  would  find  myself  plunged  at  once  in  some 
foul  and  ominous  nightmare,  from  the  which  I  would 
awaken  strangling.  Sometimes,  if  the  way  was  steep  and 
the  wheels  turning  slowly,  I  would  overhear  the  voices 
from  within,  talking  in  that  tropical  tongue  which  was 
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to  me  as  inarticulate  as  the  piping  of  the  fowls.  Some- 
times, at  a  longer  ascent,  the  Master  would  set  foot  to 
ground  and  walk  by  my  side,  mostly  without  speech. 
And  all  the  time,  sleeping  or  waking,  I  beheld  the  same 
black  perspective  of  approaching  ruin  ;  and  the  same 
pictures  rose  in  my  view,  only  they  were  now  painted 
upon  hillside  mist.  One,  I  remember,  stood  before  me 
with  the  colours  of  a  true  illusion.  It  showed  me  my 
lord  seated  at  a  table  in  a  small  room  ;  his  head,  which 
was  at  first  buried  in  his  hands,  he  slowly  raised,  and 
turned  upon  me  a  countenance  from  which  hope  had 
fled.  I  saw  it  first  on  the  black  window  panes,  my  last 
night  in  Durrisdeer  ;  it  haunted  and  returned  upon  me 
half  the  voyage  through ;  and  yet  it  was  no  effect  of 
lunacy,  for  I  have  come  to  a  ripe  old  age  with  no  decay 
of  my  intelligence  ;  nor  yet  (as  I  was  then  tempted  to 
suppose)  a  heaven-sent  warning  of  the  future,  for  all 
manner  of  calamities  befell,  not  that  calamity — and  I 
saw  many  pitiful  sights,  but  never  that  one. 

It  was  decided  we  should  travel  on  all  night ;  and  it 
was  singular,  once  the  dusk  had  fallen,  my  spirits  some- 
what rose.  The  bright  lamps,  shining  forth  into  the 
mist  and  on  the  smoking  horses  and  the  hodding  post-boy, 
gave  me  perhaps  an  outlook  intrinsically  more  cheerful 
than  what  day  had  shown  ;  or  perhaps  my  mind  had 
become  wearied  of  its  melancholy.  At  least,  I  spent  some 
waking  hours,  not  without  satisfaction  in  my  thoughts, 
although  wet  and  weary  in  my  body  ;  and.  fell  at  last 
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into  a  natural  slumber  without  dreams.  Yet  I  must 
have  been  at  work  even  in  the  deepest  of  my  sleep  ;  and 
at  work  with  at  least  a  measure  of  intelligence.  For  I 
started  broad  awake,  in  the  very  act  of  crying  out  to 
myself 

Home  was  home  then,  my  dear,  happy  for  the  child, 

stricken  to  find  in  it  an  appropriateness,  which  I  had 
not  yesterday  observed,  to  the  Master's  detestable  pur- 
pose in  the  present  journey. 

We  were  then  close  upon  the  city  of  Glascow,  where 
we  were  soon  breakfasting  together  at  an  inn,  and  where 
(as  the  devil  would  have  it)  we  found  a  ship  in  the  very 
article  of  sailing.  We  took  our  places  in  the  cabin ; 
and,  two  days  after,  carried  our  effects  on  board.  Her 
name  was  the  Nonesuch,  a  very  ancient  ship  and  very 
happily  named.  By  all  accounts  this  should  be  her 
last  voyage  ;  people  shook  their  heads  upon  the  quays, 
and  I  had  several  warnings  offered  me  by  strangers 
in  the  street,  to  the  effect  that  she  was  rotten  as  a 
cheese,  too  deeply  loaden,  and  must  infallibly  founder 
if  we  met  a  gale.  From  this  it  fell  out  we  were  the 
only  passengers  ;  the  captain,  McMurtrie,  was  a  silent, 
absorbed  man  with  the  Glascow  or  Gaelic  accent ;  the 
mates  ignorant,  rough  seafarers,  come  in  through  the 
hawsehole ;  and  the  Master  and  I  were  cast  upon  each 
other's  company. 

The  Nonesuch  carried  a  fair  wind  out  of  the  Clyde, 
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and  for  near  upon  a  week  we  enjoyed  bright  weather 
and  a  sense  of  progress.  I  found  myself  (to  my  wonder) 
a  born  seaman,  in  so  far  at  least  as  I  was  never  sick ;  yet 
I  was  far  from  tasting  the  usual  serenity  of  my  health. 
Whether  it  was  the  motion  of  the  ship  on  the  billows, 
the  confinement,  the  salted  food,  or  all  of  these  together, 
I  suffered  from  a  blackness  of  spirit  and  a  painful  strain 
upon  my  temper.  The  nature  of  my  errand  on  that 
ship  perhaps  contributed ;  I  think  it  did  no  more  :  the 
malady  (whatever  it  was)  sprang  from  my  environ- 
ment ;  and  if  the  ship  were  not  to  blame,  then  it  was 
the  Master.  Hatred  and  fear  are  ill  bedfellows ;  but  (to 
my  shame  be  it  spoken)  I  have  tasted  those  in  other 
places,  lain  down  and  got  up  with  them,  and  eaten 
and  drunk  with  them,  and  yet  never  before,  nor  after, 
have  I  been  so  poisoned  through  and  through,  in  soul 
and  body,  as  I  was  on  board  the  Nonesuch.  I  freely 
confess  my  enemy  set  me  a  fair  example  of  forbearance  ; 
in  our  worst  days  displayed  the  most  patient  geniality, 
holding  me  in  conversation  as  long  as  I  would  suffer, 
and  when  I  had  rebuffed  his  civility,  stretching  himself 
on  deck  to  read.  The  book  he  had  on  board  with  him 
was  Mr.  Richardson's  famous  Clarissa  ;  and  among  other 
small  attentions  he  would  read  me  passages  aloud  ;  nor 
could  any  elocutionist  have  given  with  greater  potency 
the  pathetic  portions  of  that  work.  I  would  retort 
upon  him  with  passages  out  of  the  Bible,  which  was  all 
my  library — and  very  fresh  to  me,  my  religious  duties 
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(I  grieve  to  say  it)  being  always  and  even  to  this  day 
extremely  neglected.  He  tasted  the  merits  of  the  work 
like  the  connoisseur  he  was ;  and  would  sometimes  take 
it  from  my  hand,  turn  the  leaves  over  like  a  man  that 
knew  his  way,  and  give  me,  with  his  fine  declamation, 
a  Roland  for  my  Oliver.  But  it  was  singular  how  little 
he  applied  his  reading  to  himself  ;  it  passed  high  above 
his  head  like  summer  thunder :  Lovelace  and  Clarissa, 
the  tales  of  David's  generosity,  the  psalms  of  his  peni- 
tence, the  solemn  questions  of  the  book  of  Job,  the 
touching  poetry  of  Isaiah — they  were  to  him  a  source  of 
entertainment  only,  like  the  scraping  of  a  fiddle  in  a 
change-house.  This  outer  sensibility  and  inner  tough- 
ness set  me  against  him  ;  it  seemed  of  a  piece  with  that 
impudent  grossness  which  I  knew  to  underlie  the  veneer 
of  his  fine  manners  ;  and  sometimes  my  gorge  rose 
against  him  as  though  he  were  deformed — and  some- 
times I  would  draw  away  as  though  from  something 
partly  spectral.  I  had  moments  when  I  thought  of  him 
as  of  a  man  of  pasteboard — as  though,  if  one  should 
strike  smartly  through  the  buckram  of  his  countenance, 
there  would  be  found  a  mere  vacuity  within.  This 
horror  (not  merely  fanciful,  I  think)  vastly  increased  my 
detestation  of  his  neighbourhood ;  I  began  to  feel  some- 
thing shiver  within  me  on  his  drawing  near  ;  I  had  at 
times  a  longing  to  cry  out ;  there  were  days  when  I 
thought  I  could  have  struck  him.  This  frame  of  mind 
was  doubtless  helped  by  shame,  because  I  had  dropped 
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during  our  last  days  at  Durrisdeer  into  a  certain  tolera- 
tion of  the  man  ;  and  if  anyone  had  then  told  me  I 
should  drop  into  it  again,  I  must  have  laughed  in  his 
face.  It  is  possible  he  remained  unconscious  of  this 
extreme  fever  of  my  resentment  ;  yet  I  think  he  was  too 
quick  ;  and  rather  that  he  had  fallen,  in  a  long  life  of 
idleness,  into  a  positive  need  of  company,  which  obliged 
him  to  confront  and  tolerate  my  unconcealed  aversion. 
Certain  at  least,  that  he  loved  the  note  of  his  own 
tongue,  as  indeed  he  entirely  loved  all  the  parts  and 
properties  of  himself  :  a  sort  of  imbecility  which  almost 
necessarily  attends  on  wickedness.  I  have  seen  him 
driven,  when  I  proved  recalcitrant,  to  long  discourses 
with  the  skipper :  and  this,  although  the  man  plainly 
testified  his  weariness,  fiddling  miserably  with  both  hand 
and  foot,  and  replying  only  with  a  grunt. 

After  the  first  week  out,  we  fell  in  with  foul  winds 
and  heavy  weather.  The  sea  was  high.  The  None- 
such, being  an  old-fashioned  ship  and  badly  loaden, 
rolled  beyond  belief  ;  so  that  the  skipper  trembled  for 
his  masts  and  I  for  my  life.  We  made  no  progress  on 
our  course.  An  unbearable  ill-humor  settled  on  the 
ship  :  men,  mates  and  master,  girding  at  one  another 
all  day  long.  A  saucy  word  on  the  one  hand,  and  a 
blow  on  the  other,  made  a  daily  incident.  There  were 
times  when  the  whole  crew  refused  their  duty ;  and  we 
of  the  afterguard  were  twice  got  under  arms  (being 
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the  first  time  that  ever  I  bore  weapons)  in  the  fear  of 
mutiny. 

In  the  midst  of  our  evil  season  sprang  up  a  hurricane 
of  wind ;  so  that  all  supposed  she  must  go  down.  I 
was  shut  in  the  cabin  from  noon  of  one  day  till  sun- 
down of  the  next ;  the  Master  was  somewhere  lashed  on 
deck.  Secundra  had  eaten  of  some  drug  and  lay  insen- 
sible ;  so  you  may  say  I  passed  these  hours  in  an 
unbroken  solitude.  At  first  I  was  terrified  beyond 
motion  and  almost  beyond  thought,  my  mind  appearing 
to  be  frozen.  Presently  there  stole  in  on  me  a  ray  of 
comfort.  If  the  Nonesuch  foundered,  she  would  carry 
down  with  her  into  the  deeps  of  that  unsounded  sea  the 
creature  whom  we  all  so  feared  and  hated  ;  there  would 
be  no  more  Master  of  Ballantrae,  the  fish  would  sport 
among  his  ribs ;  his  schemes  all  brought  to  nothing, 
his  harmless  enemies  at  peace.  At  first,  I  have  said,  it 
was  but  a  ray  of  comfort ;  but  it  had  soon  grown  to  be 
broad  sunshine.  The  thought  of  the  man's  death,  of 
his  deletion  from  this  world  which  he  embittered  for 
so  many,  took  possession  of  my  mind.  I  hugged  it,  I 
found  it  sweet  in  my  belly.  I  conceived  the  ship's  last 
plunge,  the  sea  bursting  upon  all  sides  into  the  cabin, 
the  brief  mortal  conflict  there,  all  by  myself,  in  that 
closed  place  ;  I  numbered  the  horrors,  I  had  almost 
said  with  satisfaction  ;  I  felt  I  could  bear  all  and  more, 
if  the  Nonesuch  carried  down  with  her,  overtook  by 
the  same  ruin,  the  enemy  of  my  poor  master's  house. 
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Towards  noon  of  the  second  day,  the  screaming  of  the 
wind  abated  ;  the  ship  lay  not  so  perilously  over  ;  and  it 
began  to  be  clear  to  me  that  we  were  past  the  height  of 
the  tempest.  As  I  hope  for  mercy,  I  was  singly  dis- 
appointed. In  the  selfishness  of  that  vile,  absorbing 
passion  of  hatred,  I  forgot  the  case  of  our  innocent  ship- 
mates and  thought  but  of  myself  and  my  enemy.  For 
myself,  I  was  already  old,  I  had  never  been  young,  I 
was  not  formed  for  the  world's  pleasures,  I  had  few 
affections ;  it  mattered  not  the  toss  of  a  silver  tester 
whether  I  was  drowned  there  and  then  in  the  Atlantic, 
or  dribbled  out  a  few  more  years,  to  die,  perhaps  no  less 
terribly,  in  a  deserted  sick-bed.  Down  I  went  upon  my 
knees, — holding  on  by  the  locker,  or  else  I  had  been 
instantly  dashed  across  the  tossing  cabin, — and,  lift- 
ing up  my  voice  in  the  midst  of  that  clamour  of  the 
abating  hurricane,  impiously  prayed  for  my  own  death. 
"  0  God,"  I  cried,  "  I  would  be  liker  a  man  if  I  rose 
and  struck  this  creature  down ;  but  thou  madest  me 
a  coward  from  my  mother's  womb.  0  Lord,  thou 
madest  me  so,  thou  knowest  my  weakness,  thou  know- 
est  that  any  face  of  death  will  set  me  shaking  in  my 
shoes.  But  lo  !  here  is  thy  servant  ready,  his  mortal 
weakness  laid  aside.  Let  me  give  my  life  for  this 
creature's  ;  take  the  two  of  them,  Lord  !  take  the  two, 
and  have  mercy  on  the  innocent ! "  In  some  such 
words  as  these,  only  yet  more  irreverent  and  with  more 
gacred  adjurations,  I  continued  to  pour  forth  my  spirit; 
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God  heard  me  not,  I  must  suppose  in  mercy  ;  and  1 
was  still  absorbed  in  my  agony  of  supplication,  when 
some  one,  removing  the  tarpaulin  cover,  let  the  light  of 
the  sunset  pour  into  the  cabin.  I  stumbled  to  my  feet 
ashamed,  and  was  seized  with  surprise  to  find  myself 
totter  and  ache  like  one  that  had  been  stretched  upon 
the  rack.  Secundra  Dass,  who  had  slept  off  the  effects 
of  his  drug,  stood  in  a  corner  not  far  off,  gazing  at  me 
with  wild  eyes  ;  and  from  the  open  skylight  the  captain 
thanked  me  for  my  supplications. 

"  It's  you  that  saved  the  ship,  Mr.  Mackellar,"  says 
he.  "  There  is  no  craft  of  seamanship  that  could  have 
kept  her  floating :  well  may  we  say :  '  Except  the  Lord 
the  city  keep,  the  watchmen  watch  in  vain  ! ' " 

I  was  abashed  by  the  captain's  error  ;  abashed,  also, 
by  the  surprise  and  fear  with  which  the  Indian  regarded 
me  at  first,  and  the  obsequious  civilities  with  which  he 
soon  began  to  cumber  me.  I  know  now  that  he  must 
have  overheard  and  comprehended  the  peculiar  nature 
of  my  prayers.  It  is  certain,  of  course,  that  he  at  once 
disclosed  the  matter  to  his  patron  ;  and  looking  back 
with  greater  knowledge,  I  can  now  understand,  what 
so  much  puzzled  me  at  the  moment,  those  singular  and 
(so  to  speak)  approving  smiles  with  which  the  Master 
honoured  me.  Similarly,  I  can  understand  a  word  that 
I  remember  to  have  fallen  from  him  in  conversation 
that  same  night ;  when,  holding  up  his  hand  and  smil- 
ing, "Ah,  Mackellar,"  said  he,  "not  every  man  is  so 
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great  a  coward  as  he  thinks  he  is — nor  yet  so  good  a 
Christian."  He  did  not  guess  how  true  he  spoke  !  For 
the  fact  is,  the  thoughts  which  had  come  to  me  in  the 
violence  of  the  storm  retained  their  hold  upon  my 
spirit ;  and  the  words  that  rose  to  my  lips  unbidden  in 
the  instancy  of  prayer  continued  to  sound  in  my  ears : 
With  what  shameful  consequences,  it  is  fitting  I  should 
honestly  relate  ;  for  I  could  not  support  a  part  of  such 
disloyalty  as  to  describe  the  sins  of  others  and  conceal 
my  own. 

The  wind  fell,  but  the  sea  hove  ever  the  higher.  All 
night  the  Nonesuch  rolled  outrageously  ;  the  next  day 
dawned,  and  the  next,  and  brought  no  change.  To 
cross  the  cabin  was  scarce  possible ;  old,  experienced 
seamen  were  cast  down  upon  the  deck,  and  one  cruelly 
mauled  in  the  concussion  ;  every  board  and  block  in 
the  old  ship  cried  out  aloud  ;  and  the  great  bell  by  the 
anchor-bitts  continually  and  dolefully  rang.  One  of 
these  days  the  Master  and  I  sate  alone  together  at  the 
break  of  the  poop.  I  should  say  the  Nonesuch  carried  a 
high,  raised  poop.  About  the  top  of  it  ran  considera- 
ble bulwarks,  which  made  the  ship  unweatherly  ;  and 
these,  as  they  approached  the  front  on  each  side,  ran 
down  in  a  fine,  old-fashioned,  carven  scroll  to  join  the 
bulwarks  of  the  waist.  From  this  disposition,  which 
seems  designed  rather  for  ornament  than  use,  it  fol- 
lowed there  was  a  discontinuance  of  protection  :  and 
that,  besides,  at  the  very  margin  of  the  elevated  part 


238  THE   MASTER   OF  BALLANTRAE. 

where  (in  certain  movements  of  the  ship)  it  might  be 
the  most  needful.  It  was  here  we  were  sitting  :  our 
feet  hanging  down,  the  Master  betwixt  me  and  the  side, 
and  I  holding  on  with  both  hands  to  the  grating  of  the 
cabin  skylight ;  for  it  struck  me  it  was  a  dangerous  posi- 
tion, the  more  so  as  I  had  continually  before  my  eyes  a 
measure  of  our  evolutions  in  the  person  of  the  Master, 
which  stood  out  in  the  break  of  the  bulwarks  against 
the  sun.  Now  his  head  would  be  in  the  zenith  and  his 
shadow  fall  quite  beyond  the  Nonesuch  on  the  further 
side  ;  and  now  he  would  swing  down  till  he  was  under- 
neath my  feet,  and  the  line  of  the  sea  leaped  high  above 
him  like  the  ceiling  of  a  room.  I  looked  on  upon  this 
with  a  growing  fascination,  as  birds  are  said  to  look  on 
snakes.  My  mind  besides  was  troubled  with  an  aston- 
ishing diversity  of  noises  ;  for  now  that  we  had  all  sails 
spread  in  the  vain  hope  to  bring  her  to  the  sea,  the  ship 
sounded  like  a  factory  with  their  reverberations.  We 
spoke  first  of  the  mutiny  with  which  we  had  been 
threatened;  this  led  us  on  to  the  topic  of  assassina- 
tion; and  that  offered  a  temptation  to  the  Master  more 
strong  than  he  was  able  to  resist.  He  must  tell  me  a 
tale,  and  show  me  at  the  same  time  how  clever  he  was 
and  how  wicked.  It  was  a  thing  he  did  always  with 
affectation  and  display ;  generally  with  a  good  effect. 
But  this  tale,  told  in  a  high  key  in  the  midst  of  so 
great  a  tumult,  and  by  a  narrator  who  was  one  moment 
looking  down  at  me  from  the  skies  and  the  next  peering 
16 
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np  from  under  the  soles  of  my  feet — this  particular  tale, 
I  say,  took  hold  upon  me  in  a  degree  quite  singular. 

"My  friend  the  count,"  it  was  thus  that  he  began 
his  story,  "  had  for  an  enemy  a  certain  German  baron, 
a  stranger  in  Rome.  It  matters  not  what  was  the 
ground  of  the  count's  enmity ;  but  as  he  had  a  firm 
design  to  be  revenged,  and  that  with  safety  to  himself, 
he  kept  it  secret  even  from  the  baron.  Indeed  that  is 
the  first  principle  of  vengeance  ;  and  hatred  betrayed  is 
hatred  impotent.  The  count  was  a  man  of  a  curious, 
searching  mind ;  he  had  something  of  the  artist  ;  if 
anything  fell  for  him  to  do,  it  must  always  be  done  with 
an  exact  perfection,  not  only  as  to  the  result  but  in  the 
very  means  and  instruments,  or  he  thought  the  thing 
miscarried.  It  chanced  he  was  one  day  riding  in  the 
outer  suburbs,  when  he  came  to  a  disused  by-road 
branching  off  into  the  moor  which  lies  about  Rome. 
On  the  one  hand  was  an  ancient  Roman  tomb ;  on  the 
other  a  deserted  house  in  a  garden  of  evergreen  trees. 
This  road  brought  him  presently  into  a  field  of  ruins,  in 
the  midst  of  which,  in  the  side  of  a  hill,  he  saw  an  open 
door  and  (not  far  off)  a  single  stunted  pine  no  greater 
than  a  currant-bush.  The  place  was  desert  and  very 
secret :  a  voice  spoke  in  the  count's  bosom  that  there 
was  something  here  to  his  advantage.  He  tied  his  horse 
to  the  pine-tree,  took  his  flint  and  steel  in  his  hand  to 
make  a  light,  and  entered  into  the  hill.  The  doorway 
opened  on  a  passage  of  old  Roman  masonry,  which 
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shortly  after  branched  in  two.  The  count  took  the 
turning  to  the  right,  and  followed  it,  groping  forward 
in  the  dark,  till  he  was  brought  up  by  a  kind  of  fence, 
about  elbow-high,  which  extended  quite  across  the  pas- 
sage. Sounding  forward  with  his  foot,  he  found  an 
edge  of  polished  stone,  and  then  vacancy.  All  his 
curiosity  was  now  awakened,  and,  getting  some  rotten 
sticks  that  lay  about  the  floor,  he  made  a  fire.  In  front 
of  him  was  a  profound  well  :  doubtless  some  neighbour- 
ing peasant  had  once  used  it  for  his  water,  and  it  was 
he  that  had  set  up  the  fence.  A  long  while  the  count 
stood  leaning  on  the  rail  and  looking  down  into  the 
pit.  It  was  of  Roman  foundation,  and,  like  all  that 
nation  set  their  hands  to,  built  as  for  eternity  :  the 
sides  were  still  straight  and  the  joints  smooth ;  to  a  man 
who  should  fall  in,  no  escape  was  possible.  '  Now,' 
the  count  was  thinking,  ( a  strong  impulsion  brought  me 
to  this  place  :  what  for  ?  what  have  I  gained  ?  why 
should  I  be  sent  to  gaze  into  this  well  ? ' — when  the  rail 
of  the  fence  gave  suddenly  under  his  weight,  and  he 
came  within  an  ace  of  falling  headlong  in.  Leaping 
back  to  save  himself,  he  trod  out  the  last  flicker  of  his 
fire,  which  gave  him  thenceforward  no  more  light,  only 
an  incommoding  smoke.  fWas  I  sent  here  to  my 
death  ? '  says  he,  and  shook  from  head  to  foot.  And  then 
a  thought  flashed  in  his  mind.  He  crept  forth  on  hands 
and  knees  to  the  brink  of  the  pit  and  felt  above  him  in 
the  air.  The  rail  had  been  fast  to  a  pair  of  uprights  ; 
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it  had  only  broken  from  the  one,  and  still  depended 
from  the  other.  The  count  set  it  back  again  as  he 
had  found  it,  so  that  the  place  meant  death  to  the  first 
comer  ;  and  groped  out  of  the  catacomb  like  a  sick  man. 
The  next  day,  riding  in  the  Corso  with  the  baron,  he  pur- 
posely betrayed  a  strong  preoccupation.  The  other  (as 
he  had  designed)  inquired  into  the  cause  ;  and  he  (after 
some  fencing)  admitted  that  his  spirits  had  been  dashed 
by  an  unusual  dream.  This  was  calculated  to  draw  on 
the  baron, — a  superstitious  man  who  affected  the  scorn 
of  superstition.  Some  rallying  followed  ;  and  then  the 
count  (as  if  suddenly  carried  away)  called  on  his  friend 
to  beware,  for  it  was  of  him  that  he  had  dreamed.  You 
know  enough  of  human  nature,  my  excellent  Mackellar, 
to  be  certain  of  one  thing  :  I  mean,  that  the  baron  did 
not  rest  till  he  had  heard  the  dream.  The  count  (sure 
that  he  would  never  desist)  kept  him  in  play  till  his 
curiosity  was  highly  inflamed,  and  then  suffered  himself 
with  seeming  reluctance  to  be  overborne.  'I  warn 
you,'  says  he,  '  evil  will  come  of  it ;  something  tells  me 
so.  But  since  there  is  to  be  no  peace  either  for  you  or 
me  except  on  this  condition,  the  blame  be  on  your  own 
head  !  This  was  the  dream.  I  beheld  you  riding,  I 
know  not  where,  yet  I  think  it  must  have  been  near 
Rome,  for  on  your  one  hand  was  an  ancient  tomb  and 
on  the  other  a  garden  of  evergreen  trees.  Methought  I 
cried  and  cried  upon  you  to  come  back  in  a  very  agony 
of  terror  ;  whether  you  heard  me,  I  know  not,  but  you 
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went  doggedly  on.  The  road  brought  you  to  a  desert 
place  among  ruins  :  where  was  a  door  in  a  hillside,  and 
hard  by  the  door  a  misbegotten  pine.  Here  you  dis- 
mounted (I  still  crying  on  you  to  beware),  tied  your 
horse  to  the  pine-tree,  and  entered  resolutely  in  by  the 
door.  Within  it  was  dark ;  but  in  my  dream  I  could 
still  see  you,  and  still  besought  you  to  hold  back.  You 
felt  your  way  along  the  right-hand  wall,  took  a  branch- 
ing passage  to  the  right,  and  came  to  a  little  chamber, 
where  was  a  well  with  a  railing.  At  this  (I  know  not 
why)  my  alarm  for  you  increased  a  thousandfold,  so 
that  I  seemed  to  scream  myself  hoarse  with  warnings, 
crying  it  was  still  time  and  bidding  you  begone  at  once 
from  that  vestibule.  Such  was  the  word  I  used  in  my 
dream,  and  it  seemed  then  to  have  a  clear  significancy  ; 
but  to-day  and  awake,  I  profess  I  know  not  what  it 
means.  To  all  my  outcry  you  rendered  not  the  least 
attention,  leaning  the  while  upon  the  rail  and  looking 
down  intently  in  the  water.  And  then  there  was  made 
to  you  a  communication,  I  do  not  think  I  even  gathered 
what  it  was,  but  the  fear  of  it  plucked  me  clean  out  of 
my  slumber,  and  I  awoke  shaking  and  sobbing.  And 
now,'  continues  the  count,  '  I  thank  you  from  my  heart 
for  your  insistancy.  This  dream  lay  on  me  like  a  load; 
and  now  I  have  told  it  in  plain  words  and  in  the  broad 
daylight,  it  seems  no  great  matter.' — '  I  do  not  know,' 
says  the  baron.  '  It  is  in  some  points  strange.  A  com- 
munication, did  you  say  ?  Oh,  it  is  an  odd  dream.  It 
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will  make  a  story  to  amuse  our  friends.' — 'I  am  not  so 
sure,'  says  the  count.  '  I  am  sensible  of  some  reluc- 
tancy.  Let  us  rather  forget  it.' — 'By  all  means,'  says 
the  baron.  And  (in  fact)  the  dream  was  not  again 
referred  to.  Some  days  after,  the  count  proposed  a 
ride  in  the  fields,  which  the  baron  (since  they  were 
daily  growing  faster  friends)  very  readily  accepted.  On 
the  way  back  to  Home,  the  count  led  them  insensibly  by 
a  particular  route.  Presently  he  reined  in  his  horse, 
clapped  his  hand  before  his  eyes,  and  cried  out  aloud. 
Then  he  showed  his  face  again  (which  was  now  quite 
white,  for  he  was  a  consummate  actor)  and  stared  upon 
the  baron.  'What  ails  you  ?  '  cries  the  baron.  'What 
is  wrong  with  you  ?  ' — '  Nothing,'  cries  the  count.  '  It 
is  nothing.  A  seizure,  I  know  not  what.  Let  us  hurry 
back  to  Home.'  But  in  the  meanwhile  the  baron  had 
looked  about  him  ;  and  there,  on  the  left-hand  side  of 
the  way  as  they  went  back  to  Kome,  he  saw  a  dusty 
by-road  with  a  tomb  upon  the  one  hand  and  a  garden  of 
evergreen  trees  upon  the  other. — '  Yes,'  says  he,  with  a 
changed  voice.  '  Let  us  by  all  means  hurry  back  to 
Rome.  I  fear  you  are  not  well  in  health.' — '  Oh,  for 
God's  sake  ! '  cries  the  count,  shuddering.  '  Back  to 
Eome  and  let  me  get  to  bed. '  They  made  their  return 
with  scarce  a  word  ;  and  the  count,  who  should  by 
rights  have  gone  into  society,  took  to  his  bed  and  gave 
out  he  had  a  touch  of  country  fever.  The  next  day  the 
baron's  horse  was  found  tied  to  the  pine,  but  himself 
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was  never  heard  of  from  that  hour. — And  now,  was  that 
a  murder  ?  "  says  the  Master,  breaking  sharply  off. 

"  Are  yon  sure  he  was  a  count  ?  "  I  asked. 

"I  am  not  certain  of  the  title,"  said  he,  "but  he  was 
a  gentleman  of  family  :  and  the  Lord  deliver  you,  Mac- 
kellar,  from  an  enemy  so  subtile  ! " 

These  last  words  he  spoke  down  at  me  smiling,  from 
high  above ;  the  next,  he  was  under  my  feet.  I  con- 
tinued to  follow  his  evolutions  with  a  childish  flinty  ; 
they  made  me  giddy  and  vacant,  and  I  spoke  as  in  a 
dream. 

"  He  hated  the  baron  with  a  great  hatred  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  His  belly  moved  when  the  man  came  near  him," 
said  the  Master. 

"  I  have  felt  that  same,"  said  I. 

"  Verily  ! "  cries  the  Master.  "  Here  is  news  indeed  ! 
I  wonder — do  I  flatter  myself  ?  or  am  I  the  cause  of 
these  ventral  perturbations  ?  " 

He  was  quite  capable  of  choosing  out  a  graceful  pos- 
ture, even  with  no  one  to  behold  him  but  myself,  and 
all  the  more  if  there  were  any  element  of  peril.  He 
sat  now  with  one  knee  flung  across  the  other,  his  arena 
on  his  bosom,  fitting  the  swing  of  the  ship  with  an 
exquisite  balance,  such  as  a  featherweight  might  over- 
throw. All  at  once  I  had  the  vision  of  my  lord  at  the 
table  with  his  head  upon  his  hands ;  only  now,  when  he 
showed  me  his  countenance,  it  was  heavy  with  reproach. 
The  words  of  my  own  prayer — /  tvere  liker  a  man  if  1 
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struck  this  creature  down — shot  at  the  same  time  into 
my  memory.  I  called  my  energies  together,  and  (the 
ship  then  heeling  downward  toward  my  enemy)  thrust 
at  him  swiftly  with  my  foot.  It  was  written  I  should 
have  the  guilt  of  this  attempt  without  the  profit. 
Whether  from  my  own  uncertainty  or  his  incredible 
quickness,  he  escaped  the  thrust,  leaping  to  his  feet 
and  catching  hold  at  the  same  moment  of  a  stay. 

I  do  not  know  how  long  a  time  passed  by :  I  lying 
where  I  was  upon  the  deck,  overcome  with  terror  and 
remorse  and  shame  :  he  standing  with  the  stay  in  his 
hand,  backed  against  the  bulwarks,  and  regarding  me 
with  an  expression  singularly  mingled.  At  last  he 
spoke. 

"  Mackellar,"  said  he,  "  I  make  no  reproaches,  but  1 
offer  you  a  bargain.  On  your  side,  I  do  not  suppose 
you  desire  to  have  this  exploit  made  public  ;  on  mine, 
I  own  to  you  freely  I  do  not  care  to  draw  my  breath  in 
a  perpetual  terror  of  assassination  by  the  man  I  sit  at 
meat  with.  Promise  me — but  no,"  says  he,  break- 
ing off,  "you  are  not  yet  in  the  quiet  possession  of 
your  mind  ;  you  might  think  I  had  extorted  the  prom- 
ise from  your  weakness  ;  and  I  would  leave  no  door 
open  for  casuistry  to  come  in — that  dishonesty  of  the 
conscientious.  Take  time  to  meditate." 

With  that  he  made  off  up  the  sliding  deck  like  a 
squirrel  and  plunged  into  the  cabin.  About  half  an 
hour  later  he  returned  :  I  still  lying  as  he  had  left  me. 
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"  Now,"  says  he,  "  will  you  give  me  your  troth  as  a 
Christian  and  a  faithful  servant  of  my  brother's,  that  I 
shall  have  no  more  to  fear  from  your  attempts  ?  " 

"  I  give  it  you,"  said  I. 

"  I  shall  require  your  hand  upon  it,"  says  he. 

"You  have  tfee  right  to  make  conditions,"  I  replied, 
and  we  shook  hands. 

He  sat  down  at  once  in  the  same  place  and  the  old 
perilous  attitude. 

"  Hold  on  ! "  cried  I,  covering  my  eyes.  "  I  cannot 
bear  to  see  you  in  that  posture.  The  least  irregularity 
of  the  sea  might  plunge  you  overboard." 

"You  are  highly  inconsistent,"  he  replied,  smiling, 
but  doing  as  I  asked.  "For  all  that,  Mackellar,  I 
would  have  you  to  know  you  have  risen  forty  feet  in  my 
esteem.  You  think  I  cannot  set  a  price  upon  fidelity  ? 
But  why  do  you  suppose  I  carry  that  Secundra  Dass 
about  the  world  with  me  ?  Because  he  would  die  or 
do  murder  for  me  to-morrow  ;  and  I  love  him  for  it. 
Well,  you  may  think  it  odd,  but  I  like  you  the  better 
for  this  afternoon's  performance.  I  thought  you  were 
magnetized  with  the  Ten  Commandments  ;  but  no — God 
damn  my  soul  !  " — he  cries,  "  the  old  wife  has  blood  in 
his  body  after  all  ! — Which  does  not  change  the  fact," 
he  continued,  smiling  again,  "  that  you  have  done  well 
to  give  your  promise  ;  for  I  doubt  if  you  would  ever 
shine  in  your  new  trade." 

"  I  suppose,"  said  I,  "  I  should  ask  your  pardon  and 
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God's  for  my  attempt.  At  any  rate  I  have  passed  my 
word,  which  I  will  keep  faithfully.  But  when  I  think 
of  those  you  persecute "  I  paused. 

"Life  is  a  singular  thing,"  said  he,  "and  mankind  a 
very  singular  people.  You  suppose  yourself  to  love  my 
brother.  I  assure  you  it  is  merely  custom.  Interrogate 
your  memory  ;  and  when  first  you  came  to  Durrisdeer, 
you  will  find  you  considered  him  a  dull,  ordinary  youth. 
He  is  as  dull  and  ordinary  now,  though  not  so  young. 
Had  you  instead  fallen  in  with  me,  you  would  to-day  be 
as  strong  upon  my  side." 

"  I  would  never  say  you  were  ordinary,  Mr.  Bally,"  I 
returned  ;  "  but  here  you  prove  yourself  dull.  You 
have  just  shown  your  reliance  on  my  word.  In  other 
terms,  that  is  my  conscience — the  same  which  starts 
instinctively  back  from  you,  like  the  eye  from  a  strong 
light." 

"Ah!"  says  he,  "but  I  mean  otherwise.  I  mean, 
had  I  met  you  in  my  youth.  You  are  to  consider  I  was 
not  always  as  I  am  to-day ;  nor  (had  I  met  in  with  a 
friend  of  your  description)  should  I  have  ever  been  so. " 

"Hut,  Mr.  Bally,"  says  I,  "you  would  have  made  a 
mock  of  me — you  would  never  have  spent  ten  civil  words 
on  such  a  squaretoes." 

But  he  was  now  fairly  started  on  his  new  course  of 
justification,  with  which  he  wearied  me  throughout  the 
remainder  of  the  passage.  No  doubt  in  the  past  he  had 
taken  pleasure  to  paint  himself  unnecessarily  black,  and 
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made  a  vaunt  of  his  wickedness,  bearing  it  for  a  coat  of 
arms.  Nor  was  he  so  illogical  as  to  abate  one  item  of 
his  old  confessions.  "  But  now  that  I  know  you  are  a 
human  being,"  he  would  say,  "I  can  take  the  trouble 
to  explain  myself.  For  I  assure  you  I  am  human  too, 
and  have  my  virtues  like  my  neighbors."  I  say  he 
wearied  me,  for  I  had  only  the  one  word  to  say  in 
answer  :  twenty  times  I  must  have  said  it :  "  Give  up 
your  present  purpose  and  return  with  me  to  Durrisdeer  ; 
then  I  will  believe  you." 

Thereupon  he  would  shake  his  head  at  me.  "Ah, 
Mackellar,  you  might  live  a  thousand  years  and  never 
understand  my  nature,"  he  would  say.  "  This  battle  is 
now  committed,  the  hour  of  reflection  quite  past,  the 
hour  for  mercy  not  yet  come.  It  began  between  us  when 
we  span  a  coin  in  the  hall  of  Durrisdeer  now  twenty  years 
ago  ;  we  have  had  our  ups  and  downs,  but  never  either 
of  us  dreamed  of  giving  in  ;  and  as  for  me,  when  my 
glove  is  cast,  life  and  honour  go  with  it." 

"A  fig  for  your  honour!"  I  would  say.  "And  by 
your  leave,  these  warlike  similitudes  are  something  too 
high-sounding  for  the  matter  in  hand.  You  want  some 
dirty  money,  there  is  the  bottom  of  your  contention  ; 
and  as  for  your  means,  what  are  they  ? — to  stir  up  sorrow 
in  a  family  that  never  harmed  you,  to  debauch  (if  you 
can)  your  own  born  nephew,  and  to  wring  the  heart  of 
your  born  brother  !  A  footpad  that  kills  an  old  granny 
in  a  woollen  mutch  with  a  dirty  bludgeon,  and  that  for 
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a  shilling-piece  and  a  paper  of  snuff — there  is  all  the 
warrior  that  you  are. " 

When  I  would  attack  him  thus  (or  somewhat  thus)  he 
would  smile  and  sigh  like  a  man  misunderstood.  Once, 
I  remember,  he  defended  himself  more  at  large,  and  had 
some  curious  sophistries,  worth  repeating  for  a  light 
upon  his  character. 

"  You  are  very  like  a  civilian  to  think  war  consists  in 
drums  and  banners,"  said  he.  "  "War  (as  the  ancients 
said  very  wisely)  is  ultima  ratio.  When  we  take  our 
advantage  unrelentingly,  then  we  make  war.  Ah,  Mac- 
kellar,  you  are  a  devil  of  a  soldier  in  the  steward's  room 
at  Durrisdeer,  or  the  tenants  do  you  sad  injustice  ! " 

"  I  think  little  of  what  war  is  or  is  not,"  I  replied. 
"  But  you  weary  me  with  claiming  my  respect.  Your 
brother  is  a  good  man,  and  you  are  a  bad  one — neither 
more  nor  less." 

"Had  I  been  Alexander "  he  began. 

"It  is  so  we  all  dupe  ourselves,"  I  cried.  "Had  I 
been  St.  Paul,  it  would  have  been  all  one  ;  I  would  have 
made  the  same  hash  of  that  career  that  you  now  see  me 
making  of  my  own." 

"  I  tell  you,"  he  cried,  bearing  down  my  interruption, 
"had  I  been  the  least  petty  chieftain  in  the  highlands, 
had  I  been  the  least  king  of  naked  negroes  in  the  Afri- 
can desert,  my  people  would  have  adored  me.  A  bad 
man,  am  I  ?  Ah,  but  I  was  born  for  a  good  tyrant !  Ask 
Secundra  Dass  ;  he  will  tell  you  I  treat  him  like  a  son. 
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Cast  in  your  lot  with  me  to-morrow,  become  my  slave, 
my  chattel,  a  thing  I  can  command  as  I  command  the 
powers  of  my  own  limbs  and  spirit — you  will  see  no 
more  that  dark  side  that  I  turn  upon  the  world  in  anger. 
I  must  have  all  or  none.  But  where  all  is  given,  I  give 
it  back  with  usury.  I  have  a  kingly  nature  :  there  is 
my  loss  ! " 

"It  has  been  hitherto  rather  the  loss  of  others,"  I 
remarked ;  "  which  seems  a  little  on  the  hither  side  of 
royalty." 

"  Tilly-vally  ! "  cried  he.  "  Even  now,  I  tell  you  I 
would  spare  that  family  in  which  you  take  so  great 
an  interest :  yes,  even  now, — to-morrow  I  would  leave 
them  to  their  petty  welfare,  and  disappear  in  that 
forest  of  cut-throats  and  thimbleriggers  that  we  call 
the  world.  I  would  do  it  to-morrow ! "  says  he. 
"Only— only " 

"Only  what?"  Tasked. 

"  Only  they  must  beg  it  on  their  bended  knees.  I 
think  in  public  too,"  he  added,  smiling.  "Indeed, 
Mackellar,  I  doubt  if  there  be  a  hall  big  enough  to 
serve  my  purpose  for  that  act  of  reparation." 

"  Vanity,  vanity  ! "  I  moralized.  "  To  think  that 
this  great  force  for  evil  should  be  swayed  by  the  same 
sentiment  that  sets  a  lassie  mincing  to  her  glass  ! " 

"  0,  there  are  double  words  for  everything ;  the  word 
that  swells,  the  word  that  belittles  :  you  cannot  fight 
me  with  a  word  !  "  said  he.  "  You  said  the  other  day 
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that  I  relied  on  your  conscience :  were  I  in  your 
humour  of  detraction,  I  might  say  I  built  upon  your 
vanity.  It  is  your  pretension  to  be  un  homme  de 
parole  ;  'tis  mine  not  to  accept  defeat.  Call  it  vanity, 
call  it  virtue,  call  it  greatness  of  soul — what  signifies 
the  expression  ?  But  recognize  in  each  of  us  a  com- 
mon strain ;  that  we  both  live  for  an  idea. " 

It  will  be  gathered  from  so  much  familiar  talk,  and 
so  much  patience  on  both  sides,  that  we  now  lived 
together  upon  excellent  terms.  Such  was  again  the 
fact,  and  this  time  more  seriously  than  before.  Apart 
from  disputations  such  as  that  which  I  have  tried  to 
reproduce,  not  only  consideration  reigned,  but  I  am 
tempted  to  say  even  kindness.  When  I  fell  sick  (as  I 
did  shortly  after  our  great  storm)  he  sat  by  my  berth 
to  entertain  me  with  his  conversation,  and  treated  me 
with  excellent  remedies,  which  I  accepted  with  security. 
Himself  commented  on  the  circumstance.  "You  see," 
says  he,  "  you  begin  to  know  me  better.  A  very  little 
while  ago,  upon  this  lonely  ship,  where  no  one  but 
myself  has  any  smattering  of  science,  you  would  have 
made  sure  I  had  designs  upon  your  life.  And  observe, 
it  is  since  I  found  you  had  designs  upon  my  own,  that 
I  have  shown  you  most  respect.  You  will  tell  me  if 
this  speaks  of  a  small  mind."  I  found  little  to  reply. 
In  so  far  as  regarded  myself,  I  believed  him  to  mean 
well ;  I  am  perhaps  the  more  a  dupe  of  his  dissimu- 
lation, but  I  believed  (and  I  still  believe)  that  he 
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regarded  me  with  genuine  kindness.  Singular  and  sad 
fact  !  so  soon  as  this  change  began,  my  animosity 
abated,  and  these  haunting  visions  of  my  master  passed 
utterly  away.  So  that,  perhaps,  there  was  truth  in  the 
man's  last  vaunting  word  to  me,  uttered  on  the  second 
day  of  July,  when  our  long  voyage  was  at  last  brought 
almost  to  an  end,  and  we  lay  becalmed  at  the  sea  end  of 
the  vast  harbour  of  New  York  in  a  gasping  heat  which 
was  presently  exchanged  for  a  surprising  waterfall  of 
rain.  I  stood  on  the  poop  regarding  the  green  shores 
near  at  hand,  and  now  and  then  the  light  smoke  of 
the  little  town,  our  destination.  And  as  I  was  even 
then  devising  how  to  steal  a  march  on  my  familiar 
enemy,  I  was  conscious  of  a  shade  of  embarrassment 
when  he  approached  me  with  his  hand  extended. 

"I  am  now  to  bid  you  farewell,"  said  he,  "and  that 
forever.  For  now  you  go  among  my  enemies,  where  all 
your  former  prejudices  will  revive.  I  never  yet  failed 
to  charm  a  person  when  I  wanted  ;  even  you,  my  good 
friend — to  call  you  so  for  once — even  you  have  now  a 
very  different  portrait  of  me  in  your  memory,  and  one 
that  you  will  never  quite  forget.  The  voyage  has  not 
lasted  long  enough,  or  I  should  have  wrote  the  impres- 
sion deeper.  But  now  all  is  at  an  end,  and  we  are 
again  at  war.  Judge  by  this  little  interlude  how  dan- 
gerous I  am  ;  and  tell  those  fools  " — pointing  with  his 
finger  to  the  town — "  to  think  twice  and  thrice  before 
they  set  me  at  defiance." 
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I  HAVE  mentioned  I  was  resolved  to  steal  a  march 
upon  the  Master  ;  and  this,  with  the  complicity  of  Cap- 
tain McMurtrie,  was  mighty  easily  effected  :  a  boat  being 
partly  loaded  on  the  one  side  of  our  ship  and  the  Mas- 
ter placed  on  board  of  it,  the  while  a  skiff  put  off  from 
the  other  carrying  me  alone.  I  had  no  more  trouble  in 
finding  a  direction  to  my  lord's  house,  whither  I  went 
at  top  speed,  and  which  I  found  to  be  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  place,  a  very  suitable  mansion,  in  a  fine  garden, 
with  an  extraordinary  large  barn,  byre  and  stable  all  in 
one.  It  was  here  my  lord  was  walking  when  I  arrived  ; 
indeed  it  had  become  his  chief  place  of  frequentation, 
and  his  mind  was  now  filled  with  farming.  I  burst  in 
upon  him  breathless,  and  gave  him  my  news  :  which  was 
indeed  no  news  at  all,  several  ships  having  outsailed  the 
Nonesuch  in  the  interval. 

"We  have  been  expecting  you  long,"  said  my  lord  ; 
"and  indeed,  of  late  days,  ceased  to  expect  you  any 
more.  I  am  glad  to  take  your  hand  again,  Mackellar. 
I  thought  you  had  been  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

"  Ah,  my  lord,  would  God  I  had  I"  cried  I.  "  Things 
would  have  been  better  for  yourself. " 
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"  Not  in  the  least,"  says  he  grimly.  "  I  could  not  ask 
better.  There  is  a  long  score  to  pay,  and  now — at  last 
— I  can  begin  to  pay  it." 

I  cried  out  against  his  security. 

"  O,"  says  he,  "  this  is  not  Durrisdeer,  and  I  have 
taken  my  precautions.  His  reputation  awaits  him,  I 
have  prepared  a  welcome  for  my  brother.  Indeed  fortune 
has  served  me  ;  for  I  found  here  a  merchant  of  Albany 
who  knew  him  after  the  '45  and  had  mighty  convenient 
suspicions  of  a  murder  :  some  one  of  the  name  of  Chew 
it  was,  another  Albanian.  No  one  here  will  be  surprised 
if  I  deny  him  my  door  ;  he  will  not  be  suffered  to 
address  my  children,  nor  even  to  salute  my  wife  :  as  for 
myself,  I  make  so  much  exception  for  a  brother  that  he 
may  speak  to  me.  I  should  lose  my  pleasure  else," 
says  my  lord,  rubbing  his  palms. 

Presently  he  bethought  himself,  and  set  men  off  run- 
ning, with  billets,  to  summon  the  magnates  of  the  prov- 
ince. I  cannot  recall  what  pretext  he  employed ;  at 
least  it  was  successful;  and  when  our  ancient  enemy 
appeared  upon  the  scene,  he  found  my  lord  pacing  in 
front  of  his  house  under  some  trees  of  shade,  with  the 
governor  upon  one  hand  and  various  notables  upon  the 
other.  My  lady,  who  was  seated  in  the  verandah,  rose 
with  a  very  pinched  expression  and  carried  her  children 
into  the  house. 

The  Master,  well  dressed  and  with  an  elegant  walking- 
sword,  bowed  to  the  company  in  a  handsome  manner  and 
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nodded  to  my  lord  with  familiarity.  My  lord  did  not 
accept  the  salutation,  but  looked  upon  his  brother  with 
bended  brows. 

"Well,  sir,"  says  he,  at  last,  "what  ill  wind  brings 
you  hither  of  all  places,  where  (to  our  common  disgrace) 
your  reputation  has  preceded  yon  ?  " 

"  Your  lordship  is  pleased  to  be  civil,"  cries  the 
Master,  with  a  fine  start. 

"  I  am  pleased  to  be  very  plain,"  returned  my  lord  ; 
"  because  it  is  needful  you  should  clearly  understand 
your  situation.  At  home,  where  you  were  so  little 
known,  it  was  still  possible  to  keep  appearances  :  that 
would  be  quite  vain  in  this  province  ;  and  I  have  to 
tell  you  that  I  am  quite  resolved  to  wash  my  hands  of 
you.  You  have  already  ruined  me  almost  to  the  door, 
as  you  ruined  my  father  before  me  ; — whose  heart  you 
also  broke.  Your  crimes  escape  the  law ;  but  my 
friend  the  governor  has  promised  protection  to  my 
family.  Have  a  care,  sir  ! "  cries  my  lord,  shaking  his 
cane  at  him  :  "if  you  are  observed  to  utter  two  words  to 
any  of  my  innocent  household,  the  law  shall  be  stretched 
to  make  you  smart  for  it." 

"  Ah  ! "  says  the  Master,  very  slowly.  "  And  so  this 
is  the  advantage  of  a  foreign  land  !  These  gentlemen  are 
unacquainted  with  our  story,  I  perceive.  They  do  not 
know  that  I  am  the  Lord  Durrisdeer  ;  they  do  not  know 
you  are  my  younger  brother,  sitting  in  my  place  under  a 
sworn  family  compact ;  they  do  not  know  (or  they  would 
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not  be  seen  with  you  in  familiar  correspondence)  that 
every  acre  is  mine  before  God  Almighty — and  every  doit 
of  the  money  you  withhold  from  me,  you  do  it  as  a  thief, 
a  perjurer  and  a  disloyal  brother  !" 

"General  Clinton,"  I  cried,  "do  not  listen  to  his 
lies.  I  am  the  steward  of  the  estate,  and  there  is  not 
one  word  of  truth  in  it.  The  man  is  a  forfeited  rebel 
turned  into  a  hired  spy  :  there  is  his  story  in  two  words." 

It  was  thus  that  (in  the  heat  of  the  moment)  I  let 
slip  his  infamy. 

"Fellow,"  said  the  governor,  turning  his  face  sternly 
on  the  Master,  "  I  know  more  of  you  than  you  think 
for.  We  have  some  broken  ends  of  your  adventures  in 
the  provinces,  which  you  will  do  very  well  not  to  drive 
me  to  investigate.  There  is  the  disappearance  of  Mr. 
Jacob  Chew  with  all  his  merchandise  ;  there  is  the 
matter  of  where  you  came  ashore  from  with  so  much 
money  and  jewels,  when  you  were  picked  up  by  a  Ber- 
mudan  out  of  Albany.  Believe  me,  if  I  let  these  mat- 
ters lie,  it  is  in  commiseration  for  your  family  and  out 
of  respect  for  my  valued  friend,  Lord  Durrisdeer. " 

There  was  a  murmur  of  applause  from  the  provin- 
cials. 

"  I  should  have  remembered  how  a  title  would  shine 
out  in  such  a  hole  as  this,"  says  the  Master,  white  as  a 
sheet :  "  no  matter  how  unjustly  come  by.  It  remains 
for  me  then  to  die  at  my  lord's  door,  where  my  dead 
body  will  form  a  very  cheerful  ornament." 
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"  Away  with  your  affectations ! "  cries  my  lord. 
"  You  know  very  well  I  have  no  such  meaning ;  only 
to  protect  myself  from  calumny  and  my  home  from 
your  intrusion.  I  offer  you  a  choice.  Either  I  shall  pay 
your  passage  home  on  the  first  ship,  when  you  may 
perhaps  be  able  to  resume  your  occupations  under 
government,  although  God  knows  I  would  rather  see 
you  on  the  highway  !  Or,  if  that  likes  you  not,  stay 
here  and  welcome  !  I  have  inquired  the  least  sum  on 
which  body  and  soul  can  be  decently  kept  together  in 
New  York  ;  so  much  you  shall  have,  paid  weekly  ;  and 
if  you  cannot  labour  with  your  hands  to  better  it,  high 
time  you  should  betake  yourself  to  learn  !  The  condi- 
tion is,  that  you  speak  with  no  member  of  my  family 
except  myself,"  he  added. 

I  do  not  think  I  have  ever  seen  any  man  so  pale  as 
was  the  Master  ;  but  he  was  erect  and  his  mouth  firm. 

"  I  have  been  met  here  with  some  very  unmerited 
insults,"  said  he,  "from  which  I  have  certainly  no  idea 
to  take  refuge  by  flight.  Give  me  your  pittance  ;  I 
take  it  without  shame,  for  it  is  mine  already — like  the 
shirt  upon  your  back  ;  and  I  choose  to  stay  until  these 
gentlemen  shall  understand  me  better.  Already  they 
must  spy  the  cloven  hoof  ;  since  with  all  your  pretended 
eagerness  for  the  family  honour,  you  take  a  pleasure  to 
degrade  it  in  my  person." 

"  This  is  all  very  fine,"  says  my  lord ;  "  but  to  us  who 

know  you  of  old,  you  must  be  sure  it  signifies  nothing. 
17 
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You  take  that  alternative  out  of  which  you  think  that 
you  can  make  the  most.  Take  it,  if  you  can,  in  silence: 
it  will  serve  you  better  in  the  long  run,  you  may  believe 
me,  than  this  ostentation  of  ingratitude." 

"  0,  gratitude,  my  lord  ! "  cries  the  Master,  with  a 
mounting  intonation  and  his  forefinger  very  conspicu- 
ously lifted  up.  "  Be  at  rest :  it  will  not  fail  you.  It 
now  remains  that  I  should  salute  these  gentlemen  whom 
we  have  wearied  with  our  family  affairs." 

And  he  bowed  to  each  in  succession,  settled  his  walk- 
ing-sword, and  took  himself  off,  leaving  every  one 
amazed  at  his  behaviour,  and  me  not  less  so  at  my  lord's. 

We  were  now  to  enter  on  a  changed  phase  of  this 
family  division.  The  Master  was  by  no  manner  of 
means  so  helpless  as  my  lord  supposed,  having  at  his 
hand  and  entirely  devoted  to  his  service,  an  excellent 
artist  in  all  sorts  of  goldsmith  work.  With  my  lord's 
allowance,  which  was  not  so  scanty  as  he  had  described 
it,  the  pair  could  support  life ;  and  all  the  earnings  of 
Secundra  Dass  might  be  laid  upon  one  side  for  any 
future  purpose.  That  this  was  done,  I  have  no  doubt. 
It  was  in  all  likelihood  the  Master's  design  to  gather  a 
sufficiency,  and  then  proceed  in  quest  of  that  treasure 
which  he  had  buried  long  before  among  the  mountains ; 
to  which,  if  he  had  confined  himself,  he  would  have 
been  more  happily  inspired.  But  unfortunately  for 
himself  and  all  of  us,  he,  took  counsel  of  his  anger. 
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The  public  disgrace  of  his  arrival  (which  I  sometimes 
wonder  he  could  manage  to  survive)  rankled  in  his 
bones ;  he  was  in  that  humour  when  a  man  (in  the 
words  of  the  old  adage)  will  cut  off  his  nose  to  spite  his 
face  ;  and  he  must  make  himself  a  public  spectacle, 
in  the  hopes  that  some  of  the  disgrace  might  spatter 
on  my  lord. 

He  chose,  in  a  poor  quarter  of  the  town,  a  lonely, 
small  house  of  boards,  overhung  with  some  acacias. 
It  was  furnished  in  front  with  a  sort  of  hutch  opening, 
like  that  of  a  dog's  kennel,  but  about  as  high  as  a  table 
from  the  ground,  in  which  the  poor  man  that  built  it 
had  formerly  displayed  some  wares ;  and  it  was  this 
which  took  the  Master's  fancy  and  possibly  suggested 
his  proceedings.  It  appears,  on  board  the  pirate  ship, 
he  had  acquired  some  quickness  with  the  needle : 
enough  at  least  to  play  the  part  of  tailor  in  the  public 
eye  ;  which  was  all  that  was  required  by  the  nature  of 
his  vengeance.  A  placard  was  hung  above  the  hutch, 
bearing  these  words  in  something  of  the  following  dis- 
position : 

JAMES  DUKIE 

FOBMEBLY  MASTER  OF  BALLANTRAE 

CLOTHES  NEATLY  CLOUTED. 


SECUNDRA  DASS 
DECAYED  GENTLEMAN  OF  INDIA 

FINE   GOLDSMITH   WORK. 
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Underneath  this,  when  he  had  a  job,  my  gentleman 
sat  withinside  tailor-wise  and  busily  stitching.  I  say, 
when  he  had  a  job  ;  but  such  customers  as  came  were 
rather  for  Secundra,  and  the  Master's  sewing  would  be 
more  in  the  manner  of  Penelope's.  He  could  never 
have  designed  to  gain  even  butter  to  his  bread  by  such 
a  means  of  livelihood  :  enough  for  him,  that  there  was 
the  name  of  Durie  dragged  in  the  dirt  on  the  placard, 
and  the  sometime  heir  of  that  proud  family  set  up 
cross-legged  in  public  for  a  reproach  upon  his  brother's 
meanness.  And  in  so  far  his  device  succeeded,  that 
there  was  murmuring  in  the  town  and  a  party  formed 
highly  inimical  to  my  lord.  My  lord's  favour  with  the 
governor  laid  him  more  open  on  the  other  side  ;  my 
lady  (who  was  never  so  well  received  in  the  colony) 
met  with  painful  innuendoes ;  in  a  party  of  women, 
where  it  would  be  the  topic  most  natural  to  introduce, 
she  was  almost  debarred  from  the  naming  of  needle- 
work ;  and  I  have  seen  her  return  with  a  flushed  coun- 
tenance and  vow  that  she  would  go  abroad  no  more. 

In  the  meanwhile,  my  lord  dwelled  in  his  decent 
mansion,  immersed  in  farming :  a  popular  man  with 
his  intimates,  and  careless  or  unconscious  of  the  rest. 
He  laid  on  flesh  ;  had  a  bright,  busy  face ;  even  the 
heat  seemed  to  prosper  with  him  ;  and  my  lady  (in 
despite  of  her  own  annoyances)  daily  blessed  heaven  her 
father  should  have  left  her  such  a  paradise.  She  had 
looked  on  from  a  window  upon  the  Master's  humiha- 
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tion  ;  and  from  that  hour  appeared  to  feel  at  ease.  I 
was  not  so  sure  myself ;  as  time  went  on  there  seemed 
to  me  a  something  not  quite  wholesome  in  my  lord's 
condition ;  happy  he  was,  beyond  a  doubt,  but  the 
grounds  of  this  felicity  were  secret ;  even  in  the  bosom 
of  his  family,  he  brooded  with  manifest  delight  upon 
some  private  thought ;  and  I  conceived  at  last  the  sus- 
picion (quite  unworthy  of  us  both)  that  he  kept  a 
mistress  somewhere  in  the  town.  Yet  he  went  little 
abroad,  and  his  day  was  very  fully  occupied  ;  indeed 
there  was  but  a  single  period,  and  that  pretty  early  in 
the  morning  while  Mr.  Alexander  was  at  his  lesson- 
book,  of  which  I  was  not  certain  of  the  disposition. 
It  should  be  borne  in  mind,  in  the  defence  of  that 
which  I  now  did,  that  I  was  always  in  some  fear  my 
lord  was  not  quite  justly  in  his  reason ;  and  with  our 
enemy  sitting  so  still  in  the  same  town  with  us,  I  did 
well  to  be  upon  my  guard.  Accordingly  I  made  a  pre- 
text, had  the  hour  changed  at  which  I  taught  Mr.  Alex- 
ander the  foundation  of  cyphering  and  the  mathematic, 
and  set  myself  instead  to  dog  my  master's  footsteps. 

Every  morning,  fair  or  foul,  he  took  his  gold-headed 
cane,  set  his  hat  on  the  back  of  his  head — a  recent 
habitude,  which  I  thought  to  indicate  a  burning  brow — 
and  betook  himself  to  make  a  certain  circuit.  At  the 
first  his  way  was  among  pleasant  trees  and  beside  a 
graveyard,  where  he  would  sit  a  while,  if  the  day  were 
fine,  in  meditation.  Presently  the  path  turned  down  to 
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the  waterside  and  came  back  along  the  harbour  front 
and  past  the  Master's  booth.  As  he  approached  this 
second  part  of  his  circuit,  my  Lord  Durrisdeer  began 
to  pace  more  leisurely,  like  a  man  delighted  with  the 
air  and  scene  ;  and  before  the  booth,  half  way  between 
that  and  the  water's  edge,  would  pause  a  little  leaning 
on  his  staff.  It  was  the  hour  when  the  Master  sate 
within  upon  his  board  and  plied  his  needle.  So  these 
two  brothers  would  gaze  upon  each  other  with  hard 
faces ;  and  then  my  lord  move  on  again,  smiling  to 
himself. 

It  was  but  twice  that  I  must  stoop  to  that  ungrateful 
necessity  of  playing  spy.  I  was  then  certain  of  my 
lord's  purpose  in  his  rambles  and  of  the  secret  source 
of  his  delight.  Here  was  his  mistress  :  it  was  hatred 
and  not  love  that  gave  him  healthful  colours.  Some 
moralists  might  have  been  relieved  by  the  discovery,  I 
confess  that  I  Was  dismayed.  I  found  this  situation  of 
two  brethren  not  only  odious  in  itself,  but  big  with 
possibilities  of  further  evil ;  and  I  made  it  my  practice, 
in  so  far  as  many  occupations  would  allow,  to  go  by  a 
shorter  path  and  be  secretly  present  at  their  meeting. 
Coming  down  one  day  a  little  late,  after  I  had  been 
near  a  week  prevented,  I  was  struck  with  surprise  to 
find  a  new  development.  I  should  say  there  was  a 
bench  against  the  Master's,  house,  where  customers 
might  sit  to  parley  with  the  shopman  ;  and  here  I 
found  my  lord  seated,  nursing  his  cane  and  looking 
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pleasantly  forth  upon  the  bay.  Not  three  feet  from 
him  sate  the  Master  stitching.  Neither  spoke ;  nor  (in 
this  new  situation)  did  my  lord  so  much  as  cast  a  glance 
upon  his  enemy.  He  tasted  his  neighbourhood,  I  must 
suppose,  less  indirectly  in  the  bare  proximity  of  person ; 
and  without  doubt,  drank  deep  of  hateful  pleasures. 

He  had  no  sooner  come  away  than  I  openly  joined  him. 

"My  lord,  my  lord,"  said  I,  "this  is  no  manner  of 
behaviour. " 

"  I  grow  fat  upon  it,"  he  replied  ;  and  not  merely  the 
words,  which  were  strange  enough,  but  the  whole  char- 
acter of  his  expression  shocked  me. 

"  I  warn  you,  my  lord,  against  this  indulgency  of  evil 
feeling,"  said  I.  "I  know  not  to  which  it  is  more 
perilous,  the  soul  or  the  reason  :  but  you  go  the  way  to 
murder  both." 

"  You  cannot  understand,"  said  he.  "  You  had  never 
such  mountains  of  bitterness  upon  your  heart." 

"And  if  it  were  no  more,"  I  added,  "  you  will  surely 
goad  the  man  to  some  extremity." 

"  To  the  contrary  :  I  am  breaking  his  spirit,"  says  my 
lord. 

Every  morning  for  hard  upon  a  week,  my  lord  took 
his  same  place  upon  the  bench.  It  was  a  pleasant  place, 
under  the  green  acacias,  with  a  sight  upon  the  bay  and 
shipping,  and  a  sound  (from  some  way  off)  of  mariners 
singing  at  their  employ.  Here  the  two  sate  without 
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speech  or  any  external  movement,  beyond  that  of  the 
needle  or  the  Master  biting  off  a  thread,  for  he  still 
clung  to  his  pretence  of  industry ;  and  here  I  made  a 
point  to  join  them,  wondering  at  myself  and  my  com- 
panions. If  any  of  my  lord's  friends  went  by,  he  would 
hail  them  cheerfully,  and  cry  out  he  was  there  to  give 
some  good  advice  to  his  brother,  who  was  now  (to  hi? 
delight)  grown  quite  industrious.  And  even  this,  the 
Master  accepted  with  a  steady  countenance  :  what  was 
in  his  mind,  God  knows,  or  perhaps  Satan  only. 

All  of  a  sudden,  on  a  still  day  of  what  they  call  the 
Indian  Summer,  when  the  woods  were  changed  into 
gold  and  pink  and  scarlet,  the  Master  laid  down  his 
needle  and  burst  into  a  fit  of  merriment.  I  think  he 
must  have  been  preparing  it  a  long  while  in  silence, 
for  the  note  in  itself  was  pretty  naturally  pitched  ;  but 
breaking  suddenly  from  so  extreme  a  silence  and  in  cir- 
cumstances so  averse  from  mirth,  it  sounded  ominously 
on  my  ear. 

"  Henry,"  said  he,  "  I  have  for  once  made  a  false  step, 
and  for  once  you  have  had  the  wit  to  profit  by  it.  The 
farce  of  the  cobbler  ends  to-day  ;  and  I  confess  to  you 
(with  my  compliments)  that  you  have  had  the  best  of  it. 
Blood  will  out ;  and  you  have  certainly  a  choice  idea  of 
how  to  make  yourself  unpleasant." 

Never  a  word  said  my  lord  ;  it  was  just  as  though  the 
Master  had  not  broken  silence. 

"Come,"  resumed  the  Master,  "do  not  be  sulky,  it 
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will  spoil  your  attitude.  You  can  now  afford  (believe 
me)  to  be  a  little  gracious  ;  for  I  have  not  merely  a  de- 
feat to  accept.  I  had  meant  to  continue  this  perform- 
ance till  I  had  gathered  enough  money  for  a  certain 
purpose ;  I  confess  ingenuously,  I  have  not  the  courage. 
You  naturally  desire  my  absence  from  this  town  ;  I 
have  come  round  by  another  way  to  the  same  idea.  And 
I  have  a  proposition  to  make ;  or  if  your  lordship  pre- 
fers, a  favour  to  ask." 

"  Ask  it,"  says  my  lord. 

"  You  may  have  heard  that  I  had  once  in  this  country 
a  considerable  treasure,"  returned  the  Master  :  "  it  mat- 
ters not  whether  or  no — such  is  the  fact ;  and  I  was 
obliged  to  bury  it  in  a  spot  of  which.  I  have  sufficient 
indications.  To  the  recovery  of  this,  has  my  ambition 
now  come  down  ;  and  as  it  is  my  own,  you  will  not 
grudge  it  me." 

"  Go  and  get  it,"  says  my  lord.  "  I  make  no  opposi- 
tion." 

"Yes,"  said  the  Master,  "but  to  do  so  I  must  find 
men  and  carriage.  The  way  is  long  and  rough,  and  the 
country  infested  with  wild  Indians.  Advance  me  only 
so  much  as  shall  be  needful :  either  as  a  lump  sum,  in 
lieu  of  my  allowance  ;  or  if  you  prefer  it,  as  a  loan, 
which  I  shall  repay  on  my  return.  And  then,  if  you  so 
decide,  you  may  have  seen  the  last  of  me." 

My  lord  stared  him  steadily  in  the  eyes ;  there  was  a 
hard  smile  upon  his  face,  but  he  uttered  nothing. 
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"Henry,"  said  the  Master,  with  a  formidable  quiet- 
ness,  and  drawing  at  the  same  time  somewhat  back — 
"  Henry,  I  had  the  honour  to  address  you. " 

"  Let  us  be  stepping  homeward,"  says  my  lord  to  me, 
who  was  plucking  at  his  sleeve  ;  and  with  that  he  rose, 
stretched  himself,  settled  his  hat,  and  still  without  a 
syllable  of  response,  began  to  walk  steadily  along  the 
shore. 

I  hesitated  awhile  between  the  two  brothers,  so  serious 
a  climax  did  we  seem  to  have  reached.  But  the  Master 
had  resumed  his  occupation,  his  eyes  lowered,  his  hand 
seemingly  as  deft  as  ever ;  and  I  decided  to  pursue  my 
lord. 

"  Are  you  mad  ?  "  I  cried,  so  soon  as  I  had  overtook 
him.  "Would  you  cast  away  so  fair  an  opportunity  ?  " 

"  Is  it  possible  you  should  still  believe  in  him  ? " 
inquired  my  lord,  almost  with  a  sneer. 

"  I  wish  him  forth  of  this  town,"  I  cried.  "  I  wish 
him  anywhere  and  anyhow  but  as  he  is." 

"I  have  said  my  say,"  returned  my  lord,  "and  you 
have  said  yours.  There  let  it  rest." 

But  I  was  bent  on  dislodging  the  Master.  That 
sight  of  him  patiently  returning  to  his  needlework  was 
more  than  my  imagination  could  digest.  There  was 
never  a  man  made,  and  the  Master  the  least  of  any,  that 
could  accept  so  long  a  series  of  insults.  The  air  smelt 
blood  to  me.  And  I  vowed  there  should  be  no  neglect 
of  mine  if,  through  any  chink  of  possibility,  crime 
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could  be  yet  turned  aside.  That  same  day,  therefore, 
I  came  to  my  lord  in  his  business  room,  where  he  sat 
upon  some  trivial  occupation. 

"  My  lord,"  said  I,  "  I  have  found  a  suitable  invest- 
ment for  my  small  economies.  But  these  are  unhap- 
pily in  Scotland ;  it  will  take  some  time  to  lift  them, 
and  the  affair  presses.  Could  your  lordship  see  his  way 
to  advance  me  the  amount  against  my  note  ?  " 

He  read  me  awhile  with  keen  eyes.  "  I  have  never 
inquired  into  the  state  of  your  affairs,  Mackellar,"  says 
he.  "Beyond  the  amount  of  your  caution,  you  may 
not  be  worth  a  farthing,  for  what  I  know." 

"  I  have  been  a  long  while  in  your  service,  and  never 
told  a  lie,  nor  yet  asked  a  favour  for  myself,"  said  I, 
"  until  to-day." 

"A  favour  for  the  Master,"  he  returned  quietly. 
"  Do  you  take  me  for  a  fool,  Mackellar  ?  Understand 
it  once  and  for  all ;  I  treat  this  beast  in  my  own  way ; 
fear  nor  favour  shall  not  move  me ;  and  before  I  am 
hoodwinked,  it  will  require  a  trickster  less  transparent 
than  yourself.  I  ask  service,  loyal  service  ;  not  that 
you  should  make  and  mar  behind  my  back,  and  steal 
my  own  money  to  defeat  me." 

"My  lord,"  said  I,  "these  are  very  unpardonable 
expressions." 

"  Think  once  more,  Mackellar,"  he  replied  ;  "  and 
you  will  see  they  fit  the  fact.  It  is  your  own  subter- 
fuge that  is  unpardonable.  Deny  (if  you  can)  that  you 
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designed  this  money  to  evade  my  orders  with,  and  I  will 
ask  your  pardon  freely.  If  you  cannot,  you  must  have 
the  resolution  to  hear  your  conduct  go  by  its  own  name." 

11  If  you  think  I  had  any  design  but  to  save  you  ..." 
I  began. 

"0,  my  old  friend,"  said  he,  "you  know  very  well 
what  I  think  !  Here  is  my  hand  to  you  with  all  my 
heart ;  but  of  money,  not  one  rap. " 

Defeated  upon  this  side,  I  went  straight  to  my  room, 
wrote  a  letter,  ran  with  it  to  the  harbour,  for  I  knew 
a  ship  was  on  the  point  of  sailing  :  and  came  to  the 
Master's  door  a  little  before  dusk.  Entering  without 
the  form  of  any  knock,  I  found  him  sitting  with  his 
Indian  at  a  simple  meal  of  maize  porridge  with  some 
milk.  The  house  within  was  clean  and  poor  ;  only  a 
few  books  upon  a  shelf  distinguished  it,  and  (in  one 
corner)  Secundra's  little  bench. 

"  Mr.  Bally,"  said  I,  "  I  have  near  five  hundred 
pounds  laid  by  in  Scotland,  the  economies  of  a  hard  life. 
A  letter  goes  by  yon  ship  to  have  it  lifted  ;  have  so 
much  patience  till  the  return  ship  comes  in,  and  it  is  all 
yours,  upon  the  same  condition  you  offered  to  my  lord 
this  morning." 

He  rose  from  the  table,  came  forward,  took  me  by 
the  shoulders,  and  looked  me  in  the  face,  smiling. 

"  And  yet  you  are  very  fond  of  money  ! "  said  he. 
"And    yet  you  love   money   beyond  all  things 
except  my  brother  !  " 
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"  I  fear  old  age  and  poverty,"  said  I,  "  which  is 
another  matter.'* 

"  I  will  never  quarrel  for  a  name.  Call  it  so  ! "  he 
replied.  "  Ah,  Mackellar,  Mackellar,  if  this  were  done 
from  any  love  to  me,  how  gladly  would  I  close  upon 
your  offer ! " 

"And  yet,"  I  eagerly  answered —  "I  say  it  to  my 
shame,  but  I  cannot  see  you  in  this  poor  place  without 
compunction.  It  is  not  my  single  thought,  nor  my 
first ;  and  yet  it's  there  !  I  would  gladly  see  you  deliv- 
ered. I  do  not  offer  it  in  love,  and  far  from  that ;  but 
as  God  judges  me — and  I  wonder  at  it  too ! — quite  with- 
out enmity." 

"  Ah,"  says  he,  still  holding  my  shoulders  and  now 
gently  shaking  me,  "you  think  of  me  more  than  you 
suppose.  '  And  I  wonder  at  it  too,'  "  he  added,  repeat- 
ing my  expression  and  I  suppose  something  of  my  voice. 
"  You  are  an  honest  man,  and  for  that  cause  I  spare  you." 

"Spare  me  ?"  I  cried. 

"  Spare  you,"  he  repeated,  letting  me  go  and  turning 
away.  And  then,  fronting  me  once  more  :  "  You  little 
know  what  I  would  do  with  it,  Mackellar !  Did  you 
think  I  had  swallowed  my  defeat  indeed  ?  Listen  :  my 
life  has  been  a  series  of  unmerited  cast-backs.  That 
fool,  Prince  Charlie,  mismanaged  a  most  promising 
affair  :  there  fell  my  first  fortune.  In  Paris  I  had  my 
foot  once  more  high  upon  the  ladder :  that  time  it  was 
an  accident,  a  letter  came  to  the  wrong  hand,  and  I  was 
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bare  again.  A  third  time,  I  found  my  opportunity; 
I  built  up  a  place  for  myself  in  India  with  an  infinite 
patience  ;  and  then  Olive  came,  my  rajah  was  swallowed 
up,  and  I  escaped  out  of  the  convulsion,  like  another 
tineas,  with  Secundra  Dass  upon  my  back.  Three  times 
I  have  had  my  hand  upon  the  highest  station  ;  and  I  am 
not  yet  three  and  forty.  I  know  the  world  as  few  men 
know  it  when  they  come  to  die,  court  and  camp,  the 
east  and  the  west ;  I  know  where  to  go,  I  see  a  thou- 
sand openings.  I  am  now  at  the  height  of  my  resources, 
sound  of  health,  of  inordinate  ambition.  Well,  all  this 
I  resign ;  I  care  not  if  I  die  and  the  world  never  hear  of 
me  ;  I  care  only  for  one  thing,  and  that  I  will  have. 
Mind  yourself  :  lest,  when  the  roof  falls,  you  too  should 
be  crushed  under  the  ruins." 

As  I  came  out  of  his  house,  all  hope  of  intervention 
quite  destroyed,  I  was  aware  of  a  stir  on  the  harbour 
side,  and  raising  my  eyes,  there  was  a  great  ship  newly 
come  to  anchor.  It  seems  strange  I  could  have  looked 
upon  her  with  so  much  indifference,  for  she  brought 
death  to  the  brothers  of  Durrisdeer.  After  all  the  des- 
perate episodes  of  this  contention,  the  insults,  the  oppos- 
ing interests,  the  fraternal  duel  in  the  shrubbery,  it  was 
reserved  for  some  poor  devil  in  Grub  Street,  scribbling 
for  his  dinner  and  not  caring  what  he  scribbled,  to 
cast  a  spell  across  four  thousand  miles  of  the  salt  sea, 
and  send  forth  both  these  brothers  into  savage  and 
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wintry  deserts,  there  to  die.  But  such  a  thought  was 
distant  from  my  mind;  and  while  all  the  provincials 
were  fluttered  about  me  by  the  unusual  animation  of 
their  port,  I  passed  throughout  their  midst  on  my 
return  homeward,  quite  absorbed  in  the  recollection  of 
my  visit  and  the  Master's  speech. 

The  same  night  there  was  brought  to  us  from  the 
ship  a  little  packet  of  pamphlets.  The  next  day,  my 
lord  was  under  engagement  to  go  with  the  governor 
upon  some  party  of  pleasure  ;  the  time  was  nearly  due, 
and  I  left  him  for  a  moment  alone  in  his  room  and 
skimming  through  the  pamphlets.  When  I  returned 
his  head  had  fallen  upon  the  table,  his  arms  lying  abroad 
amongst  the  crumpled  papers. 

"  My  lord,  my  lord  ! "  I  cried  as  I  ran  forward,  for  I 
supposed  he  was  in  some  fit. 

He  sprang  up  like  a  figure  upon  wires,  his  counte- 
nance deformed  with  fury,  so  that  in  a  strange  place  I 
should  scarce  have  known  him.  His  hand  at  the  same 
time  flew  above  his  head,  as  though  to  strike  me  down. 
"  Leave  me  alone ! "  he  screeched  ;  and  I  fled,  as  fast 
as  my  shaking  legs  would  bear  me,  for  my  lady.  She 
too  lost  no  time  ;  but  when  we  returned  he  had  the  door 
locked  within,  and  only  cried  to  us  from  the  other  side 
to  leave  him  be.  We  looked  in  each  other's  faces,  very 
white  :  each  supposing  the  blow  had  come  at  last. 

"I  will  write  to  the  governor  to  excuse  him,"  says 
she.  "  We  must  keep  our  strong  friends."  But  when 
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she  took  up  the  pen,  it  flew  out  of  her  fingers.  "1 
cannot  write,"  said  she.  "Can  you  ?" 

"  I  will  make  a  shift,  my  lady,"  said  I. 

She  looked  over  me  as  I  wrote.  "That  will  do,"  she 
said,  when  I  had  done.  "  Thank  God,  Mackellar,  I  have 
you  to  lean  upon  !  But  what  can  it  be  now  ?  what, 
what  can  it  be  ?  " 

In  my  own  mind,  I  believed  there  was  no  explanation 
possible  and  none  required :  it  was  my  fear  that  the 
man's  madness  had  now  simply  burst  forth  its  way,  like 
the  long  smothered  flames  of  a  volcano  ;  but  to  this  (in 
mere  mercy  to  my  lady)  I  durst  not  give  expression. 

"  It  is  more  to  the  purpose  to  consider  our  own  behav- 
iour," said  I.  "Must  we  leave  him  there  alone  ?" 

"  I  do  not  dare  disturb  him,"  she  replied.  ' '  Nature 
may  know  best ;  it  may  be  nature  that  cries  to  be  alone  ; 
— and  we  grope  in  the  dark.  0  yes,  I  would  leave  him 
as  he  is." 

"  I  will  then  despatch  this  letter,  my  lady,  and  return 
here,  if  you  please,  to  sit  with  you,"  said  I. 

"  Pray  do,"  cries  my  lady. 

All  afternoon  we  sat  together,  mostly  in  silence, 
watching  my  lord's  door.  My  own  mind  was  busy  with 
the  scene  that  had  just  passed,  and  its  singular  resem- 
blance to  my  vision.  I  must  say  a  word  upon  this,  for 
the  story  has  gone  abroad  with  great  exaggeration,  and 
I  have  even  seen  it  printed  and  my  own  name  referred  to 
for  particulars.  So  much  was  the  same  :  here  was  my 
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lord  in  a  room,  with  his  head  upon  the  table,  and  when 
he  raised  his  face,  it  wore  such  an  expression  as  distressed 
me  to  the  soul.  But  the  room  was  different,  my  lord's 
attitude  at  the  table  not  at  all  the  same,  and  his  face, 
when  he  disclosed  it,  expressed  a  painful  degree  of  fury 
instead  of  that  haunting  despair  which  had  always  (except 
once,  already  referred  to)  characterized  it  in  the  vision. 
There  is  the  whole  truth  at  last  before  the  public  ;  and  if 
the  differences  be  great,  the  coincidence  was  yet  enough 
to  fill  me  with  uneasiness.  All  afternoon,  as  I  say,  I 
sat  and  pondered  upon  this  quite  to  myself ;  for  my  lady 
had  trouble  of  her  own,  and  it  was  my  last  thought  to 
vex  her  with  fancies.  About  the  midst  of  our  time  of 
waiting,  she  conceived  an  ingenious  scheme,  had  Mr. 
Alexander  fetched  and  bid  him  knock  at  his  father's 
door.  My  lord  sent  the  boy  about  his  business,  but  with- 
out the  least  violence  whether  of  manner  or  expression ; 
do  that  I  began  to  entertain  a  hope  the  fit  was  over. 

At  last,  as  the  night  fell  and  I  was  lighting  a  lamp  that 
«tood  there  trimmed,  the  door  opened  and  my  lord  stood 
within  upon  the  threshold.  The  light  was  not  so  strong 
that  we  could  read  his  countenance ;  when  he  spoke, 
methought  his  voice  a  little  altered  but  yet  perfeptly 
steady. 

"  Mackellar,"  said  he,  "  carry  this  note  to  its  destina- 
tion with  your  own  hand.  It  is  highly  private.  Find 
the  person  alone  when  you  deliver  it." 

"Henry,"  says  my  lady,  "you  are  not  ill  ?" 
18 
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"  No,  no,"  says  he,  querulously,  "  I  am  occupied. 
Not  at  all ;  I  am  only  occupied.  It  is  a  singular  thing 
a  man  must  be  supposed  to  be  ill  when  he  has  any  busi- 
ness !  Send  me  supper  to  this  room,  and  a  basket  of 
wine  :  I  expect  the  visit  of  a  friend.  Otherwise  I  am 
not  to  be  disturbed." 

And  with  that  he  once  more  shut  himself  in. 

The  note  was  addressed  to  one  Captain  Harris,  at  a 
tavern  on  the  portside.  I  knew  Harris  (by  reputation) 
for  a  dangerous  adventurer,  highly  suspected  of  piracy 
in  the  past,  and  now  following  the  rude  business  of  an 
Indian  trader.  What  my  lord  should  have  to  say  to 
him,  or  he  to  my  lord,  it  passed  my  imagination  to  con- 
ceive :  or  yet  how  my  lord  had  heard  of  him,  unless  by 
a  disgraceful  trial  from  which  the  man  was  recently 
escaped.  Altogether  I  went  upon  the  errand  with  reluc- 
tance, and  from  the  little  I  saw  of  the  captain,  returned 
from  it  with  sorrow.  I  found  him  in  a  foul-smelling 
chamber,  sitting  by  a  guttering  candle  and  an  empty 
bottle;  he  had  the  remains  of  a  military  carriage,  or 
rather  perhaps  it  was  an  affectation,  for  his  manners 
were  low. 

"  Tell  my  lord,  with  my  service,  that  I  will  wait  upon 
his  lordship  in  the  inside  of  half  an  hour,"  says  he, 
when  he  had  read  the  note  ;  and  then  had  the  servility, 
pointing  to  his  empty  bottle,  to  propose  that  I  should 
buy  him  liquor. 

Although  I  returned  with  my  best  speed,  the  Captain 
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followed  close  upon  my  heels,  and  he  stayed  late  into  the 
night.  The  cock  was  crowing  a  second  time  when  I  saw 
(from  my  chamber  window)  my  lord  lighting  him  to  the 
gate,  both  men  very  much  affected  with  their  potations 
and  sometimes  leaning  one  upon  the  other  to  confabulate. 
Yet  the  next  morning  my  lord  was  abroad  again  early 
with  a  hundred  pounds  of  money  in  his  pocket.  I  never 
supposed  that  he  returned  with  it ;  and  yet  I  was  quite 
sure  it  did  not  find  its  way  to  the  Master,  for  I  lingered 
all  morning  within  view  of  the  booth.  That  was  the  last 
time  my  Lord  Durrisdeer  passed  his  own  enclosure  till 
we  left  New  York ;  he  walked  in  his  barn  or  eat  and 
talked  with  his  family,  all  much  as  usual ;  but  the  town 
saw  nothing  of  him,  and  his  daily  visits  to  the  Master 
seemed  forgotten.  Nor  yet  did  Harris  reappear;  or  not 
until  the  end. 

I  was  now  much  oppressed  with  a  sense  of  the  mys- 
teries in  which  we  had  begun  to  move.  It  was  plain, 
if  only  from  his  change  of  habitude,  my  lord  had  some- 
thing on  his  mind  of  a  grave  nature  ;  but  what  it  was, 
whence  it  sprang,  or  why  he  should  now  keep  the  house 
and  garden,  I  could  make  no  guess  at.  It  was  clear, 
even  to  probation,  the  pamphlets  had  some  share  in  this 
revolution  ;  I  read  all  I  could  find,  and  they  were  all 
extremely  insignificant  and  of  the  usual  kind  of  party 
scurrility  ;  even  to  a  high  politician,  I  could  spy  out  no 
particular  matter  of  offence,  and  my  lord  was  a  man 
rather  indifferent  on  public  questions.  The  truth  is 
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the  pamphlet  which  was  the  spring  of  this  affair,  lay 
all  the  time  on  my  lord's  bosom.  There  it  was  that 
I  found  it  at  last,  after  he  was  dead,  in  the  midst  of 
the  north  wilderness :  in  such  a  place,  in  such  dismal 
circumstances,  I  was  to  read  for  the  first  time  these 
idle,  lying  words  of  a  whig  pamphleteer  declaiming 
against  indulgency  to  Jacobites:  "  Another  notorious 

Eebel,  the   M r  of  B e,   is  to  have   his  Title 

restored,"  the  passage  ran.  "  This  Business  has  been 
long,  in  hand,  since  he  rendered  some  very  disgrace- 
ful Services  in  Scotland  and  France.  His  Brother, 
L d  D r,  is  known  to  be  no  better  than  him- 
self in  Inclination  ;  and  the  supposed  Heir,  who  is 
now  to  be  set  aside,  was  bred  up  in  the  most  detest- 
able Principles.  In  the  old  Phrase,  it  is  six  of  the 
one  and  half  a  dozen  of  the  other ;  but  the  Favour  of 
such  a  Keposition  is  too  extreme  to  be  passed  over."  A 
man  in  his  right  wits  could  not  have  cared  two  straws 
for  a  tale  so  manifestly  false ;  that  government  should 
ever  entertain  the  notion,  was  inconceivable  to  any  rea- 
soning creature,  unless  possibly  the  fool  that  penned 
it ;  and  my  lord,  though  never  brilliant,  was  ever  remark- 
able for  sense.  That  he  should  credit  such  a  rodo- 
montade, and  carry  the  pamphlet  on  his  bosom  and 
the  words  in  his  heart,  is  the  clear  proof  of  the  man's 
lunacy.  Doubtless  the  mere  mention  of  Mr.  Alexan- 
der, and  the  threat  directly  held  out  against  the  child's 
succession,  precipitated  that  which  had  so  long  im- 
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pended.  Or  else  my  master  had  been  truly  mad  for  a 
long  time,  and  we  were  too  dull  or  too  much  used  to 
him,  and  did  not  perceive  the  extent  of  his  infirmity. 

About  a  week  after  the  day  of  the  pamphlets  I  was 
late  upon  the  harbour-side,  and  took  a  turn  towards  the 
Master's,  as  I  often  did.  The  door  opened,  a  flood  of 
light  came  forth  upon  the  road,  and  I  beheld  a  man  tak- 
ing his  departure  with  friendly  salutations.  I  cannot 
say  how  singularly  I  was  shaken  to  recognize  the  adven- 
turer Harris.  I  could  not  but  conclude  it  was  the  hand 
of  my  lord  that  had  brought  him  there  ;  and  prolonged 
my  walk  in  very  serious  and  apprehensive  thought.  It 
was  late  when  I  came  home,  and  there  was  my  lord 
making  up  his  portmanteau  for  a  voyage. 

"  Why  do  you  come  so  late  ?  "  he  cried.  "  We  leave 
to-morrow  for  Albany,  you  and  I  together  ;  and  it  is 
high  time  you  were  about  your  preparations." 

"  For  Albany,  my  lord  ?  "  I  cried.  "  And  for  what 
earthly  purpose  ?  " 

"  Change  of  scene,"  said  he. 

And  my  lady,  who  appeared  to  have  been  weeping, 
gave  me  the  signal  to  obey  without  more  parley.  She 
told  me  a  little  later  (when  we  found  occasion  to 
exchange  some  words)  that  he  had  suddenly  announced 
his  intention  after  a  visit  from  Captain  Harris,  and 
her  best  endeavours,  whether  to  dissuade  him  from  the 
journey  or  to  elicit  some  explanation  of  its  purpose,  had 
alike  proved  unavailing. 
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WB  made  a  prosperous  voyage  up  that  fine  river  of 
the  Hudson,  the  weather  grateful,  the  hills  singularly 
beautified  with  the  colours  of  the  autumn.  At  Albany 
we  had  our  residence  at  an  inn,  where  I  was  not  so  blind 
and  my  lord  not  so  cunning  but  what  I  could  see  he 
had  some  design  to  hold  me  prisoner.  The  work  he 
found  for  me  to  do  was  not  so  pressing  that  we  should 
transact  it  apart  from  necessary  papers  in  the  chamber 
of  an  inn  ;  nor  was  it  of  such  importance  that  I  should 
be  set  upon  as  many  as  four  or  five  scrolls  of  the  same 
document.  I  submitted  in  appearance  ;  but  I  took  pri- 
vate measures  on  my  own  side,  and  had  the  news  of 
the  town  communicated  to  me  daily  by  the  politeness 
of  our  host.  In  this  way  I  received  at  last  a  piece  of 
intelligence  for  which,  I  may  say,  I  had  been  waiting. 
Captain  Harris  (I  was  told)  with  "  Mr.  Mountain  the 
trader"  had  gone  by  up  the  river  in  a  boat.  I  would 
have  feared  the  landlord's  eye,  so  strong  the  sense  of 
some  complicity  upon  my  master's  part  oppressed  me. 
But  I  made  out  to  say  I  had  some  knowledge  of  the 
captain,  although  none  of  Mr.  Mountain,  and  to  in- 
quire who  else  was  of  the  party.  My  informant  knew 
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not ;  Mr.  Mountain  had  come  ashore  upon  some  needful 
purchases  ;  had  gone  round  the  town  buying,  drinking, 
and  prating  ;  and  it  seemed  the  party  went  upon  some 
likely  venture,  for  he  had  spoken  much  of  great  things 
he  would  do  when  he  returned.  No  more  was  known, 
for  none  of  the  rest  had  come  ashore,  and  it  seemed 
they  were  pressed  for  time  to  reach  a  certain  spot  before 
the  snow  should  fall. 

And  sure  enough,  the  next  day,  there  fell  a  sprinkle 
even  in  Albany  ;  but  it  passed  as  it  came,  and  was  but 
a  reminder  of  what  lay  before  us.  I  thought  of  it 
lightly  then,  knowing  so  little  as  I  did  of  that  inclem- 
ent province  :  the  retrospect  is  different ;  and  I  wonder 
at  times  if  some  of  the  horror  of  these  events  which  I 
must  now  rehearse  flowed  not  from  the  foul  skies  and 
savage  winds  to  which  we  were  exposed,  and  the  agony 
of  cold  that  we  must  suffer. 

The  boat  having  passed  by,  I  thought  at  first  we 
should  have  left  the  town.  But  no  such  matter.  My 
lord  continued  his  stay  in  Albany  where  he  had  no 
ostensible  affairs,  and  kept  me  by  him,  far  from  my 
due  employment,  and  making  a  pretence  of  occupation. 
It  is  upon  this  passage  I  expect,  and  perhaps,  deserve 
censure.  I  was  not  so  dull  but  what  I  had  my  own 
thoughts.  I  could  not  see  the  master  entrust  himself 
into  the  hands  of  Harris,  and  not  suspect  some  under- 
hand contrivance.  Harris  bore  a  villainous  reputation, 
and  he  had  been  tampered  with  in  private  by  my  lord  ; 
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Mountain  the  trader,  proved  upon  inquiry,  to  be  another 
of  the  same  kidney ;  the  errand  they  were  all  gone 
upon,  being  the  recovery  of  ill-gotten  treasures,  offered 
in  itself  a  very  strong  incentive  to  foul  play  ;  and  the 
character  of  the  country  where  they  journeyed  promised 
impunity  to  deeds  of  blood.  Well :  it  is  true  I  had  all 
these  thoughts  and  fears,  and  guesses  of  the  Master's 
fate.  But  you  are  to  consider  I  was  the  same  man  that 
sought  to  dash  him  from  the  bulwarks  of  a  ship  in  the 
mid-sea  ;  the  same  that,  a  little  before,  very  impiously 
but  sincerely  offered  God  a  bargain,  seeking  to  hire  God 
to  be  my  bravo.  It  is  true  again  that  I  had  a  good  deal 
melted  toward  our  enemy.  But  this  I  always  thought 
of  as  a  weakness  of  the  flesh  and  even  culpable  ;  my 
mind  remaining  steady  and  quite  bent  against  him. 
True  yet  again,  that  it  was  one  thing  to  assume  on 
my  own  shoulders  the  guilt  and  danger  of  a  criminal 
attempt,  and  another  to  stand  by  and  see  my  lord  im- 
peril and  besmirch  himself.  But  this  was  the  very 
ground  of  my  inaction.  For  (should  I  anyway  stir  in 
the  business)  I  might  fail  indeed  to  save  the  Master, 
but  I  could  not  miss  to  make  a  byword  of  my  lord. 

Thus  it  was  that  I  did  nothing ;  and  upon  the  same 
reasons,  I  am  still  strong  to  justify  my  course.  We 
lived  meanwhile  in  Albany,  but  though  alone  together 
in  a  strange  place,  had  little  traffic  beyond  formal  salu- 
tations. My  lord  had  carried  with  him  several  introduc- 
tions to  chief  people  of  the  town  and  neighbourhood ; 
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others  he  had  before  encountered  in  New  York  :  with 
this  consequence,  that  he  went  much  abroad,  and  I  am 
sorry  to  say  was  altogether  too  convivial  in  his  habits. 
I  was  often  in  bed,  but  never  asleep,  when  he  returned ; 
and  there  was  scarce  a  night  when  he  did  not  betray  the 
influence  of  liquor.  By  day  he  would  still  lay  upon 
me  endless  tasks,  which  he  showed  considerable  ingenu- 
ity to  fish  up  and  to  renew,  in  the  manner  of  Penelope's 
web.  I  never  refused,  as  I  say,  for  I  was  hired  to  do  his 
bidding ;  but  I  took  no  pains  to  keep  my  penetration 
under  a  bushel,  and  would  sometimes  smile  in  his  face. 

"  I  think  I  must  be  the  devil  and  you  Michael  Scott," 
I  said  to  him  one  day.  "  I  have  bridged  Tweed  and  split 
the  Eildons ;  and  now  you  set  me  to  the  rope  of  sand. " 

He  looked  at  me  with  shining  eyes  and  looked  away 
again,  his  jaw  chewing  ;  but  without  words. 

"  Well,  well,  my  lord,"  said  I,  "your  will  is  my  plea- 
sure. I  will  do  this  thing  for  the  fourth  time ;  but  I 
would  beg  of  you  to  invent  another  task  against  to- 
morrow, for  by  my  troth,  I  am  weary  of  this  one." 

"  You  do  not  know  what  you  are  saying,"  returned 
my  lord,  putting  on  his  hat  and  turning  his  back  to  me. 
"  It  is  a  strange  thing  you  should  take  a  pleasure  to 
annoy  me.  A  friend — but  that  is  a  different  affair.  It 
is  a  strange  thing.  I  am  a  man  that  has  had  ill-fortune 
all  my  life  through.  I  am  still  surrounded  by  contriv- 
ances. I  am  always  treading  in  plots,"  he  burst  out 
"  The  whole  world  is  banded  against  me." 
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"  I  would  not  talk  wicked  nonsense  if  I  were  you," 
said  I ;  "  but  I  will  tell  you  what  I  would  do — I  would 
put  my  head  in  cold  water,  for  you  had  more  last  night 
than  you  could  carry." 

"Do  ye  think  that  ?  "  said  he,  with  a  manner  of  inter- 
est highly  awakened.  "Would  that  be  good  for  me  ? 
It's  a  thing  I  never  tried." 

"  I  mind  the  days  when  you  had  no  call  to  try,  and 
I  wish,  my  lord,  that  they  were  back  again,"  said  I. 
"  But  the  plain  truth  is,  if  you  continue  to  exceed,  you 
will  do  yourself  a  mischief." 

"I  don't  appear  to  carry  drink  the  way  I  used  to," 
said  my  lord.  "  I  get  overtaken,  Mackellar.  But  I  will 
be  more  upon  my  guard." 

"  That  is  what  I  would  ask  of  you,"  I  replied.  "  You 
are  to  bear  in  mind  that  you  are  Mr.  Alexander's  father  : 
give  the  bairn  a  chance  to  carry  his  name  with  some 
responsibility." 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  he.  "Ye're  a  very  sensible  man, 
Mackellar,  and  have  been  long  in  my  employ.  But  I 
think,  if  you  have  nothing  more  to  say  to  me,  I  will  be 
stepping.  If  you  have  nothing  more  to  say  ?  "  he  added, 
with  that  burning,  childish  eagerness  that  was  now  so 
common  with  the  man. 

"No,  my  lord,  I  have  nothing  more,"  said  I,  dryly 
enough. 

"  Then  I  think  I  will  be  stepping,"  says  my  lord,  and 
stood  and  looked  at  me  fidgeting  with  his  hat,  which  he 


THE  JOURNEY  IN  THE  WILDERNESS.  283 

had  taken  off  again.  "I  suppose  you  will  have  no 
errands  ?  No  ?  I  am  to  meet  Sir  William  Johnson, 
but  I  will  be  more  upon  my  guard."  He  was  silent  for 
a  time,  and  then,  smiling :  "  Do  you  call  to  mind  a 
place,  Mackellar — it's  a  little  below  Engles — where  the 
burn  runs  very  deep  under  a  wood  of  rowans  ?  I  mind 
being  there  when  I  was  a  lad — dear,  it  comes  over  me 
like  an  old  song  ! — I  was  after  the  fishing,  and  I  made  a 
bonny  cast.  Eh,  but  I  was  happy.  I  wonder,  Mackel- 
lar, why  I  am  never  happy  now  ?  " 

"My  lord,"  said  I,  "if  you  would  drink  with  more 
moderation  you  would  have  the  better  chance.  It  is  an 
old  byword  that  the  bottle  is  a  false  consoler." 

"No  doubt,"  said  he,  "no  doubt.  Well,  I  think  I 
will  be  going." 

"  Good-morning,  my  lord,"  said  I. 

"  Good-morning,  good-morning,"  said  he,  and  so  got 
himself  at  last  from  the  apartment. 

I  give  that  for  a  fair  specimen  of  my  lord  in  the 
morning  ;  and  I  must  have  described  my  patron  very  ill 
if  the  reader  does  not  perceive  a  notable  falling  off.  To 
behold  the  man  thus  fallen :  to  know  him  accepted 
among  his  companions  for  a  poor,  muddled  toper,  wel- 
come (if  he  were  welcome  at  all)  for  the  bare  considera- 
tion of  his  title ;  and  to  recall  the  virtues  he  had  once 
displayed  against  such  odds  of  fortune  :  was  not  this  a 
thing  at  once  to  rage  and  to  be  humbled  at  ? 

In  his  cups,  he  was  more  excessive.     I  will  give  but 


284  THE  MASTER  OF  BALLANTRAE. 

the  one  scene,  close  upon  the  end,  which  is  strongly 
marked  upon  my  memory  to  this  day,  and  at  the  time 
affected  me  almost  with  horror. 

I  was  in  bed,  lying  there  awake,  when  I  heard  him 
stumbling  on  the  stair  and  singing.  My  lord  had  no 
gift  of  music,  his  brother  had  all  the  graces  of  the  fam- 
ily, so  that  when  I  say  singing,  you  are  to  understand  a 
manner  of  high,  carolling  utterance,  which  was  truly 
neither  speech  nor  song.  Something  not  unlike  is  to  be 
heard  upon  the  lips  of  children,  ere  they  learn  shame ; 
from  those  of  a  man  grown  elderly,  it  had  a  strange 
effect.  He  opened  the  door  with  noisy  precaution  ; 
peered  in,  shading  his  candle ;  conceived  me  to  slumber  ; 
entered,  set  his  light  upon  the  table,  and  took  off  his 
hat.  I  saw  him  very  plain  ;  a  high,  feverish  exultation 
appeared  to  boil  in  his  veins,  and  he  stood  and  smiled 
and  smirked  upon  the  candle.  Presently  he  lifted  up 
his  arm,  snapped  his  fingers,  and  fell  to  undress.  As  he 
did  so,  having  once  more  forgot  my  presence,  he  took 
back  to  his  singing  ;  and  now  I  could  hear  the  words, 
which  were  those  from  the  old  song  of  the  Two,  Corbies 
endlessly  repeated  : 

"  And  over  his  banes  when  they  are  bare 
The  wind  sail  blaw  for  evermair  ! " 

I  have  said  there  was  no  music  in  the  man.  His 
strains  had  no  logical  succession  except  in  so  far  as  they 
inclined  a  little  to  the  minor  mode  ;  but  they  exercised 
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a  rude  potency  upon  the  feelings,  and  followed  the 
words,  and  signified  the  feelings  of  the  singer  with  bar- 
baric fitness.  He  took  it  first  in  the  time  and  manner 
of  a  rant ;  presently  this  ill-favoured  gleefulness  abated, 
he  began  to  dwell  upon  the  notes  more  feelingly,  and 
sank  at  last  into  a  degree  of  maudlin  pathos  that  was  to 
me  scarce  bearable.  By  equal  steps,  the  original  brisk- 
ness of  his  acts  declined  ;  and  when  he  was  stripped  to 
his  breeches,  he  sat  on  the  bedside  and  fell  to  whimper- 
ing. I  know  nothing  less  respectable  than  the  tears  of 
drunkenness,  and  turned  my  back  impatiently  on  this 
poor  sight. 

But  he  had  started  himself  (I  am  to  suppose)  on  that 
slippery  descent  of  self-pity;  on  the  which,  to  a  man 
unstrung  by  old  sorrows  and  recent  potations  there  is  no 
arrest  except  exhaustion.  His  tears  continued  to  flow, 
and  the  man  to  sit  there,  three  parts  naked,  in  the  cold 
air  of  the  chamber.  I  twitted  myself  alternately  with 
inhumanity  and  sentimental  weakness,  now  half  rising 
in  my  bed  to  interfere,  now  reading  myself  lessons  of 
indifference  and  courting  slumber,  until,  upon  a  sudden, 
the  quantum  mutatus  db  illo  shot  into  my  mind  ;  and 
calling  to  remembrance  his  old  wisdom,  constancy,  and 
patience,  I  was  overborne  with  a  pity  almost  approach- 
ing the  passionate,  not  for  my  master  alone  but  for  the 
sons  of  man. 

At  this  I  leaped  from  my  place,  went  over  to  his  side 
and  laid  a  hand  on  his  bare  shoulder,  which  was  cold 
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as  stone.  He  uncovered  his  face  and  showed  it  me  al\ 
swollen  and  begrutten  *  like  a  child's  ;  and  at  the  sight 
my  impatience  partially  revived. 

"  Think  shame  to  yourself,"  said  I.  "  This  is  bairnly 
conduct.  I  might  have  been  snivelling  myself,  if  I  had 
cared  to  swill  my  belly  with  wine.  But  I  went  to  my 
bed  sober  like  a  man.  Come  :  get  into  yours,  and  have 
done  with  this  pitiable  exhibition." 

"Oh,  Mackellar,"  said  he,  "my  heart  is  wae  !  " 

"Wae?"  cried  I.  "For  a  good  cause,  I  think. 
What  words  were  these  you  sang  as  you  came  in  ?  Show 
pity  to  others,  we  then  can  talk  of  pity  to  yourself.  You 
can  be  the  one  thing  or  the  other,  but  I  will  be  no  party 
to  half-way  houses.  If  you're  a  striker,  strike,  and  if 
you're  a  bleater,  bleat !  " 

"  Cry  ! "  cries  he,  with  a  burst,  "  that's  it — strike  ! 
that's  talking  !  Man,  I've  stood  it  all  too  long.  But 
when  they  laid  a  hand  upon  the  child,  when  the  child's 
threatened" — his  momentary  vigor  whimpering  off — 
*'  my  child,  my  Alexander  !  " — and  he  was  at  his  tears 
again. 

I  took  him  by  the  shoulders  and  shook  him.  "  Alex- 
ander ! "  said  I.  "  Do  you  even  think  of  him  ?  Not 
you  !  Look  yourself  in  the  face  like  a  brave  man,  and 
you'll  find  you're  but  a  self-deceiver.  The  wife,  the 
friend,  the  child,  they're  all  equally  forgot,  and  you 
sunk  in  a  mere  log  of  selfishness." 
*  Tear-  marked. 


THE  JOURNEY  IN  THE  WILDERNESS.  287 

"  Mackellar,"  said  he,  with  a  wonderful  return  to  his 
old  manner  and  appearance,  "  you  may  say  what  you 
will  of  me,  but  one  thing  I  never  was — I  was  never 
selfish." 

"I  will  open  your  eyes  in  your  despite,"  said  I. 
"  How  long  have  we  been  here  ?  and  how  often  have 
you  written  to  your  family  ?  I  think  this  is  the  first 
time  you  were  ever  separate  :  have  you  written  at  all  ? 
Do  they  know  if  you  are  dead  or  living  ?  " 

I  had  caught  him  here  too  openly  ;  it  braced  his  bet- 
ter nature  ;  there  was  no  more  weeping,  he  thanked  me 
very  penitently,  got  to  bed  and  was  soon  fast  asleep  ; 
and  the  first  thing  he  did  the  next  morning  was  to  sit 
down  and  begin  a  letter  to  my  lady  :  a  very  tender  letter 
it  was  too,  though  it  was  never  finished.  Indeed  all 
communication  with  New  York  was  transacted  by  my- 
self ;  and  it  will  be  judged  I  had  a  thankless  task  of  it. 
What  to  tell  my  lady  and  in  what  words,  and  how  far 
to  be  false  and  how  far  cruel,  was  a  thing  that  kept  me 
often  from  my  slumber. 

All  this  while,  no  doubt,  my  lord  waited  with  growing 
impatiency  for  news  of  his  accomplices.  Harris,  it  is 
to  be  thought,  had  promised  a  high  degree  of  expedi- 
tion ;  the  time  was  already  overpast  when  word  was  to 
be  looked  for  ;  and  suspense  was  a  very  evil  counsellor  to 
a  man  of  an  impaired  intelligence.  My  lord's  mind 
throughout  this  interval  dwelled  almost  wholly  in  the 
Wilderness,-  following  that  party  with  whose  deeds  he 
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had  so  much  concern.  He  continually  conjured  up 
their  camps  and  progresses,  the  fashion  of  the  country, 
the  perpetration  in  a  thousand  different  manners  of  the 
same  horrid  fact,  and  that  consequent  spectacle  of  the 
Master's  bones  lying  scattered  in  the  wind.  These  pri- 
vate, guilty  considerations  I  would  continually  observe 
to  peep  forth  in  the  man's  talk,  like  rabbits  from  a  hill. 
And  it  is  the  less  wonder  if  the  scene  of  his  meditations 
began  to  draw  him  bodily. 

It  is  well  known  what  pretext  he  took.  Sir  William 
Johnson  had  a  diplomatic  errand  in  these  parts ;  and 
my  lord  and  I  (from  curiosity,  as  was  given  out)  went 
in  his  company.  Sir  William  was  well  attended  and 
liberally  supplied.  Hunters  brought  us  venison,  fish 
was  taken  for  us  daily  in  the  streams,  and  brandy  ran 
like  water.  We  proceeded  by  day  and  encamped  by 
night  in  the  military  style  ;  sentinels  were  set  and 
changed  ;  every  man  had  his  named  duty ;  and  Sir  Wil- 
liam was  the  spring  of  all.  There  was  much  in  this  that 
might  at  times  have  entertained  me  ;  but  for  our  mis- 
fortune, the  weather  was  extremely  harsh,  the  days  were 
in  the  beginning  open,  but  the  nights  frosty  from  the 
first.  A  painful  keen  wind  blew  most  of  the  time,  so 
that  we  sat  in  the  boat  with  blue  fingers,  and  at  night, 
as  we  scorched  our  faces  at  the  fire,  the  clothes  upon  our 
back  appeared  to  be  of  paper.  A  dreadful  solitude  sur- 
rounded our  steps  ;  the  land  was  quite  dispeopled,  there 
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was  no  smoke  of  fires,  and  save  for  a  single  boat  of 
merchants  on  the  second  day,  we  met  no  travellers. 
The  season  was  indeed  late,  but  this  desertion  of  the 
waterways  impressed  Sir  William  himself ;  and  I  have 
heard  him  more  than  once  express  a  sense  of  intimida- 
tion. "  I  have  come  too  late  I  fear  ;  they  must  have 
dug  up  the  hatchet  ;  "  he  said  ;  and  the  future  proved 
how  justly  he  had  reasoned. 

I  could  never  depict  the  blackness  of  my  soul  upon 
this  journey.  I  have  none  of  those  minds  that  are  in 
love  with  the  unusual  :  to  see  the  winter  coming  and  to 
lie  in  the  field  so  far  from  any  house,  oppressed  me  like 
a  nightmare  ;  it  seemed,  indeed,  a  kind  of  awful  braving 
of  God's  power ;  and  this  thought,  which  I  daresay 
only  writes  me  down  a  coward,  was  greatly  exaggerated 
by  my  private  knowledge  of  the  errand  we  were  come 
upon.  I  was  besides  encumbered  by  my  duties  to  Sir 
William,  whom  it  fell  upon  me  to  entertain ;  for  my 
lord  was  quite  sunk  into  a  state  bordering  on  pervigi- 
lium,  watching  the  woods  with  a  rapt  eye,  sleeping 
scarce  at  all,  and  speaking  sometimes  not  twenty  words 
in  a  whole  day.  That  which  he  said  was  still  coherent ; 
but  it  turned  almost  invariably  upon  the  party  for 
whom  he  kept  his  crazy  lookout.  He  would  tell  Sir 
William  often,  and  always  as  if  it  were  a  new  commu- 
nication, that  he  had  "  a  brother  somewhere  in  the 
woods,"  and  beg  that  the  sentinels  should  be  directed 
"  to  inquire  for  him. "  "  I  am  anxious  for  news  of  my 
19 


290  THE  MASTER   OF  BALLANTRAE. 

brother,"  he  would  say.  And  sometimes,  when  we 
were  under  way,  he  would  fancy  he  spied  a  canoe  far 
off  upon  the  water  or  a  camp  on  the  shore,  and  exhibit 
painful  agitation.  It  was  impossible  but  Sir  William 
should  be  struck  with  these  singularities  ;  and  at  last 
he  led  me  aside,  and  hinted  his  uneasiness.  I  touched 
my  head  and  shook  it ;  quite  rejoiced  to  prepare  a  little 
testimony  against  possible  disclosures. 

"  But  in  that  case,"  cries  Sir  William,  "  is  it  wise  to 
let  him  go  at  large  ?  " 

"Those  that  know  him  best,"  said  I,  "  are  persuaded 
that  he  should  be  humoured." 

"Well,  well,"  replied  Sir  William,  "it  is  none  of  my 
affairs.  But  if  I  had  understood,  you  would  never  have 
been  here." 

Our  advance  into  this  savage  country  had  thus  une- 
ventfully proceeded  for  about  a  week,  when  we  en- 
camped for  a  night  at  a  place  where  the  river  ran 
among  considerable  mountains  clothed  in  wood.  The 
fires  were  lighted  on  a  level  space  at  the  water's  edge ; 
and  we  supped  and  lay  down  to  sleep  in  the  custo- 
mary fashion.  It  chanced  the  night  fell  murderously 
cold ;  the  stringency  of  the  frost  seized  and  bit  me 
through  my  coverings,  so  that  pain  kept  me  wakeful  ; 
and  I  was  afoot  again  before  the  peep  of  day,  crouching 
by  the  fires  or  trotting  to  and  fro  at  the  stream's  edge, 
to  combat  the  aching  of  my  limbs.  At  last  dawn 
began  to  break  upon  hoar  woods  and  mountains,  the 
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sleepers  rolled  in  their  robes,  and  the  boisterous  river 
dashing  among  spears  of  ice.  I  stood  looking  about 
me,  swaddled  in  my  stiff  coat  of  a  bull's  fur,  and  the 
breath  smoking  from  my  scorched  nostrils,  when,  upon 
a  sudden,  a  singular,  eager  cry  rang  from  the  borders  of 
the  wood.  The  sentries  answered  it,  the  sleepers  sprang 
to  their  feet ;  one  pointed,  the  rest  followed  his  direc- 
tion with  their  eyes,  and  there,  upon  the  edge  of  the 
forest  and  betwixt  two  trees,  we  beheld  the  figure  of  a 
man  reaching  forth  his  hands  like  one  in  ecstacy.  The 
next  moment  he  ran  forward,  fell  on  his  knees  at  the 
side  of  the  camp,  and  burst  in  tears. 

This  was  John  Mountain,  the  trader,  escaped  from 
the  most  horrid  perils  ;  and  his  first  word,  when  he  got 
speech,  was  to  ask  if  we  had  seen  Secundra  Dass. 

"  Seen  what  ?  "  cries  Sir  William. 

" No,"  said  I,  "we  have  seen  nothing  of  him. 
Why  ?  " 

"  Nothing  ?  "  says  Mountain.  "  Then  I  was  right 
after  all."  With  that  he  struck  his  palm  upon  his  brow. 
"  But  what  takes  him  back  ?  "  he  cried.  "  What  takes 
the  man  back  among  dead  bodies  ?  There  is  some 
damned  mystery  here." 

This  was  a  word  which  highly  aroused  our  curiosity, 
but  I  shall  be  more  perspicacious,  if  I  narrate  these 
incidents  in  their  true  order.  Here  follows  a  narrative 
which  I  have  compiled  out  of  three  sources,  not  very 
consistent  in  all  points  : 
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First,  a  written  statement  by  Mountain,  in  which 
everything  criminal  is  cleverly  smuggled  out  of  view  ; 
Second,  two  conversations  with  Secundra  Dass  ;  and, 
Third,  many  conversations  with  Mountain  himself, 
in  which  he  was  pleased  to  be  entirely  plain  ;  for  the 
truth  is  he  regarded  me  as  an  accomplice. 

NARRATIVE  OF  THE  TRADER,  MOUNTAIN. 

The  crew  that  went  up  the  river  under  the  joint  com- 
mand of  Captain  Harris  and  the  Master  numbered  in  all 
nine  persons,  of  whom  (if  I  except  Secundra  Dass)  there 
was  not  one  that  had  not  merited  the  gallows.  From 
Harris  downward  the  voyagers  were  notorious  in  that 
colony  for  desperate,  bloody-minded  miscreants ;  some 
were  reputed  pirates,  the  most  hawkers  of  rum  ;  all 
ranters  and  drinkers ;  all  fit  associates,  embarking  to- 
gether without  remorse,  upon  this  treacherous  and 
murderous  design.  I  could  not  hear  there  was  much 
discipline  or  any  set  captain  in  the  gang  ;  but  Harris 
and  four  others,  Mountain  himself,  two  Scotchmen^- 
Pinkerton  and  Hastie — and  a  man  of  the  name  of 
Hicks,  a  drunken  shoemaker,  put  their  heads  together 
and  agreed  upon  the  course.  In  a  material  sense,  they 
were  well  enough  provided  ;  and  the  Master  in  particu- 
lar, brought  with  him  a  tent  where  he  might  enjoy 
some  privacy  and  shelter. 

Even  this  small  indulgence  told  against  him  in  the 
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minds  of  his  companions.  But  indeed  he  was  in  a  posi- 
tion so  entirely  false  (and  even  ridiculous)  that  all  his 
habit  of  command  and  arts  of  pleasing  were  here  thrown 
away.  In  the  eyes  of  all,  except  Secundra  Dass,  he  fig- 
ured as  a  common  gull  and  designated  victim  ;  going 
unconsciously  to  death ;  yet  he  could  not  but  suppose 
himself  the  contriver  and  the  leader  of  the  expedition  ; 
he  could  scarce  help  but  so  conduct  himself ;  and  at  the 
least  hint  of  authority  or  condescension,  his  deceivers 
would  be  laughing  in  their  sleeves.  I  was  so  used  to  see 
and  to  conceive  him  in  a  high,  authoritative  attitude, 
that  when  I  had  conceived  his  position  on  this  journey, 
I  was  pained  and  could  have  blushed.  How  soon  he 
may  have  entertained  a  first  surmise,  we  cannot  know  ; 
but  it  was  long,  and  the  party  had  advanced  into  the 
Wilderness  beyond  the  reach  of  any  help,  ere  he  was 
fully  awakened  to  the  truth. 

It  fell  thus.  Harris  and  some  others  had  drawn 
apart  into  the  woods  for  consultation,  when  they  were 
startled  by  a  rustling  in  the  brush.  They  were  all 
accustomed  to  the  arts  of  Indian  warfare,  and  Mountain 
had  not  only  lived  and  hunted,  but  fought  and  earned 
some  reputation,  with  the  savages.  He  could  move  in 
the  woods  without  noise,  and  follow  a  trail  like  a  hound ; 
and  upon  the  emergence  of  this  alert,  he  was  deputed 
by  the  rest  to  plunge  into  the  thicket  for  intelligence. 
He  was  soon  convinced  there  was  a  man  in  his  close 
neighbourhood,  moving  with  precaution  but  without  art 
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among  the  leaves  and  branches  ;  and  coming  shortly  to 
a  place  of  advantage,  he  was  able  to  observe  Secundra 
Dass  crawling  briskly  off  with  many  backward  glances. 
At  this  he  knew  not  whether  to  laugh  or  cry  ;  and  his 
accomplices,  when  he  had  returned  and  reported,  were 
in  much  the  same  dubiety.  There  was  now  no  danger 
of  an  Indian  onslaught ;  but  on  the  other  hand,  since 
Secundra  Dass  was  at  the  pains  to  spy  upon  them,  it 
was  highly  probable  he  knew  English,  and  if  he  knew 
English  it  was  certain  the  whole  of  their  design  was  in 
the  Master's  knowledge.  There  was  one  singularity  in 
the  position.  If  Secundra  Dass  knew  and  concealed 
his  knowledge  of  English,  Harris  was  a  proficient  in 
several  of  the  tongues  of  India,  and  as  his  career  in 
that  part  of  the  world  had  been  a  great  deal  worse  than 
profligate,  he  had  not  thought  proper  to  remark  upon 
the  circumstance.  Each  side  had  thus  a  spy-hole  on  the 
counsels  of  the  other.  The  plotters,  so  soon  as  this 
advantage  was  explained,  returned  to  camp ;  Harris, 
hearing  the  Hindustani  was  once  more  closeted  with  his 
master,  crept  to  the  side  of  the  tent ;  and  the  rest,  sit- 
ting about  the  fire  with  their  tobacco,  awaited  his  report 
with  impatience.  When  he  came  at  last,  his  face  was 
very  black.  He  had  overheard  enough  to  confirm  the 
worst  of  his  suspicions.  Secundra  Dass  was  a  good 
English  scholar ;  he  had  been  some  days  creeping  and 
listening,  the  Master  was  now  fully  informed  of  the 
conspiracy,  and  the  pair  proposed  on  the  morrow  to  fall 
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out  of  line  at  a  carrying  place  and  plunge  at  a  venture 
in  the  woods :  preferring  the  full  risk  of  famine,  savage 
beasts,  and  savage  men  to  their  position  in  the  midst  of 
traitors. 

What,  then,  was  to  be  done  ?  Some  were  for  killing 
the  Master  on  the  spot ;  but  Harris  assured  them  that 
would  be  a  crime  without  profit,  since  the  secret  of  the 
treasure  must  die  along  with  him  that  buried  it.  Oth- 
ers were  for  desisting  at  once  from  the  whole  enterprise 
and  making  for  New  York  ;  but  the  appetising  name  of 
treasure,  and  the  thought  of  the  long  way  they  had 
already  travelled  dissuaded  the  majority.  I  imagine 
they  were  dull  fellows  for  the  most  part.  Harris,  in- 
deed, had  some  acquirements,  Mountain  was  no  fool, 
Hastie  was  an  educated  man  ;  but  even  these  had  mani- 
festly failed  in  life,  and  the  rest  were  the  dregs  of  colo- 
nial rascality.  The  conclusion  they  reached,  at  least, 
was  more  the  offspring  of  greed  and  hope,  than  reason. 
It  was  to  temporise,  to  be  wary  and  watch  the  Master, 
to  be  silent  and  supply  no  further  ailment  to  his  sus- 
picions, and  to  depend  entirely  (as  well  as  I  make  out) 
on  the  chance  that  their  victim  was  as  greedy,  hopeful, 
and  irrational  as  themselves,  and  might,  after  all,  betray 
his  life  and  treasure. 

Twice,  in  the  course  of  the  nezt  day,  Secundra  and 
the  Master  must  have  appeared  to  themselves  to  have 
escaped ;  and  twice  they  were  circumvented.  The  Mas- 
ter, save  that  the  second  time  he  grew  a  little  pale,  dis- 


296  THE   MASTER  OF  BALLANTKAE. 

played  no  sign  of  disappointment,  apologised  for  the 
stupidity  with  which  he  had  fallen  aside,  thanked  his 
recapturers  as  for  a  service,  and  rejoined  the  caravan 
with  all  his  usual  gallantry  and  cheerfulness  of  mien 
and  bearing.  But  it  is  certain  he  had  smelled  a  rat ; 
for  from  thenceforth  he  and  Secundra  spoke  only  in 
each  other's  ear,  and  Harris  listened  and  shivered  by  the 
tent  in  vain.  The  same  night  it  was  announced  they 
were  to  leave  the  boats  and  proceed  by  foot :  a  circum- 
stance which  (as  it  put  an  end  to  the  confusion  of  the 
portages)  greatly  lessened  the  chances  of  escape. 

And  now  there  began  between  the  two  sides  a  silent 
contest,  for  life  on  the  one  hand,  for  riches  on  the  other. 
They  were  now  near  that  quarter  of  the  desert  in  which 
the  Master  himself  must  begin  to  play  the  part  of  guide  ; 
and  using  this  for  a  pretext  of  prosecution,  Harris  and 
his  men  sat  with  him  every  night  about  the  fire,  and 
laboured  to  entrap  him  into  some  admission.  If  he  let 
slip  his  secret,  he  knew  well  it  was  the  warrant  for  his 
death;  on  the  other  hand,  he  durst  not  refuse  their 
questions,  and  must  appear  to  help  them  to  the  best  of 
his  capacity,  or  he  practically  published  his  mistrust. 
And  yet  Mountain  assures  me  the  man's  brow  was  never 
ruffled.  He  sat  in  the  midst  of  these  jackals,  his  life 
depending  by  a  thread,  like  some  easy,  witty  householder 
at  home  by  his  own  fire ;  an  answer  he  had  for  every- 
thing— as  often  as  not,  a  jesting  answer ;  avoided  threats, 
evaded  insults ;  talked,  laughed,  and  listened  with  an 
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open  countenance  ;  and,  in  short,  conducted  himself  in 
such  a  manner  as  must  have  disarmed  suspicion,  and 
went  near  to  stagger  knowledge.  Indeed  Mountain  con- 
fessed to  me  they  would  soon  have  disbelieved  the  cap- 
tain's story,  and  supposed  their  designated  victim  still 
quite  innocent  of  their  designs;  but  for  the  fact  that 
he  continued  (however  ingeniously)  to  give  the  slip 
to  questions,  and  the  yet  stronger  confirmation  of  his 
repeated  efforts  to  escape.  The  last  of  these,  which 
brought  things  to  a  head,  I  am  now  to  relate.  And  first 
I  should  say  that  by  this  time  the  temper  of  Harris's 
companions  was  utterly  worn  out ;  civility  was  scarce 
pretended  ;  and  for  one  very  significant  circumstance, 
the  Master  and  Secundra  had  been  (on  some  pretext) 
deprived  of  weapons.  On  their  side,  however,  the 
threatened  pair  kept  up  the  parade  of  friendship  hand- 
somely ;  Secundra  was  all  bows,  the  Master  all  smiles ; 
and  on  the  last  night  of  the  truce  he  had  even  gone  so 
far  as  to  sing  for  the  diversion  of  the  company.  It  was 
observed  that  he  had  also  eaten  with  unusual  heartiness, 
and  drank  deep  :  doubtless  from  design. 

At  least,  about  three  in  the  morning,  he  came  out  of 
the  tent  into  the  open  air,  audibly  mourning  and  com- 
plaining, with  all  the  manner  of  a  sufferer  from  sur- 
feit. For  some  while,  Secundra  publicly  attended  on  his 
patron,  who  at  last  became  more  easy,  and  fell  asleep 
on  the  frosty  ground  behind  the  tent :  the  Indian 
returning  within.  Some  time  after,  the  sentry  was 


THE   MASTER   OF   BALLANTRAE. 


changed ;  had  the  Master  pointed  out  to  him,  where  he 
lay  in  what  is  called  a  robe  of  buffalo  ;  and  thenceforth 
kept  an  eye  upon  him  (he  declared)  without  remission. 
With  the  first  of  the  dawn,  a  draught  of  wind  came 
suddenly  and  blew  open  one  side  the  corner  of  the  robe ; 
and  with  the  same  puff,  the  Master's  hat  whirled  in  the 
air  and  fell  some  yards  away.  The  sentry,  thinking  it 
remarkable  the  sleeper  should  not  awaken,  thereupon 
drew  near  ;  and  the  next  moment,  with  a  great  shout, 
informed  the  camp  their  prisoner  was  escaped.  He  had 
left  behind  his  Indian,  who  (in  the  first  vivacity  of  the 
surprise)  came  near  to  pay  the  forfeit  of  his  life,  and 
was,  in  fact,  inhumanly  mishandled  ;  but  Secundra,  in 
the  midst  of  threats  and  cruelties,  stuck  to  it  with 
extraordinary  loyalty,  that  he  was  quite  ignorant  of  his 
master's  plans,  which  might  indeed  be  true,  and  of  the 
manner  of  his  escape,  which  was  demonstrably  false. 
Nothing  was  therefore  left  to  the  conspirators  but  to 
rely  entirely  on  the  skill  of  Mountain.  The  night  had 
been  frosty,  the  ground  quite  hard  ;  and  the  sun  was  no 
sooner  up  than  a  strong  thaw  set  in.  It  was  Mountain's 
boast  that  few  men  could  have  followed  that  trail,  and 
still  fewer  (even  of  the  native  Indians)  found  it.  The 
Master  had  thus  a  long  start  before  his  pursuers  had 
the  scent,  and  he  must  have  travelled  with  surprising 
energy  for  a  pedestrian  so  unused,  since  it  was  near 
noon  before  Mountain  had  a  view  of  him.  At  this  con« 
juncture  the  trader  was  alone,  all  his  companions  fol- 
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lowing,  at  his  own  request,  several  hundred  yards  in  the 
rear ;  he  knew  the  Master  was  unarmed  ;  his  heart  was 
besides  heated  with  the  exercise  and  lust  of  hunting ; 
and  seeing  the  quarry  so  close,  so  defenceless,  and  seem- 
ingly so  fatigued,  he  vain-gloriously  determined  to  effect 
the  capture  with  his  single  hand.  A  step  or  two  further 
brought  him  to  one  margin  of  a  little  clearing  ;  on  the 
other,  with  his  arms  folded  and  his  back  to  a  huge  stone, 
the  Master  sat.  It  is  possible  Mountain  may  have  made 
a  rustle,  it  is  certain,  at  least,  the  Master  raised  his 
head  and  gazed  directly  at  that  quarter  of  the  thicket 
where  his  hunter  lay.  "  I  could  not  be  sure  he  saw 
me,"  Mountain  said ;  "  he  just  looked  my  way  like  a 
man  with  his  mind  made  up,  and  all  the  courage  ran 
out  of  me  like  rum  out  of  a  bottle."  And  presently, 
when  the  Master  looked  away  again,  and  appeared  to 
resume  those  meditations  in  which  he  had  sat  immersed 
before  the  trader's  coming,  Mountain  slunk  stealth- 
ily back  and  returned  to  seek  the  help  of  his  compan- 
ions. 

And  now  began  the  chapter  of  surprises,  for  the  scout 
had  scarce  informed  the  others  of  his  discovery,  and 
they  were  yet  preparing  their  weapons  for  a  rush  upon 
the  fugitive,  when  the  man  himself  appeared  in  their 
midst,  walking  openly  and  quietly,  with  his  hands  be- 
hind his  back. 

"  Ah,  men  ! "  says  he,  on  his  beholding  them.  "  Here 
ig  a  fortunate  encounter.  Let  us  get  back  to  camp." 
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Mountain  had  not  mentioned  his  own  weakness  or  the 
Master's  disconcerting  gaze  upon  the  thicket,  so  that 
(with  all  the  rest)  his  return  appeared  spontaneous. 
For  all  that,  a  hubbub  arose ;  oaths  flew,  fists  were 
shaken,  and  guns  pointed. 

"Let  us  get  back  to  camp,"  said  the  Master.  "I 
have  an  explanation  to  make,  but  it  must  be  laid  before 
you  all.  And  in  the  meanwhile  I  would  put  up  these 
weapons,  one  of  which  might  very  easily  go  off  and 
blow  away  your  hopes  of  treasure.  I  would  not  kill," 
says  he,  smiling,  "the  goose  with  the  golden  eggs." 

The  charm  of  his  superiority  once  more  triumphed ; 
and  the  party,  in  no  particular  order,  set  off  on  their 
return.  By  the  way,  he  found  occasion  to  get  a  word 
or  two  apart  with  Mountain. 

"  You  are  a  clever  fellow  and  a  bold,"  says  he,  "but 
I  am  not  so  sure  that  you  are  doing  yourself  justice.  I 
would  have  you  to  consider  whether  you  would  not  do 
better,  ay,  and  safer,  to  serve  me  instead  of  serving  so 
commonplace  a  rascal  as  Mr.  Harris.  Consider  of  it," 
he  concluded,  dealing  the  man  a  gentle  tap  upon  the 
shoulder,  "and  don't  be  in  haste.  Dead  or  alive,  you 
will  find  me  an  ill  man  to  quarrel  with." 

When  they  were  come  back  to  the  camp,  where  Harris 
and  Pinkerton  stood  guard  over  Secundra,  these  two 
ran  upon  the  Master  like  viragoes,  and  were  amazed  out 
of  measure  when  they  were  bidden  by  their  comrades  to 
"  stand  back  and  hear  what  the  gentleman  had  to  say." 
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The  Master  had  not  flinched  before  their  onslaught  ; 
nor,  at  this  proof  of  the  ground  he  had  gained,  did  he 
betray  the  least  sufficiency. 

"  Do  not  let  us  be  in  haste,"  says  he.  "Meat  first 
and  public  speaking  after." 

With  that  they  made  a  hasty  meal :  and  as  soon  as  it 
was  done,  the  Master,  leaning  on  one  elbow,  began  his 
speech.  He  spoke  long,  addressing  himself  to  each 
except  Harris,  finding  for  each  (with  the  same  excep- 
tion) some  particular  flattery.  He  called  them  "bold, 
honest  blades,"  declared  he  had  never  seen  a  more  jovial 
company,  work  better  done,  or  pains  more  merrily  sup- 
ported. "Well,  then,"  says  he,  "some  one  asks  me, 
Why  the  devil  I  ran  away  ?  But  that  is  scarce  worth 

•/  */ 

answer,  for  I  think  you  all  know  pretty  well.  But  you 
know  only  pretty  well :  that  is  a  point  I  shall  arrive  at 
presently,  and  be  you  ready  to  remark  it  when  it  comes. 
There  is  a  traitor  here :  a  double  traitor  :  I  will  give 
you  his  name  before  I  am  done  ;  and  let  that  suffice  for 
now.  But  here  comes  some  other  gentleman  and  asks 
me,  '  Why,  in  the  devil  I  came  back  ? '  Well,  before  I 
answer  that  question,  I  have  one  to  put  to  you.  It  was 
this  cur  here,  this  Harris,  that  speaks  Hindustani  ? " 
cries  he,  rising  on  one  knee  and  pointing  fair  at  the 
man's  face,  with  a  gesture  indescribably  menacing  ;  and 
when  he  had  been  answered  in  the  affirmative,  "  Ah  ! " 
says  he,  "  then  are  all  my  suspicions  verified,  and  I  did 
rightly  to  come  back.  Now,  men,  hear  the  truth  for 
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the  first  time.  Thereupon  he  launched  forth  in  a 
long  story,  told  with  extraordinary  skill,  how  he  had  all 
along  suspected  Harris,  how  he  had  found  the  confirma- 
tion of  his  fears,  and  how  Harris  must  have  misrepre- 
sented what  passed  between  Secundra  and  himself.  At 
this  point  he  made  a  bold  stroke  with  excellent  effect. 
"  I  suppose,"  says  he,  "you  think  you  are  going  shares 
with  Harris,  I  suppose  you  think  you  will  see  to  that 
yourselves  ;  you  would  naturally  not  think  so  flat  a 
rogue  could  cozen  you.  But  have  a  care  !  These  half 
idiots  have  a  sort  of  cunning,  as  the  skunk  has  its 
stench  ;  and  it  may  be  news  to  you  that  Harris  has  taken 
care  of  himself  already.  Yes,  for  him  the  treasure  is 
all  money  in  the  bargain.  You  must  find  it  or  go  starve. 
But  he  has  been  paid  beforehand  ;  my  brother  paid  him 
to  destroy  me  ;  look  at  him,  if  you  doubt — look  at  him, 
grinning  and  gulping,  a  detected  thief  !"  Thence,  hav- 
ing made  this  happy  impression,  he  explained  how  he 
had  escaped,  and  thought  better  of  it,  and  at  last  con- 
cluded to  come  back,  lay  the  truth  before  the  company, 
and  take  his  chance  with  them  once  more  :  persuaded 
as  he  was,  they  would  instantly  depose  Harris  and  elect 
some  other  leader.  "  There  is  the  whole  truth,"  said 
he :  "  and  with  one  exception,  I  put  myself  entirely  in 
your  hands.  What  is  the  exception?  There  he  sits," 
he  cried,  pointing  once  more  to  Harris ;  "  a  man  that 
has  to  die  !  Weapons  and  conditions  are  all  one  to  me ; 
put  me  face  to  face  with  him,  and  if  you  give  me  noth- 
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ing  but  a  stick,  in  five  minutes  I  will  show  you  a  sop  of 
broken  carrion,  fit  for  dogs  to  roll  in." 

It  was  dark  night  when  he  made  an  end ;  they  had 
listened  in  almost  perfect  silence ;  but  the  firelight 
scarce  permitted  any  one  to  judge,  from  the  look  of  his 
neighbours,  with  what  result  of  persuasion  or  convic- 
tion. Indeed,  the  Master  had  set  himself  in  the  bright- 
est place,  and  kept  his  face  there,  to  be  the  centre 
of  men's  eyes :  doubtless  on  a  profound  calculation. 
Silence  followed  for  awhile,  and  presently  the  whole 
party  became  involved  in  disputation  :  the  Master  lying 
on  his  back,  with  his  hands  knit  under  his  head  and 
one  knee  flung  across  the  other,  like  a  person  uncon- 
cerned in  the  result.  And  here,  I  daresay,  his  bravado 
carried  him  too  far  and  prejudiced  his  case.  At  least, 
after  a  cast  or  two  back  and  forward,  opinion  settled 
finally  against  him.  It's  possible  he  hoped  to  repeat 
the  business  of  the  pirate  ship,  and  be  himself,  perhaps, 
on  hard  enough  conditions,  elected  leader  ;  and  things 
went  so  far  that  way,  that  Mountain  actually  threw  out 
the  proposition.  But  the  rock  he  split  upon  was 
Hastie.  This  fellow  was  not  well  liked,  being  sour  and 
slow,  with  an  ugly,  glowering  disposition,  but  he  had 
studied  some  time  for  the  church  at  Edinburgh  Col- 
lege, before  ill  conduct  had  destroyed  his  prospects,  and 
he  now  remembered  and  applied  what  he  had  learned. 
Indeed  he  had  not  proceeded  very  far,  when  the  Master 
rolled  carelessly  upon  one  side,  which  was  done  (in 
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Mountain's  opinion)  to  conceal  the  beginnings  of  de- 
spair upon  his  countenance.  Hastie  dismissed  the  most 
of  what  they  had  heard  as  nothing  to  the  matter  :  what 
they  wanted  was  the  treasure.  All  that  was  said  of 
Harris  might  be  true,  and  they  would  have  to  see  to 
that  in  time.  But  what  had  that  to  do  with  the  trea- 
sure ?  They  had  heard  a  vast  of  words  ;  but  the  truth 
was  just  this,  that  Mr.  Durie  was  damnably  frightened 
and  had  several  times  run  off.  Here  he  was — whether 
caught  or  come  back  was  all  one  to  Hastie  :  the  point 
was  to  make  an  end  of  the  business.  As  for  the  talk  of 
deposing  and  electing  captains,  he  hoped  they  were  all 
free  men  and  could  attend  their  own  affairs.  That  was 
dust  flung  in  their  eyes,  and  so  was  the  proposal  to  fight 
Harris.  "He  shall  fight  no  one  in  this  camp,  I  can 
tell  him  that,"  said  Hastie.  "  We  had  trouble  enough 
to  get  his  arms  away  from  him,  and  we  should  look 
pretty  fools  to  give  them  back  again.  But  if  it's  excite- 
ment the  gentleman  is  after,  I  can  supply  him  with 
more  than  perhaps  he  cares  about.  For  I  have  no 
intention  to  spend  the  remainder  of  my  life  in  these 
mountains ;  already  I  have  been  too  long ;  and  I  pro- 
pose that  he  should  immediately  tell  us  where  that 
treasure  is,  or  else  immediately  be  shot.  And  there,'5 
says  he,  producing  his  weapon,  "  there  is  the  pistol  that 
I  mean  to  use." 

"  Come,  I  call  you  a  man,"  cries  the  Master,  sitting 
up  and  looking  at  the  speaker  with  an  air  of  admiration. 
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"  I  didn't  ask  you  to  call  me  anything,"  returned 
Hastie  ;  "  which  is  it  to  be  ?" 

"  That's  an  idle  question,"  said  the  Master.  "  Needs 
must  when  the  devil  drives.  The  truth  is  we  are  within 
easy  walk  of  the  place,  and  I  will  show  it  you  to- 
morrow. " 

With  that,  as  if  all  were  quite  settled,  and  settled 
exactly  to  his  mind,  he  walked  off  to  his  tent,  whither 
Secundra  had  preceded  him. 

I  cannot  think  of  these  last  turns  and  wriggles  of  my 
old  enemy  excepb  with  admiration  ;  scarce  even  pity  is 
mingled  with  the  sentiment,  so  strongly  the  man  sup- 
ported, so  boldly  resisted  his  misfortunes.  Even  at  that 
hour,  when  he  perceived  himself  quite  lost,  when  he 
saw  he  had  but  effected  an  exchange  of  enemies,  and 
overthrown  Harris  to  set  Hastie  up,  no  sign  of  weakness 
appeared  in  his  behaviour,  and  he  withdrew  to  his  tent, 
already  determined  (I  must  suppose)  upon  affronting 
the  incredible  hazard  of  his  last  expedient,  with  the 
same  easy,  assured,  genteel  expression  and  demeanour  as 
he  might  have  left  a  theatre  withal  to  join  a  supper  of 
the  wits.  But  doubtless  within,  if  we  could  see  there, 
his  soul  trembled. 

Early  in  the  night,  word  went  about  the  camp  that 
he  was  sick ;  and  the  first  thing  the  next  morning  he 
called  Hastie  to  his  side,  and  inquired  most  anxiously 
if  he  had  any  skill  in  medicine.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 

this  was  a  vanity  of  that  fallen  divinity  student's,  to 
20 
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which  he  had  cunningly  addressed  himself.  Hastie  ex« 
amined  him ;  and  being  flattered,  ignorant,  and  highly 
suspicious,  knew  not  in  the  least  whether  the  man  was 
sick  or  malingering.  In  this  state,  he  went  forth  again 
to  his  companions  ;  and  (as  the  thing  which  would  give 
himself  most  consequence  either  way)  announced  that 
the  patient  was  in  a  fair  way  to  die. 

"  For  all  that,"  he  added  with  an  oath,  "  and  if  he 
bursts  by  the  wayside,  he  must  bring  us  this  morning  to 
the  treasure." 

But  there  were  several  in  the  camp  (Mountain  among 
the  number)  whom  this  brutality  revolted.  They 
would  have  seen  the  Master  pistol'd,  or  pistol'd  him 
themselves,  without  the  smallest  sentiment  of  pity  ;  but 
they  seem  to  have  been  touched  by  his  gallant  fight 
and  unequivocal  defeat  the  night  before ;  perhaps,  too, 
they  were  even  already  beginning  to  oppose  themselves 
to  their  new  leader  :  at  least,  they  now  declared  that  (if 
the  man  was  sick)  he  should  have  a  day's  rest  in  spite 
of  Hastie's  teeth. 

The  next  morning  he  was  manifestly  worse,  and 
Hastie  himself  began  to  display  something  of  humane 
concern,  so  easily  does  even  the  pretence  of  doctoring 
awaken  sympathy.  The  third,  the  Master  called  Moun- 
tain and  Hastie  to  the  tent,  announced  himself  to  be 
dying,  gave  them  full  particulars  as  to  the  position  of 
the  cache,  and  begged  them  to  set  out  incontinently  on 
the  quest,  so  that  they  might  see  if  he  deceived  them, 
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and  (if  they  were  at  first  unsuccessful),   he  should  be 
able  to  correct  their  error. 

But  here  arose  a  difficulty  on  which  he  doubtless 
counted.  None  of  these  men  would  trust  another,  none 
would  consent  to  stay  behind.  On  the  other  hand,  al- 
though the  Master  seemed  extremely  low,  spoke  scarce 
aboye  a  whisper,  and  lay  much  of  the  time  insensible,  it 
was  still  possible  it  was  a  fraudulent  sickness  ;  and  if 
all  went  treasure -hunting,  it  might  prove  they  had  gone 
upon  a  wild-goose  chase,  and  return  to  find  their  pris- 
oner flown.  They  concluded,  therefore,  to  hang  idling 
vound  the  camp,  alleging  sympathy  to  their  reason  ;  and 
certainly,  so  mingled  are  our  dispositions,  several  were 
sincerely  (if  not  very  deeply)  affected  by  the  natural 
peril  of  the  man  whom  they  callously  designed  to 
murder.  In  the  afternoon,  Hastie  was  called  to  the 
bedside  to  pray  :  the  which  (incredible  as  it  must  ap- 
pear) he  did  with  unction ;  about  eight  at  night,  the 
wailing  of  Secundra  announced  that  all  was  over ;  and 
before  ten,  the  Indian,  with  a  link  stuck  in  the  ground, 
was  toiling  at  the  grave.  Sunrise  of  next  day  beheld 
the  Master's  burial,  all  hands  attending  with  great 
decency  of  demeanour ;  and  the  body  was  laid  in  the 
earth  wrapped  in  a  fur  robe,  with  only  the  face  un- 
covered ;  which  last  was  of  a  waxy  whiteness,  and  had 
the  nostrils  plugged  according  to  some  oriental  habit 
of  Secundra's.  No  sooner  was  the  grave  filled  than 
the  lamentations  of  the  Indian  once  more  struck  con- 
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cern  to  every  heart ;  and  it  appears  this  gang  of  murder- 
ers,  so  far  from  resenting  his  outcries,  although  both 
distressful  and  (in  such  a  country)  perilous  to  theii 
own  safety,  roughly  but  kindly  endeavoured  to  console 
him. 

But  if  human  nature  is  even  in  the  worst  of  men 
occasionally  kind,  it  is  still,  and  before  all  things, 
greedy ;  and  they  soon  turned  from  the  mourner  to 
their  own  concerns.  The  cache  of  the  treasure  being 
hard  by,  although  yet  unidentified,  it  was  concluded 
not  to  break  camp  ;  and  the  day  passed,  on  the  part  of 
the  voyagers,  in  unavailing  exploration  of  the  woods, 
Secundra  the  while  lying  on  his  master's  grave.  That 
night  they  placed  no  sentinel,  but  lay  all  together  about 
the  fire,  in  the  customary  woodman  fashion,  the  heads 
outward,  like  the  spokes  of  a  wheel.  Morning  found 
them  in  the  same  disposition  ;  only  Pinkerton,  who  lay 
on  Mountain's  right,  between  him  and  Hastie,  had  (in 
the  hours  of  darkness)  been  secretly  butchered,  and 
there  lay,  still  wrapped  as  to  his  body  in  his  mantle,  but 
offering  above  that  ungodly  and  horrific  spectacle  of  the 
scalped  head.  The  gang  were  that  morning  as  pale  as  a 
company  of  phantoms,  for  the  pertinacity  of  Indian  war 
(or,  to  speak  more  correctly,  Indian  murder),  was  well 
known  to  all.  But  they  laid  the  chief  blame  on  their 
unsentinel'd  posture ;  and  fired  with  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  treasure,  determined  to  continue  where  they  were. 
Pinkerton  was  buried  hard  by  the  Master;  the  sur- 
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Vivors  again  passed  the  day  in  exploration,  and  returned 
in  a  mingled  humour  of  anxiety  and  hope,  being  partly 
certain  they  were  now  close  on  the  discovery  of  what 
they  sought,  and  on  the  other  hand  (with  the  return  of 
darkness)  were  infected  with  the  fear  of  Indians.  Moun- 
tain was  the  first  sentry;  he  declares  he  neither  slept 
nor  yet  sat  down,  but  kept  his  watch  with  a  perpetual 
and  straining  vigilance,  and  it  was  even  with  unconcern 
that  (when  he  saw  by  the  stars  his  time  was  up)  he  drew 
near  the  fire  to  waken  his  successor.  This  man  (it  was 
Hicks  the  shoemaker)  slept  on  the  lee  side  of  the  circle, 
something  farther  off  in  consequence  than  those  to 
windward,  and  in  a  place  darkened  by  the  blowing 
smoke.  Mountain  stooped  and  took  him  by  the  shoul- 
der ;  his  hand  was  at  once  smeared  by  some  adhesive 
wetness  ;  and  (the  wind  at  the  moment  veering)  the  fire- 
light shone  upon  the  sleeper  and  showed  him,  like 
Pinkerton,  dead  and  scalped. 

It  was  clear  they  had  fallen  in  the  hands  of  one 
of  those  matchless  Indian  bravos,  that  will  sometimes 
follow  a  party  for  days,  and  in  spite  of  indefatigable 
travel  and  unsleeping  watch,  continue  to  keep  up  with 
their  advance  and  steal  a  scalp  at  every  resting-place. 
Upon  this  discovery,  the  treasure-seekers,  already  reduced 
to  a  poor  half  dozen,  fell  into  mere  dismay,  seized  a  few 
necessaries,  and  deserting  the  remainder  of  their  goods, 
fled  outright  into  the  forest.  Their  fire,  they  left  still 
burning,  and  their  dead  comrade  unburied.  All  day 
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they  ceased  not  to  flee,  eating  by  the  way,  from  hand  to 
mouth  ;  and  since  they  feared  to  sleep,  continued  to 
advance  at  random  even  in  the  hours  of  darkness.  But 
the  limit  of  man's  endurance  is  soon  reached ;  when 
they  rested  at  last,  it  was  to  sleep  profoundly ;  and 
when  they  woke,  it  was  to  find  that  the  enemy  was 
still  upon  their  heels,  and  death  and  mutilation  had 
once  more  lessened  and  deformed  their  company. 

By  this,  they  had  become  light-headed,  they  had  quite 
missed  their  path  in  the  Wilderness,  their  stores  were 
already  running  low.  With  the  further  horrors,  it  is 
superfluous  that  I  should  swell  this  narrative,  already 
too  prolonged.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  when  at  length 
a  night  passed  by  innocuous,  and  they  might  breathe 
again  in  the  hope  that  the  murderer  had  at  last  desisted 
from  pursuit,  Mountain  and  Secundra  were  alone. 
The  trader  is  firmly  persuaded  their  unseen  enemy  was 
some  warrior  of  his  own  acquaintance,  and  that  he  him- 
self was  spared  by  favour.  The  mercy  extended  to  Se- 
cundra he  explains  on  the  ground  that  the  East  Indian 
was  thought  to  be  insane ;  partly  from  the  fact  that, 
through  all  the  horrors  of  the  flight  and  while  others 
were  casting  away  their  very  food  and  weapons,  Secun- 
dra continued  to  stagger  forward  with  a  mattock  on  his 
shoulder  ;  and  partly  because,  in  the  last  days  and  with 
a  great  degree  of  heat  and  fluency,  he  perpetually  spoke 
with  himself  in  his  own  language.  But  he  was  sane 
enough  when  it  came  to  English. 
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"  You  think  he  will  be  gone  quite  away  ?  "  he  asked, 
upon  their  blest  awakening  in  safety. 

"I  pray  God  so,  I  believe  so,  I  dare  to  believe  so," 
Mountain  had  replied  almost  with  incoherence,  as  he 
described  the  scene  to  me. 

And  indeed  he  was  so  much  distempered  that  until  he 
met  us,  the  next  morning,  he  could  scarce  be  certain 
whether  he  had  dreamed,  or  whether  it  was  a  fact,  that 
Secundra  had  thereupon  turned  directly  about  and  re- 
turned without  a  word  upon  their  footprints,  setting 
his  face  for  these  wintry  and  hungry  solitudes,  along  a 
path  whose  every  stage  was  mile-stoned  with  a  muti- 
lated corpse. 


THE  JOURNEY    IN    THE    WILDERNESS   (Co* 
eluded). 

MOUNTAIN'S  story,  as  it  was  laid  before  Sir  William 
Johnson  and  my  lord,  was  shorn,  of  course,  of  all  the 
earlier  particulars,  and  the  expedition  described  to  have 
proceeded  uneventfully,  until  the  Master  sickened.  But 
the  latter  part  was  very  forcibly  related,  the  speaker 
visibly  thrilling  to  his  recollections  ;  and  our  then  situ- 
ation, on  the  fringe  of  the  same  desert,  and  the  private 
interests  of  each,  gave  him  an  audience  prepared  to 
share  in  his  emotions.  For  Mountain's  intelligence  not 
only  changed  the  world  for  my  Lord  Durrisdeer,  but 
materially  affected  the  designs  of  Sir  William  Johnson. 

These  I  find  I  must  lay  more  at  length  before  the 
reader.  Word  had  reached  Albany  of  dubious  import  ; 
it  had  been  rumoured  some  hostility  was  to  be  put  in 
act ;  and  the  Indian  diplomatist  had,  thereupon,  sped 
into  the  wilderness,  even  at  the  approach  of  winter,  to 
nip  that  mischief  in  the  bud.  Here,  on  the  borders, 
he  learned  that  he  was  come  too  late ;  and  a  difficult 
choice  was  thus  presented  to  a  man  (upon  the  whole) 
not  any  more  bold  than  prudent.  His  standing  with 
the  painted  braves  may  be  compared  to  that  of  my  Lord 
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President  Culloden  among  the  chiefs  of  our  own  High- 
landers at  the  'forty-five  ;  that  is  as  much  as  to  say,  he 
was,  to  these  men,  reason's  only  speaking  trumpet,  and 
counsels  of  peace  and  moderation,  if  they  were  to  pre- 
vail at  all,  must  prevail  singly  through  his  influence. 
If,  then,  he  should  return,  the  province  must  lie  open 
to  all  the  abominable  tragedies  of  Indian  war — the 
houses  blaze,  the  wayfarer  be  cut  off,  and  the  men  of 
the  woods  collect  their  usual  disgusting  spoil  of  human 
scalps.  On  the  other  side,  to  go  further  forth,  to  risk 
so  small  a  party  deeper  in  the  desert,  to  carry  words  of 
peace  among  warlike  savages  already  rejoicing  to  return 
to  war  :  here  was  an  extremity  from  which  it  was  easy 
to  perceive  his  mind  revolted. 

"  I  have  come  too  late,"  he  said  more  than  once,  and 
would  fall  into  a  deep  consideration,  his  head  bowed  in 
his  hands,  his  foot  patting  the  ground. 

At  length  he  raised  his  face  and  looked  upon  us,  that 
is  to  say,  upon  my  lord,  Mountain,  and  myself,  sitting 
close  round  a  small  fire,  which  had  been  made  for  pri- 
vacy in  one  corner  of  the  camp. 

"  My  lord,  to  be  quite  frank  with  you,  I  find  myself  in 
two  minds,"  said  he.  "I  think  it  very  needful  I  should 
go  on,  but  not  at  all  proper  I  should  any  longer  enjoy 
the  pleasure  of  your  company.  We  are  here  still  upon 
the  water  side ;  and  I  think  the  risk  to  southward  no 
great  matter.  Will  not  yourself  and  Mr.  Mackellar 
take  a  single  boat's  crew  and  return  to  Albany  ?" 
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My  lord,  I  should  say,  had  listened  to  Mountain's 
narrative  regarding  him  throughout  with  a  painful  in- 
tensity of  gaze  ;  and  since  the  tale  concluded,  had  sat 
as  in  a  dream.  There  was  something  very  daunting  in 
his  look  ;  something  to  my  eyes  not  rightly  human  ;  the 
face,  lean,  and  dark,  and  aged,  the  mouth  painful,  the 
teeth  disclosed  in  a  perpetual  rictus ;  the  eyeball  swim- 
ming clear  of  the  lids  upon  a  field  of  blood-shot  white. 
I  could  not  behold  him  myself  without  a  jarring  irrita- 
tion, such  as  (I  believe)  is  too  frequently  the  uppermost 
feeling  on  the  sickness  of  those  dear  to  us.  Others,  I 
could  not  but  remark,  were  scarce  able  to  support  his 
neighbourhood — Sir  William  eviting  to  be  near  him, 
Mountain  dodging  his  eye,  and,  when  he  met  it,  blench- 
ing and  halting  in  his  story.  At  this  appeal,  however, 
my  lord  appeared  to  recover  his  command  upon  him- 
self. 

"  To  Albany  ?  "  said  he,  with  a  good  voice. 

"  Not  short  of  it,  at  least,"  replied  Sir  William. 
"  There  is  no  safety  nearer  hand." 

"I  would  be  very  sweir*  to  return,"  says  my  lord. 
"  I  am  not  afraid — of  Indians,"  he  added,  with  a  jerk. 

"  I  wish  that  I  could  say  so  much,"  returned  Sir 
William,  smiling  ;  "although,  if  any  man  durst  say  it, 
it  should  be  myself.  But  you  are  to  keep  in  view  my 
responsibility,  and  that  as  the  voyage  has  now  become 
highly  dangerous,  and  your  business — if  you  ever  had 
*  Unwilling. 
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any,"  says  he,  "brought  quite  to  a  conclusion  by  the 
distressing  family  intelligence  you  have  received,  I 
should  be  hardly  justified  if  I  even  suffered  you  to  pro- 
ceed, and  run  the  risk  of  some  obloquy  if  anything 
regrettable  should  follow." 

My  lord  turned  to  Mountain.  "  What  did  he  pretend 
he  died  of  ?"  he  asked. 

"I  don't  think  I  understand  your  honour,"  said  the 
trader,  pausing  like  a  man  very  much  affected,  in  the 
dressing  of  some  cruel  frost-bites. 

For  a  moment  my  lord  seemed  at  a  full  stop  ;  and 
then,  with  some  irritation,  "  I  ask  you  what  he  died  of. 
Surely  that's  a  plain  question,"  said  he. 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  said  Mountain.  "Hastie  even 
never  knew.  He  seemed  to  sicken  natural,  and  just  pass 
away. " 

"There  it  is,  you  see  !  "  concluded  my  lord,  turning 
to  Sir  William. 

"  Your  lordship  is  too  deep  for  me,"  replied  Sir  Wil- 
liam. 

"  Why,"  says  my  lord,  "  this  is  a  matter  of  succession  ; 
my  son's  title  may  be  called  in  doubt ;  and  the  man 
being  supposed  to  be  dead  of  nobody  can  tell  what,  a 
great  deal  of  suspicion  would  be  naturally  roused." 

"  But,  God  damn  me,  the  man's  buried  ! "  cried  Sir 
William. 

"  I  will  never  believe  that,"  returned  my  lord,  pain- 
fully trembling.  •  I'll  never  believe  it! "  he  cried  again, 
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and  jumped  to  his  feet.  "  Did  he  look  dead  ?  "  he  asked 
of  Mountain. 

"Look  dead?"  repeated  the  trader.  "He  looked 
white.  Why,  what  would  he  be  at  ?  I  tell  you,  I  put 
the  sods  upon  him." 

My  lord  caught  Sir  William  by  the  coat  with  a  hooked 
hand.  "  This  man  has  the  name  of  my  brother,"  says 
he,  "but  it's  well  understood  that  he  was  never  canny." 

"  Canny  ?  "  says  Sir  William.     "  What  is  that  ?  " 

"He's  not  of  this  world,"  whispered  my  lord, 
"  neither  him  nor  the  black  deil  that  serves  him.  I 
have  struck  my  sword  throughout  his  vitals,"  he  cried, 
"  I  have  felt  the  hilt  dirl*  on  his  breastbone,  and  the 
hot  blood  spirt  in  my  very  face,  time  and  again,  time 
and  again  ! "  he  repeated,  with  a  gesture  indescribable. 
"  But  he  was  never  dead  for  that,"  said  he,  and  I  sighed 
aloud.  "  Why  should  I  think  he  was  dead  now  ?  No, 
not  till  I  see  him  rotting,"  says  he. 

Sir  William  looked  across  at  me,  with  a  long  face. 
Mountain  forgot  his  wounds,  staring  and  gaping. 

"  My  lord,"  said  I,  "  I  wish  you  would  collect  your 
(spirits."  But  my  throat  was  so  dry,  and  my  own  wits 
so  scattered,  I  could  add  no  more. 

"  No,"  says  my  lord,  "  it's  not  to  be  supposed  that  he 

would  understand  me.     Mackellar  does,  for  be  kens  all, 

and  has  seen  him  buried  before  now.     This  is  a  very 

good  servant  to  me,  Sir  William,  this  man  Mackellar ; 

*  Ring. 
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he  buried  him  with  his  own  hands — he  and  my  father — • 
by  the  light  of  two  siller  candlesticks.  The  other  man 
is  a  familiar  spirit ;  he  brought  him  from  Coromandel. 
I  would  have  told  ye  this  long  syne,  Sir  William,  only  it 
was  in  the  family.'*  These  last  remarks  he  made  with 
a  kind  of  a  melancholy  composure,  and  his  time  of  aber- 
ration seemed  to  pass  away.  "  You  can  ask  yourself 
what  it  all  means,"  he  proceeded.  "  My  brother  falls 
sick,  and  dies,  and  is  buried,  as  so  they  say ;  and  all 
seems  very  plain.  But  why  did  the  familiar  go  back  ? 
I  think  ye  must  see  for  yourself  it's  a  point  that  wants 
some  clearing." 

"  I  will  be  at  your  service,  my  lord,  in  half  a  minute," 
said  Sir  William,  rising.  "Mr.  Mackellar,  two  words 
with  you,"  and  he  led  me  without  the  camp,  the  frost 
crunching  in  our  steps>  the  trees  standing  at  our  elbow 
hoar  with  frost,  even  as  on  that  night  in  the  Long  Shrub- 
bery. "  Of  course,  this  is  midsummer  madness  ?  "  said 
Sir  William,  so  soon  as  we  were  gotten  out  of  hear- 
ing. 

"  Why,  certainly,"  said  I.  "  The  man  is  mad.  I 
think  that  manifest." 

"Shall  I  seize  and  bind  him?"  asked  Sir  William. 
"  I  will  upon  your  authority.  If  these  are  all  ravings, 
that  should  certainly  be  done. " 

I  looked  down  upon  the  ground,  back  at  the  camp 
with  its  bright  fires  and  the  folk  watching  us,  and  about 
me  on  the  woods  and  mountains  ;  there  was  just  the 
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one  way  that  I  could  not  look,  and  that  was  in  Sit 
William's  face. 

"Sir  William,"  said  I  at  last,  "  I  think  my  lord  not 
sane,  and  have  long  thought  him  so.  But  there  are 
degrees  in  madness  ;  and  whether  he  should  be  brought 
under  restraint — Sir  William,  I  am  no  fit  judge,"  I 
concluded. 

"I  will  be  the  judge,"  said  he.  "I  ask  for  facts. 
Was  there,  in  all  that  jargon,  any  word  of  truth  or 
sanity  ?  Do  you  hesitate  ? "  he  asked.  "  Am  I  to 
understand  you  have  buried  this  gentleman  before  ?  " 

"  Not  buried,"  said  I ;  and  then,  taking  up  courage 
at  last,  "Sir  William,"  said  I,  "unless  I  were  to  tell 
you  a  long  story,  which  much  concerns  a  noble  family 
(and  myself  not  in  the  least),  it  would  be  impossible  to 
make  this  matter  clear  to  you.  Say  the  word,  and  I  will 
do  it,  right  or  wrong.  And,  at  any  rate,  I  will  say  so 
much,  that  my  lord  is  not  so  crazy  as  he  seems.  This 
is  a  strange  matter,  into  the  tail  of  which  you  are 
unhappily  drifted." 

".  I  desire  none  of  your  secrets,"  replied  Sir  William  ; 
"  but  I  will  be  plain,  at  the  risk  of  incivility,  and  con- 
fess that  I  take  little  pleasure  in  my  present  com- 
pany." 

"I  would  be  the  last  to  blame  you,"  said  I,  "for 
that." 

"I  have  not  asked  either  for  your  censure  or  your 
praise,  sir,"  returned  Sir  William.  "  I  desire  simply  to 
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be  quit  of  you  ;  and  to  that  effect,  I  put  a  boat  and 
complement  of  men  at  your  disposal. " 

"  This  is  fairly  offered,"  said  I,  after  reflection. 
"  But  you  must  suffer  me  to  say  a  word  upon  the  other 
side.  We  have  a  natural  curiosity  to  learn  the  truth  of 
this  affair ;  I  have  some  of  it  myself ;  iny  lord  (it  is 
very  plain)  has  but  too  much.  The  matter  of  the 
Indian's  return  is  enigmatical." 

"I  think  so  myself,"  Sir  William  interrupted,  "and 
1  propose  (since  I  go  in  that  direction)  to  probe  it  to 
the  bottom.  Whether  or  not  the  man  has  gone  like  a 
dog  to  die  upon  his  master's  grave,  his  life,  at  least,  is  in 
great  danger,  and  I  propose,  if  I  can,  to  save  it.  There 
is  nothing  against  his  character  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  Sir  William,"  I  replied. 

"  And  the  other  ?  "  he  said.  "  I  have  heard  my  lord, 
of  course  ;  but,  from  the  Circumstances  of  his  servant's 
loyalty,  I  must  suppose  he  had  some  noble  qualities." 

"  You  must  not  ask  me  that  !  "  I  cried.  "  Hell  may 
have  noble  flames.  I  have  known  him  a  score  of  years, 
and  always  hated,  and  always  admired,  and  always  slav- 
ishly feared  him." 

"  I  appear  to  intrude  again  upon  your  secrets,"  said 
Sir  William,  "believe  me,  inadvertently.  Enough  that 
I  will  see  the  grave,  and  (if  possible)  rescue  the  Indian. 
Upon  these  terms,  can  you  persuade  your  master  to 
return  to  Albany  ?" 

"Sir  William,"  said  I,   "I  will  tell  you  how  it  is. 
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You  do  not  see  my  lord  to  advantage ;  it  will  seem  even 
strange  to  you  that  I  should  love  him  ;  but  I  do,  and  I 
am  not  alone.  If  he  goes  back  to  Albany,  it  must  be 
by  force,  and  it  will  be  the  death-warrant  of  his  reason, 
and  perhaps  his  life.  That  is  my  sincere  belief  ;  but  I 
am  in  your  hands,  and  ready  to  obey,  if  you  will  assume 
so  much  responsibility  as  to  command." 

"I  will  have  no  shred  of  responsibility;  it  is  my 
single  endeavour  to  avoid  the  same,"  cried  Sir  William. 
"  You  insist  upon  following  this  journey  up  ;  and  be  it 
so  !  I  wash  my  hands  of  the  whole  matter." 

With  which  word,  he  turned  upon  his  heel  and  gave 
the  order  to  break  camp  ;  and  my  lord,  who  had  been 
hovering  near  by,  came  instantly  to  my  side. 

"  Which  is  it  to  be  ?"  said  he. 

"You  are  to  have  your  way,"  I  answered.  "You 
shall  see  the  grave." 

The  situation  of  the  Master's  grave  was,  between 
guides,  easily  described ;  it  lay,  indeed,  beside  a  chief 
landmark  of  the  wilderness,  a  certain  range  of  peaks, 
conspicuous  by  their  design  and  altitude,  and  the  source 
of  many  brawling  tributaries  to  that  inland  sea,  Lake 
Champlain.  It  was  therefore  possible  to  strike  for  it 
direct,  instead  of  following  back  the  blood-stained  trail 
of  the  fugitives,  and  to  cover,  in  some  sixteen  hours  of 
march,  a  distance  which  their  perturbed  wanderings 
had  extended  over  more  than  sixty.  Our  boats  we  left 
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ander  a  guard  upon  the  river  ;  it  was,  indeed,  probable 
we  should  return  to  find  them  frozen  fast ;  and  the 
small  equipment  with  which  we  set  forth  upon  the 
expedition,  included  not  only  an  infinity  of  furs  to  pro- 
tect us  from  the  cold,  but  an  arsenal  of  snow-shoes  to 
render  travel  possible,  when  the  inevitable  snow  should 
fall.  Considerable  alarm  was  manifested  at  our  depar- 
ture ;  the  march  was  conducted  with  soldierly  precau- 
tion, the  camp  at  night  sedulously  chosen  and  patrolled  ; 
and  it  was  a  consideration  of  this  sort  that  arrested  us, 
the  second  day,  within  not  many  hundred  yards  of  our 
destination — the  night  being  already  imminent,  the 
spot  in  which  we  stood  well  qualified  to  be  a  strong 
camp  for  a  party  of  our  numbers  ;  and  Sir  William, 
therefore,  on  a  sudden  thought,  arresting  our  advance. 
Before  us  was  the  high  range  of  mountains  toward 
which  we  had  been  all  day  deviously  drawing  near. 
From  the  first  light  of  the  dawn,  their  silver  peaks  had 
been  the  goal  of  our  advance  across  a  tumbled  lowland 
forest,  thrid  with  rough  streams,  and  strewn  with  mon- 
strous boulders ;  the  peaks  (as  I  say)  silver,  for  already 
at  the  higher  altitudes  the  snow  fell  nightly  ;  but  the 
woods  and  the  low  ground  only  breathed  upon  with 
frost.  All  day  heaven  had  been  charged  with  ugly 
vapours,  in  the  which  the  sun  swam  and  glimmered  like 
a  shilling  piece ;  all  day  the  wind  blew  on  our  left  cheek, 
barbarous  cold,  but  very  pure  to  breathe.  With  the  end 
of  the  afternoon,  however,  the  wind  fell ;  the  clouds, 
21 
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being  no  longer  reinforced,  were  scattered  or  drunk  up; 
the  sun  set  behind  us  with  some  wintry  splendour,  and 
the  white  brow  of  the  mountains  shared  its  dying  glow. 

It  was  dark  ere  we  had  supper ;  we  ate  in  silence,  and 
the  meal  was  scarce  despatched  before  my  lord  slunk 
from  the  fireside  to  the  margin  of  the  camp ;  whither 
I  made  haste  to  follow  him.  The  camp  was  on  high 
ground,  overlooking  a  frozen  lake,  perhaps  a  mile  in  its 
longest  measurement ;  all  about  us,  the  forest  lay  in 
heights  and  hollows  ;  above  rose  the  white  mountains  ; 
and  higher  yet,  the  moon  rode  in  a  fair  sky.  There 
was  no  breath  of  air  ;  nowhere  a  twig  creaked ;  and  the 
sounds  of  our  own  camp  were  hushed  and  swallowed  up 
in  the  surrounding  stillness.  Now  that  the  sun  and  the 
wind  were  both  gone  down,  it  appeared  almost  warm, 
"jke  a  night  of  July :  a  singular  illusion  of  the  sense, 
when  earth,  air,  and  water  were  strained  to  bursting 
with  the  extremity  of  frost. 

My  lord  (or  what  I  still  continued  to  call  by  his  loved 
name)  stood  with  his  elbow  in  one  hand,  and  his  chin 
sunk  in  the  other,  gazing  before  him  on  the  surface  of 
the  wood.  My  eyes  followed  his,  and  rested  almost 
pleasantly  upon  the  frosted  contexture  of  the  pines, 
rising  in  moonlit  hillocks,  or  sinking  in  the  shadow  of 
small  glens.  Hard  by,  I  told  myself,  was  the  grave  of 
our  enemy,  now  gone  where  the  wicked  cease  from 
troubling,  the  earth  heaped  forever  on  his  once  so  active 
limbs.  I  could  not  but  think  of  him  as  somehow  for- 
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tunate,  to  be  thus  done  with  man's  anxiety  and  weari- 
ness, the  daily  expense  of  spirit,  and  that  daily  river  of 
circumstance  to  be  swum  through,  at  any  hazard,  under 
the  penalty  of  shame  or  death.  I  could  not  but  think 
how  good  was  the  end  of  that  long  travel ;  and  with 
that,  my  mind  swung  at  a  tangent  to  my  lord.  For  was 
not  my  lord  dead  also  ?  a  maimed  soldier,  looking  vainly 
for  discharge,  lingering  derided  in  the  line  of  battle  ? 
A  kind  man,  I  remembered  him ;  wise,  with  a  decent 
pride,  a  son  perhaps  too  dutiful,  a  husband  only  too 
loving,  one  that  could  suffer  and  be  silent,  one  whose 
hand  I  loved  to  press.  Of  a  sudden,  pity  caught  in 
my  windpipe  with  a  sob ;  I  could  have  wept  aloud  to 
remember  and  behold  him ;  and  standing  thus  by  his 
elbow,  under  the  broad  moon,  I  prayed  fervently  either 
that  he  should  be  released,  or  I  strengthened  to  persist 
in  my  affection. 

"  0  God/'  said  I,  "this  was  the  best  man  to  me 
and  to  himself,  and  now  I  shrink  from  him.  He  did  no 
wrong,  or  not  till  he  was  broke  with  sorrows  ;  these  are 
but  his  honourable  wounds  that  we  begin  to  shrink  from. 
0  cover  them  up,  0  take  him  away,  before  we  hate 
him  ! " 

I  was  still  so  engaged  in  my  own  bosom,  when  a  sound 
broke  suddenly  upon  the  night.  It  was  neither  very 
loud,  nor  very  near  ;  yet,  bursting  as  it  did  from  so  pro- 
found and  so  prolonged  a  silence,  it  startled  the  camp 
like  an  alarm  of  trumpets.  Ere  I  had  taken  breath,  Sil 
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William  was  beside  me,  the  main  part  of  the  voyagers 
clustered  at  his  back,  intently  giving  ear.  Meth ought, 
as  I  glanced  at  them  across  my  shoulder,  there  was  a 
whiteness,  other  than  moonlight,  on  their  cheeks ;  and 
the  rays  of  the  moon  reflected  with  a  sparkle  on  the  eyes 
of  some,  and  the  shadows  lying  black  under  the  brows 
of  others  (according  as  they  raised  or  bowed  the  head  to 
listen)  gave  to  the  group  a  strange  air  of  animation 
and  anxiety.  My  lord  was  to  the  front,  crouching  a 
little  forth,  his  hand  raised  as  for  silence  :  a  man  turned 
to  stone.  And  still  the  sounds  continued,  breathlessly 
renewed,  with  a  precipitate  rhythm. 

Suddenly  Mountain  spoke  in  a  loud,  broken  whisper, 
as  of  a  man  relieved.  "  I  have  it  now,"  he  said  ;  and, 
as  we  all  turned  to  hear  him,  "the  Indian  must  have 
known  the  cache,"  he  added.  "That  is  he — he  is  dig- 
ging out  the  treasure." 

"  Why,  to  be  sure  ! "  exclaimed  Sir  William.  "  We 
were  geese  not  to  have  supposed  so  much." 

" The  only  thing  is,"  Mountain  resumed,  "the  sound 
is  very  close  to  our  old  camp.  And,  again,  I  do  not  see 
how  he  is  there  before  us,  unless  the  man  had  wings  ! " 

"  Greed  and  fear  are  wings,"  remarked  Sir  William. 
"But  this  rogue  has  given  us  an  alert,  and  I  have  a 
notion  to  return  the  compliment.  What  say  you,  gentle- 
men, shall  we  have  a  moonlight  hunt  ?  " 

It  was  so  agreed  ;  dispositions  were  made  to  surround 
Secundra  at  his  task ;  some  of  Sir  William's  Indians 
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hastened  in  advance  ;  and  a  strong  guard  being  left  at 
our  headquarters,  we  set  forth  along  the  uneven  bottom 
of  the  forest ;  frost  crackling,  ice  sometimes  loudly  split- 
ting under  foot ;  and  overhead  the  blackness  of  pine- 
woods,  and  the  broken  brightness  of  the  moon.  Our 
way  led  down  into  a  hollow  of  the  land ;  and  as  we 
descended,  the  sounds  diminished  and  had  almost  died 
away.  Upon  the  other  slope  it  was  more  open,  only 
dotted  with  a  few  pines,  and  several  vast  and  scattered 
rocks  that  made  inky  shadows  in  the  moonlight.  Here 
the  sounds  began  to  reach  us  more  distinctly  ;  we  could 
now  perceive  the  ring  of  iron,  and  more  exactly  estimate 
the  furious  degree  of  haste  with  which  the  digger  plied 
his  instrument.  As  we  neared  the  top  of  the  ascent,  a 
bird  or  two  winged  aloft  and  hovered  darkly  in  the 
moonlight ;  and  the  next  moment,  we  were  gazing 
through  a  fringe  of  trees  upon  a  singular  picture. 

A  narrow  plateau,  overlooked  by  the  white  mountains, 
and  encompassed  nearer  hand  by  woods,  lay  bare  to  the 
strong  radiance  of  the  moon.  Rough  goods,  such  as 
make  the  wealth  of  foresters,  were  sprinkled  here  and 
there  upon  the  ground  in  meaningless  disarray.  About 
the  midst,  a  tent  stood,  silvered  with  frost ;  the  door 
open,  gaping  on  the  black  interior.  At  the  one  end  of 
this  small  stage,  lay  what  seemed  the  tattered  remnants 
of  a  man.  Without  doubt  we  had  arrived  upon  the 
scene  of  Harris's  encampment ;  there  were  the  goods 
scattered  in  the  panic  of  flight ;  it  was  in  yon  tent  the 
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Master  breathed  his  last ;  and  the  frozen  carrion  that 
lay  before  us  was  the  body  of  the  drunken  shoemaker. 
It  was  always  moving  to  come  upon  the  theatre  of 
any  tragic  incident ;  to  come  upon  it  after  so  many 
days,  and  to  find  it  (in  the  seclusion  of  a  desert) 
still  unchanged,  must  have  impressed  the  mind  of  the 
most  careless.  And  yet  it  was  not  that  which  struck 
us  into  pillars  of  stone ;  but  the  sight  (which  yet  we 
had  been  half  expecting)  of  Secundra,  ankle  deep  in 
the  grave  of  his  late  master.  He  had  cast  the  main 
part  of  his  raiment  by,  yet  his  frail  arms  and  shoulders 
glistered  in  the  moonlight  with  a  copious  sweat ;  his 
face  was  contracted  with  anxiety  and  expectation  ;  his 
blows  resounded  on  the  grave,  as  thick  as  sobs  ;  and  be- 
hind him,  strangely  deformed  and  ink-black  upon  the 
frosty  ground,  the  creature's  shadow  repeated  and  paro- 
died his  swift  gesticulations.  Some  night  birds  arose 
from  the  boughs  upon  our  coming,  and  then  settled 
back;  but  Secundra,  absorbed  in  his  toil,  heard  or 
heeded  not  at  all. 

I  heard  Mountain  whisper  to  Sir  William  :  ' '  Good 
God,  it's  the  grave  !  He's  digging  him  up  ! "  It  was 
what  we  had  all  guessed,  and  yet  to  hear  it  put  in  lan- 
guage thrilled  me.  Sir  William  violently  started. 

"  You  damned  sacrilegious  hound ! "  he  cried. 
"  What's  this  ?  " 

Secundra  leaped  in  the  air,  a  little  breathless  cry 
escaped  him,  the  tool  flew  from  his  grasp,  and  he  stood 
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one  instant  staring  at  the  speaker.  The  next,  swift  as  an 
arrow,  he  sped  for  the  woods  upon  the  farther  side  ;  and 
the  next  again,  throwing  up  his  hands  with  a  violent 
gesture  of  resolution,  he  had  begun  already  to  retrace 
his  steps. 

"  Well,  then,  you  come,  you  help "  he  was  say- 
ing. But  by  now  my  lord  had  stepped  beside  Sir  Wil- 
liam ;  the  moon  shone  fair  upon  his  face,  and  the  words 
were  still  upon  Secundra's  lips,  when  he  beheld  and 
recognised  his  master's  enemy.  "Him!"  he  screamed, 
clasping  his  hands  and  shrinking  on  himself. 

"Come,  come,"  said  Sir  William,  "there  is  nona 
here  to  do  you  harm,  if  you  be  innocent ;  and  if  you  be 
guilty,  your  escape  is  quite  cut  off.  Speak,  what  do 
you  here  among  the  graves  of  the  dead  and  the  remains 
of  the  unburied  ? " 

"You  no  murderer?"  inquired  Secundra.  "You 
true  man  ?  You  see  me  safe  ?  " 

"  I  will  see  you  safe,  if  you  be  innocent,"  returned  Sir 
William.  "I  have  said  the  thing,  and  I  see  not  where- 
fore you  should  doubt  it. " 

"  There  all  murderers,"  cried  Secundra,  "  that  is 
why !  He  kill — murderer,"  pointing  to  Mountain ; 
"  there  two  hire-murderers," — pointing  to  my  lord  and 
myself — "all  gallows-murderers  !  Ah,  I  see  you  all  swing 
in  a  rope.  Now  I  go  save  the  sahib  ;  he  see  you  swing 
in  a  rope.  The  sahib,"  he  continued,  pointing  to  the 
grave,  "he  not  dead.  He  bury,  he  not  dead." 
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My  lord  uttered  a  little  noise,  moved  nearer  to  the 
grave,  and  stood  and  stared  in  it. 

"  Buried  and  not  dead  ? "  exclaimed  Sir  William. 
"  What  kind  of  rant  is  this  ?  " 

'•  See,  sahib  ! "  said  Secundra.  "  The  sahib  and  I 
alone  with  murderers;  try  all  way  to  escape,  no  way 
good.  Then  try  this  way  :  good  way  in  warm  climate, 
good  way  in  India ;  here  in  this  dam  cold  place,  who 
can  tell  ?  I  tell  you  pretty  good  hurry  :  you  help,  you 
light  a  fire,  help  rub." 

"What  is  the  creature  talking  of?"  cried  Sir  Wil- 
liam. "  My  head  goes  round." 

"I  tell  you  I  bury  him  alive,"  said  Secundra.  "I 
teach  him  swallow  his  tongue.  Now  dig  him  up 
pretty  good  hurry,  and  he  not  much  worse.  You  light 
a  fire." 

Sir  William  turned  to  the  nearest  of  his  men.  "  Light 
a  fire,"  said  he.  "  My  lot  seems  to  be  cast  with  the 
insane." 

"  You  good  man,"  returned  Secundra.  "Now  I  go 
dig  the  sahib  up." 

He  returned  as  he  spoke  to  the  grave,  and  resumed  his 
former  toil.  My  lord  stood  rooted,  and  I  at  my  lord's 
side  :  fearing  I  knew  not  what. 

The  frost  was  not  yet  very  deep,  and  presently  the 
Indian  threw  aside  his  tool  and  began  to  scoop  the  dirt 
by  handfuls.  Then  he  disengaged  a  corner  of  a  buffalo 
robe  :  and  then  I  saw  hair  catch  among  his  fingers  ;  yet 
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a  moment  more,  and  the  moon  shone  on  something 
white.  Awhile  Secundra  crouched  upon  his  knees, 
scraping  with  delicate  fingers  breathing  with  puffed 
lips ;  and  when  he  moved  aside  I  beheld  the  face  of  the 
Master  wholly  disengaged.  It  was  deadly  white,  the 
eyes  closed,  the  ears  and  nostrils  plugged,  the  cheeks 
fallen,  the  nose  sharp  as  if  in  death  ;  but  for  all  he  had 
lain  so  many  days  under  the  sod,  corruption  had  not 
approached  him  and  (what  strangely  affected  all  of  us) 
his  lips  and  chin  were  mantled  with  a  swarthy  beard. 

"My  God!"  cried  Mountain,  "he  was  as  smooth  as  a 
baby  when  we  laid  him  there  ! " 

"  They  say  hair  grows  upon  the  dead,'*  observed  Sir 
William,  but  his  voice  was  thick  and  weak. 

Secundra  paid  no  heed  to  our  remarks,  digging  swift 
as  a  terrier,  in  the  loose  earth  ;  every  moment,  the  form 
of  the  Master,  swathed  in  his  buffalo  robe,  grew  more 
distinct  in  the  bottom  of  that  shallow  trough  ;  the  moon 
shining  strong,  and  the  shadows  of  the  standers-by,  as 
they  drew  forward  and  back,  falling  and  flitting  over  his 
emergent  countenance.  The  sight  held  us  with  a  horror 
not  before  experienced,  I  dared  not  look  my  lord  in  the 
face,  but  for  as  long  as  it  lasted,  I  never  observed  him  to 
draw  breath  ;  and  a  little  in  the  background  one  of  the 
men  (I  know  not  whom)  burst  into  a  kind  of  sobbing. 

"Now,"  said  Secundra,  "  you  help  me  lift  him  out." 

Of  the  flight  of  time  I  have  no  idea ;  it  may  have 
been  three  hours,  and  it  may  have  been  five,  that  the 
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Indian  laboured  to  reanimate  his  master's  body.  One 
thing  only  I  know,  that  it  was  still  night,  and  the  moon 
was  not  yet  set,  although  it  had  sunk  low,  and  now 
barred  the  plateau  with  long  shadows,  when  Secundra 
uttered  a  small  cry  of  satisfaction  ;  and,  leaning  swiftly 
forth,  I  thought  I  could  myself  perceive  a  change  upon 
that  icy  countenance  of  the  unburied.  The  next  mo- 
ment I  beheld  his  eyelids  flutter ;  the  next  they  rose 
entirely,  and  the  week-old  corpse  looked  me  for  a  mo- 
ment in  the  face. 

So  much  display  of  life  I  can  myself  swear  to.  1 
have  heard  from  others  that  he  visibly  strove  to  speak, 
that  his  teeth  showed  in  his  beard,  and  that  his  brow 
was  contorted  as  with  an  agony  of  pain  and  effort. 
And  this  may  have  been ;  I  know  not,  I  was  otherwise 
engaged.  For,  at  that  first  disclosure  of  the  dead  man's 
eyes,  my  Lord  Durrisdeer  fell  to  the  ground,  and  when 
I  raised  him  up,  he  was  a  corpse. 


Day  came,  and  still  Secundra  could  not  be  persuaded 
to  desist  from  his  unavailing  efforts.  Sir  William, 
leaving  a  small  party  under  my  command,  proceeded  on 
his  embassy  with  the  first  light ;  and  still  the  Indian 
rubbed  the  limbs  and  breathed  in  the  mouth  of  the 
dead  body.  You  would  think  such  labours  might  have 
vitalised  a  stone ;  but,  except  for  that  one  moment 
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(which  was  my  lord's  death),  the  black  spirit  of  the 
Master  held  aloof  from  its  discarded  clay ;  and  by  about 
the  hour  of  noon,  even  the  faithful  servant  was  at 
length  convinced.  He  took  it  with  unshaken  quietude. 

"Too  cold,"  said  he,  "good  way  in  India,  no  good 
here."  And,  asking  for  some  food,  which  he  raven- 
ously devoured  as  soon  as  it  was  set  before  him,  he  drew 
near  to  the  fire  and  took  his  place  at  my  elbow.  In  the 
same  spot,  as  soon  as  he  had  eaten,  he  stretched  himself 
out,  and  fell  into  a  childlike  slumber,  from  which  I 
must  arouse  him,  some  hours  afterward,  to  take  his 
part  as  one  of  the  mourners  at  the  double  funeral.  It 
was  the  same  throughout ;  he  seemed  to  have  outlived 
at  once  and  with  the  same  effort,  his  grief  for  his  master 
and  his  terror  of  myself  and  Mountain. 

One  of  the  men  left  with  me  was  skilled  in  stone- 
cutting  j  and  before  Sir  William  returned  to  pick  us  up, 
I  had  chiselled  on  a  boulder  this  inscription,  with  a 
copy  of  which  I  may  fitly  bring  my  narrative  to  a  close  ; 


J.  D., 

HEIR  TO  A  SCOTTISH  TITLB, 
A  MASTER  OF  THE  ARTS   AND  GRACES, 
ADMIRED  IN    EUROPE,  ASIA,   AMERICA, 

IN  WAR  AND  PEACE, 

IN  THE  TENTS  OF  SAVAGE   HUNTERS  AND  THE 
CITADELS  OF  KINGS,  AFTER  SO  MUCH 
ACQUIRED,  ACCOMPLISHED,  AND 
ENDURED,  LIES  HERE  FOR- 
GOTTEN. 


H.  D., 

HIS  BROTHER, 
AFTER  A  LIFE  OF  UNMERITED  DISTRESS* 

BRAVELY  SUPPORTED, 

DIED  ALMOST   IN  THE  SAME  HOUR, 

AND   SLEEPS  IN  THE  SAME  GRAVE 

WITH  HIS  FRATERNAL  ENEMY. 


THE  PIETY  OF  HIS  WIFE  AND   ONE  OLD  SER- 
VANT RAISED  THIS    STONE 
TO  BOTH. 


WEIR   OF   HERMISTON 

AN    UNFINISHED    ROMANCE 


TO 

MY   WIFE 

I  saw  rain  falling  and  the  rainbow  drawn 
On  Lammermuir.     Hearkening  I  heard  again 
In  my  precipitous  city  beaten  bells 
Winnow  the  keen  sea  wind.     And  here  afar, 
Intent  on  my  own  race  and  place,  I  wrote. 

Take  thou  the  writing:  thine  it  is.     For  who 
Burnished  the  sword,  blew  on  the  drowsy  coal, 
Held  still  the  target  higher,  chary  of  praise 
And  prodigal  of  counsel — who  but  thou  ? 
So  now,  in  the  end,  if  this  the  least  be  good, 
If  any  deed  be  done,  if  any  fire 
Burn  in  the  imperfect  page,  the  praise  be  thine. 


INTRODUCTORY 

IN  the  wild  end  of  a  moorland  parish,  far  out  of 
the  sight  of  any  house,  there  stands  a  cairn  among  the 
heather,  and  a  little  by  east  of  it,  in  the  going  down 
of  the  braeside,  a  monument  with  some  verses  half  de- 
faced. It  was  here  that  Claverhouse  shot  with  his  own 
hand  the  Praying  Weaver  of  Balweary,  and  the  chisel 
of  Old  Mortality  has  clinked  on  that  lonely  gravestone. 
Public  and  domestic  history  have  thus  marked  with  a 
bloody  finger  this  hollow  among  the  hills;  and  since  the 
Cameronian  gave  his  life  there,  two  hundred  years  ago, 
in  a  glorious  folly,  and  without  comprehension  or  regret, 
the  silence  of  the  moss  has  been  broken  once  again  by 
the  report  of  firearms  and  the  cry  of  the  dying. 

The  Deil's  Hags  was  the  old  name.  But  the  place  is 
now  called  Francie's  Cairn.  For  a  while  it  was  told 
that  Francie  walked.  Aggie  Hogg  met  him  in  the 
gloaming  by  the  cairnside,  and  he  spoke  to  her,  with 
chattering  teeth,  so  that  his  words  were  lost.  He  pur- 
sued Rob  Todd  (if  anyone  could  have  believed  Robbie) 
for  the  space  of  half  a  mile  with  pitiful  entreaties. 
But  the  age  is  one  of  incredulity;  these  superstitious 
decorations  speedily  fell  off;  and  the  facts  of  the  story 
itself,  like  the  bones  of  a  giant  buried  there  and  half 
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dug  up,  survived,  naked  and  imperfect,  in  the  memory 
of  the  scattered  neighbours.  To  this  day,  of  winter 
nights,  when  the  sleet  is  on  the  window  and  the  cattle 
are  quiet  in  the  byre,  there  will  be  told  again,  amid 
the  silence  of  the  young  and  the  additions  and  correc- 
tions of  the  old,  the  tale  of  the  Justice-Clerk  and  of  his 
son,  young  Hermiston,  that  vanished  from  men's  knowl- 
edge; of  the  two  Kirsties  and  the  Four  Black  Brothers 
of  the  Cauldstaneslap;  and  of  Frank  Innes,  "the  young 
fool  advocate,"  that  came  into  these  moorland  parts 
to  find  his  destiny. 


WEIR   OF    HERMISTON1 

CHAPTER   I 

LIFE  AND   DEATH   OF  MRS.  WEIR 

THE  Lord  Justice-Clerk  was  a  stranger  in  that  part 
of  the  country;  but  his  lady  wife  was  known  there  from 
a  child,  as  her  race  had  been  before  her.  The  old  "rid- 
ing Rutherfords  of  Hermiston, "  of  whom  she  was  the 
last  descendant,  had  been  famous  men  of  yore,  ill  neigh- 
bours, ill  subjects,  and  ill  husbands  to  their  wives 
though  not  their  properties.  Tales  of  them  were  rife 
for  twenty  miles  about;  and  their  name  was  even  printed 
in  the  page  of  our  Scots  histories,  not  always  to  their 
credit.  One  bit  the  dust  at  Flodden;  one  was  hanged 
at  his  peel  door  by  James  the  Fifth;  another  fell  dead 
in  a  carouse  with  Tom  Dalyell;  while  a  fourth  (and 
that  was  Jean's  own  father)  died  presiding  at  a  Hell- 
Fire  Club,  of  which  he  was  the  founder.  There  were 
many  heads  shaken  in  Crossmichael  at  that  judgment; 
the  more  so  as  the  man  had  a  villainous  reputation 
among  high  and  low,  and  both  with  the  godly  and  the 
worldly.  At  that  very  hour  of  his  demise,  he  had  ten 
going  pleas  before  the  session,  eight  of  them  oppressive. 

1  Copyright,  18%,  by  Stone  &  Kimball. 
Copyright,  1896,  by  Charles  Scribner's  Sons. 
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And  the  same  doom  extended  even  to  his  agents;  his 
grieve,  that  had  been  his  right  hand  in  many  a  left- 
hand  business,  being  cast  from  his  horse  one  night  and 
drowned  in  a  peat-hag  on  the  Kye  skairs;  and  his  very 
doer  (although  lawyers  have  long  spoons)  surviving 
him  not  long,  and  dying  on  a  sudden  in  a  bloody  flux. 

In  all  these  generations,  while  a  male  Rutherford  was 
in  the  saddle  with  his  lads,  or  brawling  in  a  change- 
house,  there  would  be  always  a  white-faced  wife  im- 
mured at  home  in  the  old  peel  or  the  latter  mansion- 
house.  It  seemed  this  succession  of  martyrs  bided  long, 
but  took  their  vengeance  in  the  end,  and  that  was  in 
the  person  of  the  last  descendant,  Jean.  She  bore  the 
name  of  the  Rutherfords,  but  she  was  the  daughter  of 
their  trembling  wives.  At  the  first  she  was  not  wholly 
without  charm.  Neighbours  recalled  in  her,  as  a  child, 
a  strain  of  elfin  wilfulness,  gentle  little  mutinies,  sad 
little  gaieties,  even  a  morning  gleam  of  beauty  that 
was  not  to  be  fulfilled.  She  withered  in  the  growing, 
and  (whether  it  was  the  sins  of  her  sires  or  the  sorrows 
of  her  mothers)  came  to  her  maturity  depressed,  and, 
as  it  were,  defaced;  no  blood  of  life  in  her,  no  grasp  or 
gaiety;  pious,  anxious,  tender,  tearful,  and  incompetent. 

It  was  a  wonder  to  many  that  she  had  married — 
seeming  so  wholly  of  the  stuff  that  makes  old  maids. 
Bat  chance  cast  her  in  the  path  of  Adam  Weir,  then 
the  new  Lord- Advocate,  a  recognised,  risen  man,  the 
conqueror  of  many  obstacles,  and  thus  late  in  the  day 
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beginning  to  think  upon  a  wife.  He  was  one  who  looked 
rather  to  obedience  than  beauty,  yet  it  would  seem  he 
was  struck  with  her  at  the  first  look.  "Wha's  she?" 
he  said,  turning  to  his  host;  and,  when  he  had  been 
told,  "Ay,"  says  he,  "she  looks  menseful.  She  minds 
me —  ";  and  then,  after  a  pause  (which  some  have 
been  daring  enough  to  set  down  to  sentimental  recollec- 
tions), "Is  she  releegious?"  he  asked,  and  was  shortly 
after,  at  his  own  request,  presented.  The  acquaintance, 
which  it  seems  profane  to  call  a  courtship,  was  pursued 
with  Mr.  Weir's  accustomed  industry,  and  was  long  a 
legend,  or  rather  a  source  of  legends,  in  the  Parliament 
House.  He  was  described  coming,  rosy  with  much 
port,  into  the  drawing-room,  walking  direct  up  to  the 
lady,  and  assailing  her  with  pleasantries,  to  which  the 
embarrassed  fair  one  responded,  in  what  seemed  a  kind 
of  agony,  "Eh,  Mr.  Weir!"  or  "0,  Mr.  Weir!"  or 
"Keep  me,  Mr.  Weir!"  On  the  very  eve  of  their  en- 
gagement it  was  related  that  one  had  drawn  near  to 
the  tender  couple,  and  had  overheard  the  lady  cry  out, 
with  the  tones  of  one  who  talked  for  the  sake  of  talking, 
"Keep  me,  Mr.  Weir,  and  what  became  of  him?"  and 
the  profound  accents  of  the  suitor's  reply,  "Haangit, 
mem,  haangit."  The  motives  upon  either  side  were 
much  debated.  Mr.  Weir  must  have  supposed  his  bride 
to  be  somehow  suitable;  perhaps  he  belonged  to  that 
class  of  men  who  think  a  weak  head  the  ornament  of 
women — an  opinion  invariably  punished  in  this  life. 
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Her  descent  and  her  estate  were  beyond  question.  Her 
wayfaring  ancestors  and  her  litigious  father  had  done 
well  by  Jean.  There  was  ready  money  and  there  were 
broad  acres,  ready  to  fall  wholly  to  the  husband,  to  lend 
dignity  to  his  descendants,  and  to  himself  a  title,  when 
he  should  be  called  upon  the  Bench.  On  the  side  of 
Jean  there  was  perhaps  some  fascination  of  curiosity  as 
to  this  unknown  male  animal  that  approached  her  with 
the  roughness  of  a  ploughman  and  the  aplomb  of  an  ad- 
vocate. Being  so  trenchantly  opposed  to  all  she  knew, 
loved  or  understood,  he  may  well  have  seemed  to  her 
the  extreme,  if  scarcely  the  tideal,  of  his  sex.  And 
besides,  he  was  an  ill  man  to  refuse.  A  little  over 
forty  at  the  period  of  his  marriage,  he  looked  already 
older,  and  to  the  force  of  manhood  added  the  senatorial 
dignity  of  years;  it  was,  perhaps,  with  an  unreverend 
awe,  but  he  was  awful.  The  Bench,  the  Bar,  and  the 
most  experienced  and  reluctant  witness,  bowed  to  his 
authority — and  why  not  Jeannie  Rutherford? 

The  heresy  about  foolish  women  is  always  punished, 
I  have  said,  and  Lord  Hermiston  began  to  pay  the 
penalty  at  once.  His  house  in  George  Square  was 
wretchedly  ill-guided;  nothing  answerable  to  the  ex- 
pense of  maintenance  but  the  cellar,  which  was  his  own 
private  care.  When  things  went  wrong  at  dinner,  as 
they  continually  did,  my  lord  would  look  up  the  table 
at  his  wife:  "I  think  these  broth  would  be  better  to 
swim  in  than  to  sup."  Or  else  to  the  butler:  "Here, 
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M'Killop,  awa'  wi'  this  Raadical  gigot — tak'  it  to  the 
French,  man,  and  bring  me  some  puddocks!  It  seems 
rather  a  sore  kind  of  a  business  that  I  should  be  all  day 
in  Court  haanging  Raadicals,  and  get  nawthing  to  my 
denner. ' '  Of  course  this  was  but  a  manner  of  speaking, 
and  he  had  never  hanged  a  man  for  being  a  Radical  in 
his  life;  the  law,  of  which  he  was  the  faithful  minister, 
directing  otherwise.  And  of  course  these  growls  were 
in  the  nature  of  pleasantry,  but  it  was  of  a  recondite 
sort;  and  uttered  as  they  were  in  his  resounding  voice, 
and  commented  on  by  that  expression  which  they  called 
in  the  Parliament  House  "Hermiston's  hanging  face" 
— they  struck  mere  dismay  into  the  wife.  She  sat  be- 
fore him  speechless  and  fluttering;  at  each  dish,  as  at 
a  fresh  ordeal,  her  eye  hovered  toward  my  lord's  coun- 
tenance and  fell  again;  if  he  but  ate  in  silence,  unspeak- 
able relief  was  her  portion;  if  there  were  complaint, 
the  world  was  darkened.  She  would  seek  out  the  cook, 
who  was  always  her  sister  in  the  Lord.  "0,  my  dear, 
this  is  the  most  dreidful  thing  that  my  lord  can  never 
be  contented  in  his  own  house!"  she  would  begin;  and 
weep  and  pray  with  the  cook;  and  then  the  cook  would 
pray  with  Mrs.  Weir;  and  the  next  day's  meal  would 
never  be  a  penny  the  better — and  the  next  cook  (when 
she  came)  would  be  worse,  if  anything,  but  just  as 
pious.  It  was  often  wondered  that  Lord  Hermiston 
bore  it  as  he  did ;  indeed  he  was  a  stoical  old  voluptuary, 
contented  with  sound  wine  and  plenty  of  it.  But  there 
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were  moments  when  he  overflowed.  Perhaps  half  a 
dozen  times  in  the  history  of  his  married  life — "Here! 
tak'  itawa',  and  bring  me  apiece  bread  and  kebbuck!" 
he  had  exclaimed,  with  an  appalling  explosion  of  his 
voice  and  rare  gestures.  None  thought  to  dispute  or 
to  make  excuses;  the  service  was  arrested;  Mrs.  Weir 
sat  at  the  head  of  the  table  whimpering  without  dis- 
guise; and  his  lordship  opposite  munched  his  bread 
and  cheese  in  ostentatious  disregard.  Once  only,  Mrs. 
Weir  had  ventured  to  appeal.  He  was  passing  her 
chair  on  his  way  into  the  study. 

"0,  Edom!"  she  wailed,  in  a  voice  tragic  with  tears, 
and  reaching  out  to  him  both  hands,  in  one  of  which 
she  held  a  sopping  pocket-handkerchief. 

He  paused  and  looked  upon  her  with  a  face  of  wrath, 
into  which  there  stole,  as  he  looked,  a  twinkle  of 
humour. 

"Noansense!"  he  said.  "You  and  your  noansense! 
What  do  I  want  with  a  Christian  faim'ly?  I  want 
Christian  broth!  Get  me  a  lass  that  can  plain  boil  a 
potato,  if  she  was  a  whiire  off  the  streets. ' '  And  with 
these  words,  which  echoed  in  her  tender  ears  like  blas- 
phemy, he  had  passed  on  to  his  study  and  shut  the 
door  behind  him. 

Such  was  the  housewifery  in  George  Square.  It  was 
better  at  Hermiston,  where  Kirstie  Elliott,  the  sister  of 
a  neighbouring  bonnet-laird,  and  an  eighteenth  cousin 
of  the  lady's,  bore  the  charge  of  all,  and  kept  a  trim 
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house  and  a  good  country  table.  Kirstie  was  a  woman 
in  a  thousand,  clean,  capable,  notable;  once  a  moorland 
Helen,  and  still  comely  as  a  blood  horse  and  healthy  as 
the  hill  wind.  High  in  flesh  and  voice  and  colour,  she 
ran  the  house  with  her  whole  intemperate  soul,  in  a 
bustle,  not  without  buffets.  Scarce  more  pious  than 
decency  in  those  days  required,  she  was  the  cause  of 
many  an  anxious  thought  and  many  a  tearful  prayer  to 
Mrs.  Weir.  Housekeeper  and  mistress  renewed  the 
parts  of  Martha  and  Mary;  and  though  with  a  pricking 
conscience,  Mary  reposed  on  Martha's  strength  as  on  a 
rock.  Even  Lord  Hermiston  held  Kirstie  in  a  particu- 
lar regard.  There  were  few  with  whom  he  unbent  so 
gladly,  few  whom  he  favoured  with  so  many  pleasant- 
ries. "Kirstie  and  me  maun  have  our  joke, "  he  would 
declare,  in  high  goodhumour,  as  he  buttered  Kirstie's 
scones  and  she  waited  at  table.  A  man  who  had  no 
need  either  of  love  or  of  popularity,  a  keen  reader  of 
men  and  of  events,  there  was  perhaps  only  one  truth 
for  which  he  was  quite  unprepared :  he  would  have  been 
quite  unprepared  to  learn  that  Kirstie  hated  him.  He 
thought  maid  and  master  were  well  matched;  hard, 
handy,  healthy,  broad  Scots  folk,  without  a  hair  of  non- 
sense to  the  pair  of  them.  And  the  fact  was  that  she 
made  a  goddess  and  an  only  child  of  the  effete  and  tear- 
ful lady;  and  even  as  she  waited  at  table  her  hands 
would  sometimes  itch  for  my  lord's  ears. 

Thus,  at  least,  when  the  family  were  at  Hermiston, 
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not  only  my  lord,  but  Mrs.  Weir  too,  enjoyed  a  holiday. 
Free  from  the  dreadful  looking-for  of  the  miscarried 
dinner,  she  would  mind  her  seam,  read  her  piety  books, 
and  take  her  walk  (which  was  my  lord's  orders),  some- 
times by  herself,  sometimes  with  Archie,  the  only  child 
•of  that  scarce  natural  union.  The  child  was  her  next 
bond  to  life.  Her  frosted  sentiment  bloomed  again, 
she  breathed  deep  of  life,  she  let  loose  her  heart,  in 
that  society.  The  miracle  of  her  motherhood  was  ever 
new  to  her.  The  sight  of  the  little  man  at  her  skirt 
intoxicated  her  with  the  sense  of  power,  and  froze  her 
with  the  consciousness  of  her  responsibility.  She  looked 
forward,  and,  seeing  him  in  fancy  grow  up  and  play  his 
diverse  part  on  the  world's  theatre,  caught  in  her  breath 
and  lifted  up  her  courage  with  a  lively  effort.  It  was 
only  with  the  child  that  she  forgot  herself  and  was  at 
moments  natural;  yet  it  was  only  with  the  child  that 
she  had  conceived  and  managed  to  pursue  a  scheme  of 
conduct.  Archie  was  to  be  a  great  man  and  a  good;  a 
minister  if  possible,  a  saint  for  certain.  She  tried  to 
engage  his  mind  upon  her  favourite  books,  Rutherford's 
"Letters,"  Scougal's  "Grace  Abounding,"  and  the 
like.  It  was  a  common  practice  of  hers  (and  strange 
to  remember  now)  that  she  would  carry  the  child  to 
the  Deil's  Hags,  sit  with  him  on  the  Praying  Weaver's 
stone  and  talk  of  the  Covenanters  till  their  tears  ran 
down.  Her  view  of  history  was  wholly  artless,  a  design 
in  snow  and  ink;  upon  the  one  side,  tender  innocents 
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with  psalms  upon  their  lips;  upon  the  other,  the  per- 
secutors, booted,  bloody-minded,  flushed  with  wine;  a 
suffering  Christ,  a  raging  Beelzebub.  Persecutor  was 
a  word  that  knocked  upon  the  woman's  heart;  it  was 
her  highest  thought  of  wickedness,  and  the  mark  of  it 
was  on  her  house.  Her  great-great-grandfather  had 
drawn  the  sword  against  the  Lord's  anointed  on  the 
field  of  Rullion  Green,  and  breathed  his  last  (tradition 
said)  in  the  arms  of  the  detestable  Dalyell.  Nor  could 
she  blind  herself  to  this,  that  had  they  lived  in  these 
old  days,  Hermiston  himself  would  have  been  numbered 
alongside  of  Bloody  MacKenzie  and  the  politic  Lauder- 
dale  and  Rothes,  in  the  band  of  God's  immediate  ene- 
mies. The  sense  of  this  moved  her  to  the  more  fervour; 
she  had  a  voice  for  that  name  of  persecutor  that  thrilled 
in  the  child's  marrow;  and  when  one  day  the  mob  hooted 
and  hissed  them  all  in  my  lord's  travelling  carriage, 
and  cried,  "Down  with  the  persecutor!  down  with 
Hanging  Hermiston!"  and  mamma  covered  her  eyes 
and  wept,  and  papa  let  down  the  glass  and  looked  out 
upon  the  rabble  with  his  droll  formidable  face,  bitter 
and  smiling,  as  they  said  he  sometimes  looked  when  he 
gave  sentence,  Archie  was  for  the  moment  too  much 
amazed  to  be  alarmed,  but  he  had  scarce  got  his  mother 
by  herself  before  his  shrill  voice  was  raised  demanding 
an  explanation;  why  had  they  called  a  papa  a  persecutor? 
"Keep  me,  my  precious!"  she  exclaimed.  "Keep  me, 
my  dear!  this  is  poleetical.  Ye  must  never  ask  me  any- 
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thing  poleetical,  Erchie.  Your  faither  is  a  great  man, 
my  dear,  and  it's  no  for  me  or  you  to  be  judging  him. 
It  would  be  telling  us  all  if  we  behaved  ourselves  in  our 
several  stations  the  way  your  faither  does  in  his  high 
office;  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of  any  such  disrespect- 
ful and  undutiful  questions!  No  that  you  meant  to 
be  undutiful,  my  lamb;  your  mother  kens  that — she 
kens  it  well,  dearie!"  and  so  slid  off  to  a  safer  topics, 
and  left  on  the  mind  of  the  child  an  obscure  but  in- 
eradicable sense  of  something  wrong. 

Mrs  Weir's  philosophy  of  life  was  summed  in  one 
expression — tenderness.  In  her  view  of  the  universe, 
which  was  all  lighted  up  with  a  glow  out  of  the  doors 
of  hell,  good  people  must  walk  there  in  a  kind  of  ecstasy 
of  tenderness.  The  beasts  and  plants  had  no  souls;  they 
were  here  but  for  a  day,  and  let  their  day  pass  gently! 
And  as  for  the  immortal  men,  on  what  black,  downward 
path  were  many  of  them  wending,  and  to  what  a  horror 
of  an  immortality!  "Are  not  two  sparrows,"  "Who- 
soever shall  smite  thee,"  "God  sendeth  His  rain," 
"Judge  not  that  ye  be  not  judged" — these  texts  made 
her  body  of  divinity;  she  put  them  on  in  the  morning 
with  her  clothes  and  lay  down  to  sleep  with  them  at 
night;  they  haunted  her  like  a  favourite  air,  they  clung 
about  her  like  a  favourite  perfume.  Their  minister 
was  a  marrowy  expounder  of  the  law,  and  my  lord  sat 
under  him  with  relish;  but  Mrs  Weir  respected  him 
from  far  off;  heard  him  (like  the  cannon  of  a  belea- 
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guered  city)  usefully  booming  outside  on  the  dogmatic 
ramparts;  and  meanwhile,  within  and  out  of  shot, 
dwelt  in  her  private  garden  which  she  watered  with 
grateful  tears.  It  seems  strange  to  say  of  this  colour- 
less and  ineffectual  woman,  but  she  was  a  true  enthu- 
siast, and  might  have  made  the  sunshine  and  the  glory 
of  a  cloister.  Perhaps  none  but  Archie  knew  she  could 
be  eloquent;  perhaps  none  but  he  had  seen  her — her 
colour  raised,  her  hands  clasped  or  quivering — glow 
with  gentle  ardour.  There  is  a  corner  of  the  policy 
of  Hermiston,  where  you  come  suddenly  in  view  of  the 
summit  of  Black  Fell,  sometimes  like  the  mere  grass 
top  of  a  hill,  sometimes  (and  this  is  her  own  expres- 
sion) like  a  precious  jewel  in  the  heavens.  On  such 
days,  upon  the  sudden  view  of  it,  her  hand  would 
tighten  on  the  child's  fingers,  her  voice  rise  like  a 
song.  "I  to  the  hills!"  she  would  repeat.  "And  0, 
Erchie,  are  nae  these  like  the  hills  of  Naphtali?"  and 
her  easy  tears  would  flow. 

Upon  an  impressionable  child  the  effect  of  this  con- 
tinual and  pretty  accompaniment  to  life  was  deep.  The 
woman's  quietism  and  piety  passed  on  to  his  different 
nature  undiminished;  but  whereas  in  her  it  was  a  native 
sentiment,  in  him  it  was  only  an  implanted  dogma. 
Nature  and  the  child's  pugnacity  at  times  revolted.  A 
cad  from  the  Potterrow  once  struck  him  in  the  mouth; 
he  struck  back,  the  pair  fought  it  out  in  the  back  stable 
lane  towards  the  Meadows,  and  Archie  returned  with  a 
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considerable  decline  in  the  number  of  his  front  teeth, 
and  unregenerately  boasting  of  the  losses  of  the  foe. 
It  was  a  sore  day  for  Mrs.  Weir;  she  wept  and  prayed 
over  the  infant  backslider  until  my  lord  was  due  from 
court,  and  she  must  resume  that  air  of  tremulous  com- 
posure with  which  she  always  greeted  him.  The  judge 
was  that  day  in  an  observant  mood,  and  remarked  upon 
the  absent  teeth. 

"I  am  afraid  Erchie  will  have  been  fechting  with 
some  of  they  blagyard  lads,"  said  Mrs.  Weir. 

My  lord's  voice  rang  out  as  it  did  seldom  in  the  pri- 
vacy of  his  own  house.  "I'll  have  nonn  of  that,  sir!" 
he  cried.  "Do  you  hear  me? — nonn  of  that!  No  son 
of  mine  shall  be  speldering  in  the  glaur  with  any  dirty 
raibble." 

The  anxious  mother  was  grateful  for  so  much  support; 
she  had  even  feared  the  contrary.  And  that  night  when 
she  put  the  child  to  bed — "Now,  my  dear,  ye  see!"  she 
said,  "I  told  you  what  your  faither  would  think  of  it, 
if  he  heard  ye  had  fallen  into  this  dreidful  sin;  and  let 
you  and  me  pray  to  God  that  ye  may  be  keepit  from 
the  like  temptation  or  stren'thened  to  resist  it!" 

The  womanly  falsity  of  this  was  thrown  away.  Ice 
and  iron  cannot  be  welded;  and  the  points  of  view  of 
the  Justice-Clerk  and  Mrs.  Weir  were  not  less  unassim- 
ilable.  The  character  and  position  of  his  father  had 
long  been  a  stumbling-block  to  Archie,  and  with  every 
year  of  his  age  the  difficulty  grew  more  instant.  The 
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man  was  mostly  silent;  when  he  spoke  at  all,  it  was  to 
speak  of  the  things  of  the  world,  always  in  a  world- 
ly spirit,  often  in  language  that  the  child  had  been 
schooled  to  think  coarse,  and  sometimes  with  words 
that  he  knew  to  be  sins  in  themselves.  Tenderness  was 
the  first  duty,  and  my  lord  was  invariably  harsh.  God 
was  love;  the  name  of  my  lord  (to  all  who  knew  him) 
was  fear.  In  the  world,  as  schematised  for  Archie  by 
his  mother,  the  place  was  marked  for  such  a  creature. 
There  were  some  whom  it  was  good  to  pity  and  well 
(though  very  likely  useless)  to  pray  for;  they  were 
named  reprobates,  goats,  God's  enemies,  brands  for  the 
burning;  and  Archie  tallied  every  mark  of  identifica- 
tion, and  drew  the  inevitable  private  inference  that 
the  Lord  Justice-Clerk  was  the  chief  of  sinners. 

The  mother's  honesty  was  scarce  complete.  There 
was  one  influence  she  feared  for  the  child  and  sti'll 
secretly  combated;  that  was  my  lord's;  and  half  un- 
consciously, half  in  a  wilful  blindness,  she  continued  to 
undermine  her  husband  with  his  son.  As  long  as  Archie 
remained  silent,  she  did  so  ruthlessly,  with  a  single 
eye  to  heaven  and  the  child's  salvation;  but  the  day 
came  when  Archie  spoke.  It  was  1801,  and  Archie  was 
seven,  and  beyond  his  years  for  curiosity  and  logic, 
when  he  brought  the  case  up  openly.  If  judging  were 
sinful  and  forbidden,  how  came  papa  to  be  a  judge?  to 
have  that  sin  for  a  trade?  to  bear  the  name  of  it  for  a 
distinction? 
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"I  can't  see  it,"  said  the  little  Rabbi,  and  wagged 
his  head. 

Mrs.  Weir  abounded  in  commonplace  replies. 

"No,  I  cannae  see  it,"  reiterated  Archie.  "And  I'll 
tell  you  what,  mamma,  I  don't  think  you  and  me's 
justifeed  in  staying  with  him." 

The  woman  awoke  to  remorse ;  she  saw  herself  disloyal 
to  her  man,  her  sovereign  and  bread-winner,  in  whom 
(with  what  she  had  of  worldliness)  she  took  a  certain 
subdued  pride.  She  expatiated  in  reply  on  my  lord's 
honour  and  greatness;  his  useful  services  in  this  world 
of  sorrow  and  wrong,  and  the  place  in  which  he  stood, 
far  above  where  babes  and  innocents  could  hope  to  see 
or  criticise.  But  she  had  builded  too  well — Archie  had 
his  answers  pat:  Were  not  babes  and  innocents  the  type 
of  the  kingdom  of  heaven?  Were  not  honour  and  great- 
ness the  badges  of  the  world?  And  at  any  rate,  how 
about  the  mob  that  had  once  seethed  about  the  carriage? 

"It's  all  very  fine,"  he  concluded,  "but  in  my  opin- 
ion, papa  has  no  right  to  be  it.  And  it  seems  that's 
not  the  worst  yet  of  it.  It  seems  he's  called  'the  Hang- 
ing Judge' — it  seems  he's  crooool.  I'll  tell  you  what 
it  is,  mamma,  there's  a  tex'  borne  in  upon  me:  It 
were  better  for  that  man  if  a  milestone  were  bound 
upon  his  back  and  him  flung  into  the  deepestmost 
pairts  of  the  sea." 

"0,  my  lamb,  ye  must  never  say  the  like  of  that!" 
she  cried.  "Ye're  to  honour  faither  and  mother,  dear, 
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that  your  days  may  be  long  in  the  land.  It's  Atheists 
that  cry  out  against  him — French  Atheists,  Erchie! 
Ye  would  never  surely  even  yourself  down  to  be  saying 
the  same  thing  as  French  Atheists?  It  would  break 
my  heart  to  think  that  of  you.  And  0,  Erchie,  here 
are'na  you  setting  up  to  judge?  And  have  ye  no  for- 
got God's  plain  command — the  First  with  Promise, 
dear?  Mind  you  upon  the  beam  and  the  mote!" 

Having  thus  carried  the  war  into  the  enemy's  camp, 
the  terrified  lady  breathed  again.  And  no  doubt  it  is 
easy  thus  to  circumvent  a  child  with  catchwords,  but 
it  may  be  questioned  how  far  it  is  effectual.  An  in- 
stinct in  his  breast  detects  the  quibble,  and  a  voice 
condemns  it.  He  will  instantly  submit,  privately  hold 
the  same  opinion.  For  even  in  this  simple  and  antique 
relation  of  the  mother  and  the  child,  hypocrisies  are 
multiplied. 

When  the  Court  rose  that  year  and  the  family  re- 
turned to  Hermiston,  it  was  a  common  remark  in  all 
the  country  that  the  lady  was  sore  failed.  She  seemed 
to  loose  and  seize  again  her  touch  with  life,  now  sit- 
ting inert  in  a  sort  of  durable  bewilderment,  anon 
waking  to  feverish  and  weak  activity.  She  dawdled 
about  the  lasses  at  their  work,  looking  stupidly  on; 
she  fell  to  rummaging  in  old  cabinets  and  presses,  and 
desisted  when  half  through;  she  would  begin  remarks 
with  an  air  of  animation  and  drop  them  without  a 
struggle.  Her  common  appearance  was  of  one  who  has 
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forgotten  something  and  is  trying  to  remember;  and 
when  she  overhauled,  one  after  another,  the  worthless 
and  touching  mementoes  of  her  youth,  she  might  have 
been  seeking  the  clue  to  that  lost  thought.  During 
this  period  she  gave  many  gifts  to  the  neighbours  and 
house  lassies,  giving  them  with  a  manner  of  regret 
that  embarrassed  the  recipients. 

The  last  night  of  all  she  was  busy  on  some  female 
work,  and  toiled  upon  it  with  so  manifest  and  painful 
a  devotion  that  my  lord  (who  was  not  often  curious) 
inquired  as  to  its  nature. 

She  blushed  to  the  eyes.  "0,  Edom,  it's  for  you!" 
she  said.  "It's  slippers.  I — I  hae  never  made  ye  any. ' ' 

"Ye  daft  auld  wife!"  returned  his  lordship.  "A 
bonny  figure  I  would  be,  palmering  about  in  bauchles!" 

The  next  day,  at  the  hour  of  her  walk,  Kirstie  inter- 
fered. Kirstie  took  this  decay  of  her  mistress  very 
hard;  bore  her  a  grudge,  quarrelled  with  and  railed 
upon  her,  the  anxiety  of  a  genuine  love  wearing  the 
disguise  of  temper.  This  day  of  all  days  she  insisted 
disrespectfully,  with  rustic  fury,  that  Mrs.  Weir  should 
stay  at  home.  But,  "No,  no,"  she  said,  "it's  my  lord's 
orders,"  and  set  forth  as  usual.  Archie  was  visible  in 
the  acre  bog,  engaged  upon  some  childish  enterprise, 
the  instrument  of  which  was  mire;  and  she  stood  and 
looked  at  him  awhile  like  one  about  to  call ;  then  thought 
otherwise,  sighed,  and  shook  her  head,  and  proceeded 
on  her  rounds  alone.  The  house  lassies  were  at  the 
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burnside  washing,  and  saw  her  pass  with  her  loose, 
weary,  dowdy  gait. 

"She's  a  terrible  feckless  wife,  the  mistress!"  said 
the  one. 

"Tut,"  said  the  other,  "the  wumman's  seeck." 

"Weel,  I  canna  see  nae  differ  in  her,"  returned  the 
first.  "A  fiishionless  quean,  a  feckless  carline." 

The  poor  creature  thus  discussed  rambled  a  while  in 
the  grounds  without  a  purpose.  Tides  in  her  mind 
ebbed  and  flowed,  and  carried  her  to  and  fro  like  sea- 
weed. She  tried  a  path,  paused,  returned,  and  tried 
another;  questing,  forgetting  her  quest;  the  spirit  of 
choice  extinct  in  her  bosom,  or  devoid  of  sequency. 
On  a  sudden,  it  appeared  as  though  she  had  remem- 
bered, or  had  formed  a  resolution,  wheeled  about, 
returned  with  hurried  steps,  and  appeared  in  the  din- 
ing-room, where  Kirstie  was  at  the  cleaning,  like  one 
charged  with  an  important  errand. 

"Kirstie!"  she  began,  and  paused;  and  then  with 
conviction,  "Mr.  Weir  isna  speeritually  minded,  but 
he  has  been  a  good  man  to  me." 

It  was  perhaps  the  first  time  since  her  husband's 
elevation  that  she  had  forgotten  the  handle  to  his  name, 
of  which  the  tender,  inconsistent  woman  was  not  a  little 
proud.  And  when  Kirstie  looked  up  at  the  speaker's 
face,  she  was  aware  of  a  change. 

"Godsake,  what's  the  maitter  wi'  ye,  mem?"  cried 
the  housekeeper,  starting  from  the  rug. 
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"I  do  not  ken,"  answered  her  mistress,  shaking  her 
head.  "But  he  is  not  speeritually  minded,  my  dear." 

"Here,  sit  down  with  ye!  Godsake,  what  ails  the 
wife?"  cried  Kirstie,  and  helped  and  forced  her  into 
my  lord's  own  chair  by  the  cheek  of  the  hearth. 

"Keep  me,  what's  this?"  she  gasped.  "Kirstie, 
what's  this?  I'm  frich'ened." 

They  were  her  last  words. 

It  was  the  lowering  nightfall  when  my  lord  returned. 
He  had  the  sunset  in  his  back,  all  clouds  and  glory;  and 
before  him,  by  the  wayside,  spied  Kirstie  Elliott  wait- 
ing. She  was  dissolved  in  tears,  and  addressed  him  in 
the  high,  false  note  of  barbarous  mourning,  such  as  still 
lingers  modified  among  Scots  heather. 

"The  Lord  peety  ye,  Hermiston!  the  Lord  prepare 
ye!"  she  keened  out.  "Weary  upon  me,  that  I  should 
have  to  tell  it!" 

He  reined  in  his  horse  and  looked  upon  her  with  the 
hanging  face. 

"Has  the  French  landit?"  cried  he. 

"Man,  man,"  she  said,  "is  that  a'  ye  can  think  of? 
The  Lord  prepare  ye,  the  Lord  comfort  and  support 
ye!" 

"Is  onybody  deid?"  says  his  lordship.  "It's  no 
Erchie?" 

"Bethankit,  no!"  exclaimed  the  woman,  startled  into 
a  more  natural  tone.  "Na,  na,  it's  no  sae  bad  as  that. 
It's  the  mistress,  my  lord;  she  just  fair  flittit  before 


LIFE  AND   DEATH   OF  MRS.  WEIR  355 

my  e'en.  She  just  gi'ed  a  sab  and  was  by  with  it.  Eh, 
my  bonny  Miss  Jeannie,  that  I  mind  sae  weel!"  And 
forth  again  upon  that  pouring  tide  of  lamentation  in 
which  women  of  her  class  excel  and  overabound. 

Lord  Hermiston  sat  in  the  saddle  beholding  her. 
Then  he  seemed  to  recover  command  upon  himself. 

"Weel,  it's  something  of  the  suddenest, "  said  he. 
"But  she  was  was  a  dwaibly  body  from  the  first." 

And  he  rode  home  at  a  precipitate  amble  with  Kirstie 
at  his  horse's  heels. 

Dressed  as  she  was  for  her  last  walk,  they  had  laid 
the  dead  lady  on  her  bed.  She  was  never  interesting 
in  life;  in  death  she  was  not  impressive;  and  as  her 
husband  stood  before  her,  with  his  hands  crossed  be- 
hind his  powerful  back,  that  which  he  looked  upon  was 
the  very  image  of  the  insignificant. 

"Her  and  me  were  never  cut  out  for  one  another," 
he  remarked  at  last.  "It  was  a  daft-like  marriage." 

And  then,  with  a  most  unusual  gentleness  of  tone, 
"Puir  bitch,"  said  he,  "puir  bitch!"  Then  suddenly: 
"Where's  Erchie?" 

Kirstie  had  decoyed  him  to  her  room  and  given  him 
"a  jeely-piece." 

"Ye  have  some  kind  of  gumption,  too,"  observed  the 
Judge,  and  considered  his  housekeeper  grimly.  "When 
all's  said,"  he  added,  "I  micht  have  done  waur — I 
micht  have  been  marriet  upon  a  skirling  Jezebel  like 
you!" 
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"There's  naebody  thinking  of  you,  Hermiston ! '  'cried 
the  offended  woman  "We  think  of  her  that's  out  of 
her  sorrows.  And  could  she  have  done  waur?  Tell  me 
that,  Hermiston — tell  me  that  before  her  clay-cauld 
corp!" 

"Weel,  there's  some  of  them  gey  an'  ill  to  please," 
observed  his  lordship. 


CHAPTER   II 

FATHER  AND   SON 

MY  Lord  Justice-Clerk  was  known  to  many;  the  man 
Adam  Weir  perhaps  to  none.  He  had  nothing  to  explain 
or  to  conceal;  he  sufficed  wholly  and  silently  to  himself; 
and  that  part  of  our  nature  which  goes  out  (too  often 
with  false  coin)  to  acquire  glory  or  love,  seemed  in  him 
to  be  omitted.  He  did  not  try  to  be  loved,  he  did  not 
care  to  be;  it  is  probable  the  very  thought  of  it  was 
a  stranger  to  his  mind.  He  was  an  admired  lawyer,  a 
highly  unpopular  judge;  and  he  looked  down  upon  those 
who  were  his  inferiors  in  either  distinction,  who  were 
lawyers  of  less  grasp  or  judges  not  so  much  detested. 
In  all  the  rest  of  his  days  and  doings,  not  one  trace  of 
vanity  appeared;  and  he  went  on  through  life  with  a 
mechanical  movement,  as  of  the  unconscious,  that  was 
almost  august. 

He  saw  little  of  his  son.  In  the  childish  maladies 
with  which  the  boy  was  troubled,  he  would  make  daily 
inquiries  and  daily  pay  him  a  visit,  entering  the  sick- 
room with  a  facetious  and  appalling  countenance,  let- 
ting off  a  few  perfunctory  jests,  and  going  again  swiftly, 
to  the  patient's  relief.  Once,  a  court  holiday  falling 
opportunely,  my  lord  had  his  carriage,  and  drove  the 
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child  himself  to  Hermiston,  the  customary  place  of  con- 
valescence. It  is  conceivable  he  had  been  more  than 
usually  anxious,  for  that  journey  always  remained  in 
Archie's  memory  as  a  thing-  apart,  his  father  having 
related  to  him  from  beginning  to  end,  and  with  much 
detail,  three  authentic  murder  cases.  Archie  went  the 
usual  round  of  other  Edinburgh  boys,  the  high  school 
and  the  college;  and  Hermiston  looked  on,  or  rather 
looked  away,  with  scarce  an  affectation  of  interest  in 
his  progress.  Daily,  indeed,  upon  a  signal  after  dinner, 
he  was  brought  in,  given  nuts  and  a  glass  of  port, 
regarded  sardonically,  sarcastically  questioned.  "Well, 
sir,  and  what  have  you  donn  with  your  book  to-day?" 
my  lord  might  begin,  and  set  him  posers  in  law  Latin. 
To  a  child  just  stumbling  into  Corderius,  Papinian  and 
Paul  proved  quite  invincible.  But  papa  had  memory 
of  no  other.  He  was  not  harsh  to  the  little  scholar, 
having  a  vast  fund  of  patience  learned  upon  the  bench, 
and  was  at  no  pains  whether  to  conceal  or  to  express 
his  disappointment.  "Well,  ye  have  a  long  jaunt  be- 
fore ye  yet!"  he  might  observe,  yawning,  and  fall  back 
on  his  own  thoughts  (as  like  as  not)  until  the  time  came 
for  separation,  and  my  lord  would  take  the  decanter 
and  the  glass,  and  be  off  to  the  back  chamber  looking 
on  the  Meadows,  where  he  toiled  on  his  cases  till  the 
hours  were  small.  There  was  no  "fuller  man"  on  the 
Bench;  his  memory  was  marvellous,  though  wholly 
legal;  if  he  had  to  "advise"  extempore,  none  did  it 
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better;  yet  there  was  none  who  more  earnestly  prepared. 
As  he  thus  watched  in  the  night,  or  sat  at  table  and 
forgot  the  presence  of  his  son,  no  doubt  but  he  tasted 
deeply  of  recondite  pleasures.  To  be  wholly  devoted 
to  some  intellectual  exercise  is  to  have  succeeded  in 
life;  and  perhaps  only  in  law  and  the  higher  mathe- 
matics may  this  devotion  be  maintained,  suffice  to  itself 
without  reaction,  and  find  continual  rewards  without 
excitement.  This  atmosphere  of  his  father's  sterling 
industry  was  the  best  of  Archie's  education.  Assuredly 
it  did  not  attract  him;  assuredly  it  rather  rebutted  and 
depressed.  Yet  it  was  still  present,  unobserved  like 
the  ticking  of  a  clock,  an  arid  ideal,  a  tasteless  stimu- 
lant in  the  boy's  life. 

But  Hermiston  was  not  all  of  one  piece.  He  was, 
besides,  a  mighty  toper;  he  could  sit  at  wine  until  the 
day  dawned,  and  pass  directly  from  the  table  to  the 
Bench  with  a  steady  hand  and  a  clear  head.  Beyond 
the  third  bottle,  he  showed  the  plebeian  in  a  larger 
print;  the  low,  gross  accent,  the  low,  foul  mirth,  grew 
broader  and  commoner;  he  became  less  formidable,  and 
infinitely  more  disgusting.  Now,  the  boy  had  inherited 
from  Jean  Rutherford  a  shivering  delicacy,  unequally 
mated  with  potential  violence.  In  the  playing-fields, 
and  amongst  his  own  companions,  he  repaid  a  coarse 
expression  with  a  blow;  at  his  father's  table  (when  the 
time  came  for  him  to  join  these  revels)  he  turned  pale 
and  sickened  in  silence.  Of  all  the  guests  whom  he 
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there  encountered,  he  had  toleration  for  only  one: 
David  Keith  Carnegie,  Lord  Glenalmond.  Lord  Glenal- 
mond  was  tall  and  emaciated,  with  long  features  and 
long  delicate  hands.  He  was  often  compared  with  the 
statue  of  Forbes  of  Culloden  in  the  Parliament  House; 
and  his  blue  eye,  at  more  than  sixty,  preserved  some 
of  the  fire  of  youth.  His  exquisite  disparity  with  any 
of  his  fellow  guests,  his  appearance  as  of  an  artist  and 
an  aristocrat  stranded  in  rude  company,  riveted  the 
boy's  attention;  and  as  curiosity  and  interest  are  the 
things  in  the  world  that  are  the  most  immediately  and 
certainly  rewarded,  Lord  Glenalmond  was  attracted  to 
the  boy. 

"And  so  this  is  your  son,  Hermiston?"  he  asked,  lay- 
ing his  hand  on  Archie's  shoulder.  "He's  getting  a 
big  lad." 

"Hout!"  said  the  gracious  father,  "just  his  mother 
over  again — daurna  say  boo  to  a  goose!" 

But  the  stranger  retained  the  boy,  talked  to  him, 
drew  him  out,  found  in  him  a  taste  for  letters,  and  a 
fine,  ardent,  modest,  youthful  soul ;  and  encouraged  him 
to  be  a  visitor  on  Sunday  evenings  in  his  bare,  cold, 
lonely  dining-room,  where  he  sat  and  read  in  the  isola- 
tion of  a  bachelor  grown  old  in  refinement.  The  beau- 
tiful gentleness  and  grace  of  the  old  Judge,  and  the 
delicacy  of  his  person,  thoughts,  and  language,  spoke 
to  Archie's  heart  in  its  own  tongue.  He  conceived  the 
ambition  to  be  such  another;  and  when  the  day  came 
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for  him  to  choose  a  profession,  it  was  in  emulation  of 
Lord  Glenalmond,  not  of  Lord  Hermiston,  that  he  chose 
the  Bar.  Hermiston  looked  on  at  this  friendship  with 
some  secret  pride,  but  openly  with  the  intolerance  of 
scorn.  He  scarce  lost  an  opportunity  to  put  them  down 
with  a  rough  jape;  and,  to  say  truth,  it  was  not  diffi- 
cult, for  they  were  neither  of  them  quick.  He  had  a 
word  of  contempt  for  the  whole  crowd  of  poets,  paint- 
ers, fiddlers,  and  their  admirers,  the  bastard  race  of 
amateurs,  which  was  continually  on  his  lips.  "Signor 
Feedle-eerie!"  he  would  say.  "Oh,  for  Goad's  sake, 
no  more  of  the  Signor!" 

"You  and  my  father  are  great  friends,  are  you  not?" 
asked  Archie  once. 

"There  is  no  man  that  I  more  respect,  Archie,"  re- 
plied Lord  Glenalmond.  "He  is  two  things  of  price. 
He  is  a  great  lawyer  and  he  is  upright  as  the  day. ' ' 

"You  and  he  are  so  different,"  said  the  boy,  his 
eyes  dwelling  on  those  of  his  old  friend,  like  a  lover's 
on  his  mistress's. 

"Indeed  so,"  replied  the  Judge;  "very  different. 
And  so  I  fear  are  you  and  he.  Yet  I  would  like  it 
very  ill  if  my  young  friend  were  to  misjudge  his  father. 
He  has  all  the  Roman  virtues:  Cato  and  Brutus  were 
such;  I  think  a  son's  heart  might  well  be  proud  of  such 
an  ancestry  of  one." 

"And  I  would  sooner  he  were  a  plaided  herd,"  cried 
Archie,  with  sudden  bitterness. 
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"And  that  is  neither  very  wise,  nor  I  believe  en- 
tirely true,"  returned  Glenalmond.  "Before  you  are 
done  you  will  find  some  of  these  expressions  rise  on 
you  like  a  remorse.  They  are  merely  literary  and 
decorative;  they  do  not  aptly  express  your  thought, 
nor  is  your  thought  clearly  apprehended,  and  no  doubt 
your  father  (if  he  were  here)  would  say  'Signor 
Feedle-eerie!'  ' 

With  the  infinitely  delicate  sense  of  youth,  Archie 
avoided  the  subject  from  that  hour.  It  was  perhaps  a 
pity.  Had  he  but  talked — talked  freely — let  himself 
gush  out  in  words  (the  way  youth  loves  to  do  and 
should)  there  might  have  been  no  tale  to  write  upon 
the  Weirs  of  Hermiston.  But  the  shadow  of  a  threat 
of  ridicule  sufficed;  in  the  slight  tartness  of  these 
words  he  read  a  prohibition;  and  it  is  likely  that 
Glenalmond  meant  it  so. 

Besides  the  veteran,  the  boy  was  without  confidant 
or  friend.  Serious  and  eager,  he  came  through  school 
and  college,  and  moved  among  a  crowd  of  the  indiffer- 
ent, in  the  seclusion  of  his  shyness.  He  grew  up  hand- 
some, with  an  open,  speaking  countenance,  with  grace- 
ful, youthful  ways;  he  was  clever,  he  took  prizes,  he 
shone  in  the  Speculative  Society.  It  should  seem  he 
must  become  the  centre  of  a  crowd  of  friends;  but 
something  that  was  in  part  the  delicacy  of  his  mother, 
in  part  the  austerity  of  his  father,  held  him  aloof  from 
all.  It  is  a  fact,  and  a  strange  one,  that  among  his 


FATHER  AND   SON  363 

contemporaries  Hermiston's  son  was  thought  to  be  a 
chip  of  the  old  block.  "You're  a  friend  of  Archie 
Weir's?"  said  one  to  Frank  Innes;  and  Innes  replied, 
with  his  usual  flippancy  and  more  than  his  usual  insight: 
"I  know  Weir,  but  I  never  met  Archie."  No  one  had 
met  Archie,  a  malady  most  incident  to  only  sons.  He 
flew  his  private  signal,  and  none  heeded  it;  it  seemed 
he  was  abroad  in  a  world  from  which  the  very  hope  of 
intimacy  was  banished;  and  he  looked  round  about  him 
on  the  concourse  of  his  fellow-students,  and  forward  to 
the  trivial  days  and  acquaintances  that  were  to  come, 
without  hope  or  interest. 

As  time  went  on,  the  tough  and  rough  old  sinner  felt 
himself  drawn  to  the  son  of  his  loins  and  sole  continu- 
ator  of  his  new  family,  with  softnesses  of  sentiment 
that  he  could  hardly  credit  and  was  wholly  impotent  to 
express.  With  a  face,  voice  and  manner  trained  through 
forty  years  to  terrify  and  repel,  Rhadamanthus  may  be 
great,  but  he  will  scarce  be  engaging.  It  is  a  fact  that 
he  tried  to  propitiate  Archie,  but  a  fact  that  cannot  be 
too  lightly  taken;  the  attempt  was  so  unconspicuously 
made,  the  failure  so  stoically  supported.  Sympathy  is 
not  due  to  these  steadfast  iron  natures.  If  he  failed 
to  gain  his  son's  friendship,  or  even  his  son's  toleration, 
on  he  went  up  the  great,  bare  staircase  of  his  duty, 
uncheered  and  undepressed.  There  might  have  been 
more  pleasure  in  his  relations  with  Archie,  so  much  he 
may  have  recognised  at  moments;  but  pleasure  was  a 
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by-product  of  the  singular  chemistry  of  life,  which  only 
fools  expected. 

An  idea  of  Archie's  attitude,  since  we  are  all  grown 
up  and  have  forgotten  the  days  of  our  youth,  it  is  more 
difficult  to  convey. 

He  made  no  attempt  whatsoever  to  understand  the 
man  with  whom  he  dined  and  breakfasted.  Parsimony 
of  pain,  glut  of  pleasure,  these  are  the  two  alternating 
ends  of  youth;  and  Archie  was  of  the  parsimonious. 
The  wind  blew  cold  out  of  a  certain  quarter — he  turned 
his  back  upon  it;  stayed  as  little  as  was  possible  in  his 
father's  presence;  and  when  there,  averted  his  eyes  as 
much  as  was  decent  from  his  father's  face.  The  lamp 
shone  for  many  hundred  days  upon  these  two  at  table 
— my  lord  ruddy,  gloomy,  and  unreverent;  Archie  with 
a  potential  brightness  that  was  already  dimmed  and 
veiled  in  that  society;  and  there  were  not,  perhaps,  in 
Christendom  two  men  more  radically  strangers.  The 
father,  with  a  grand  simplicity,  either  spoke  of  what 
interested  himself,  or  maintained  an  unaffected  silence. 
The  son  turned  in  his  head  for  some  topic  that  should 
be  quite  safe,  that  would  spare  him  fresh  evidences 
either  of  my  lord's  inherent  grossness  or  of  the  inno- 
cence of  his  inhumanity;  treading  gingerly  the  ways 
of  intercourse,  like  a  lady  gathering  up  her  skirts  in  a 
by-path.  If  he  made  a  mistake,  and  my  lord  began  to 
abound  in  matter  of  offence,  Archie  drew  himself  up, 
his  brow  grew  dark,  his  share  of  the  talk  expired;  but 
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my  lord  would  faithfully  and  cheerfully  continue  to 
pour  out  the  worst  of  himself  before  his  silent  and 
offended  son. 

"Well,  it's  a  poor  hert  that  never  rejoices"  he  would 
say,  at  the  conclusion  of  such  a  nightmare  interview. 
"But  I  must  get  to  my  plew-stilts."  And  he  would 
seclude  himself  as  usual  in  the  back  room,  and  Archie 
go  forth  into  the  night  and  the  city  quivering  with 
animosity  and  scorn. 


CHAPTER   III 

IN  THE   MATTER   OF  THE   HANGING   OF  DUNCAN  JOPP 

IT  chanced  in  the  year  1813  that  Archie  strayed  one 
day  into  the  Judiciary  Court.  The  macer  made  room 
for  the  son  of  the  presiding  judge.  In  the  dock,  in 
the  centre  of  men's  eyes,  there  stood  a  whey-coloured, 
misbegotten  caitiff,  Duncan  Jopp,  on  trial  for  his 
life.  His  story,  as  it  was  raked  out  before  him  in 
that  public  scene,  was  one  of  disgrace  and  vice  and 
cowardice,  the  very  nakedness  of  crime;  and  the  creat- 
ure heard  and  it  seemed  at  times  as  though  he  under- 
stood— as  if  at  times  he  forgot  the  horror  of  the  place 
he  stood  in,  and  remembered  the  shame  of  what  had 
brought  him  there.  He  kept  his  head  bowed  and  his 
hands  clutched  upon  the  rail;  his  hair  dropped  in 
his  eyes  and  at  times  he  flung  it  back;  and  now 
he  glanced  about  the  audience  in  a  sudden  fellness  of 
terror,  and  now  looked  in  the  face  of  his  judge  and 
gulped.  There  was  pinned  about  his  throat  a  piece  of 
dingy  flannel;  and  this  it  was  perhaps  that  turned  the 
scale  in  Archie's  mind  between  disgust  and  pity.  The 
creature  stood  in  a  vanishing  point;  yet  a  little  while, 
and  he  was  still  a  man,  and  had  eyes  and  apprehen- 
sion; yet  a  little  longer,  and  with  a  last  sordid  piece 
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of  pageantry,  he  would  cease  to  be.  And  here,  in 
the  meantime,  with  a  trait  of  human  nature  that 
caught  at  the  beholder's  breath,  he  was  tending  a  sore 
throat. 

Over  against  him,  my  Lord  Hermiston  occupied  the 
bench  in  the  red  robes  of  criminal  jurisdiction,  his 
face  framed  in  the  white  wig.  Honest  all  through, 
he  did  not  affect  the  virtue  of  impartiality;  this  was 
no  case  for  refinement;  there  was  a  man  to  be  hanged, 
he  would  have  said,  and  he  was  hanging  him.  Nor 
was  it  possible  to  see  his  lordship,  and  acquit  him  of 
gusto  in  the  task.  It  was  plain  he  gloried  in  the 
exercise  of  his  trained  faculties,  in  the  clear  sight 
which  pierced  at  once  into  the  joint  of  fact,  in  the 
rude,  unvarnished  jibes  with  which  he  demolished 
every  figment  of  defense.  He  took  his  ease  and 
jested,  unbending  in  that  solemn  place  with  some  of 
the  freedom  of  the  tavern;  and  the  rag  of  man  with 
the  flannel  round  his  neck  was  hunted  gallowsward 
with  jeers. 

Duncan  had  a  mistress,  scarce  less  forlorn  and 
greatly  older  than  himself,  who  came  up,  whimpering 
and  curtseying,  to  add  the  weight  of  her  betrayal.  My 
lord  gave  her  to  oath  in  his  most  roaring  voice  and 
added  an  intolerant  warning. 

"Mind  what  ye  say  now,  Janet,"  said  he.  "I  have 
an  e'e  upon  ye;  I'm  ill  to  jest  with." 

Presently,  after  she  was  tremblingly  embarked  on 
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her  story,  "And  what  made  ye  do  this,  ye  auld 
runt?"  the  Court  interposed.  "Do  ye  mean  to  tell 
me  ye  was  the  pannel's  mistress?" 

"If  you  please,  ma  loard,"  whined  the  female. 

"Godsake!  ye  made  a  bonny  couple,"  observed  his 
lordship;  and  there  was  something  so  formidable  and 
ferocious  in  his  scorn-  that  not  even  the  galleries 
thought  to  laugh. 

The  summing  up  contained  some  jewels. 

"These  two  peetiable  creatures  seem  to  have  made 
up  thegither,  it's  not  for  us  to  explain  why." — "The 
pannel,  who  (whatever  else  he  may  be)  appears  to  be 
equally  ill  set  out  in  mind  and  boady." — "Neither 
the  pannel  nor  yet  the  old  wife  appears  to  have  had  so 
much  common  sense  as  even  to  tell  a  lie  when  it  was 
necessary. ' '  And  in  the  course  of  sentencing,  my  lord 
had  this  obiter  dictum:  "I  have  been  the  means,  under 
God,  of  haanging  a  great  number,  but  never  just  such 
a  disjaskit  rascal  as  yourself."  The  words  were 
strong  in  themselves;  the  light  and  heat  and  detona- 
tion of  their  delivery,  and  the  savage  pleasure  of  the 
speaker  in  his  task,  made  them  tingle  in  the  ears. 

When  all  was  over,  Archie  came  forth  again  into  a 
changed  world.  Had  there  been  the  least  redeeming 
greatness  in  the  crime,  any  obscurity,  any  dubiety, 
perhaps  he  might  have  understood.  But  the  culprit 
stood,  with  his  sore  throat,  in  the  sweat  of  his  mortal 
agony,  without  defence  or  excuse;  a  thing  to  cover  up 
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with  blushes;  a  being  so  much  sunk  beneath  the  zones 
of  sympathy  that  pity  might  seem  harmless.  And  the 
judge  had  pursued  him  with  a  monstrous,  relishing 
gaiety,  horrible  to  be  conceived,  a  trait  for  night- 
mares. It  is  one  thing  to  spear  a  tiger,  another  to 
crush  a  toad;  there  are  aesthetics  even  of  the  slaugh- 
ter-house; and  the  loathsomeness  of  Duncan  Jopp 
enveloped  and  infected  the  image  of  his  judge. 

Archie  passed  by  his  friends  in  the  High  Street 
with  incoherent  words  and  gestures.  He  saw  Holy- 
rood  in  a  dream,  remembrance  of  its  romance  awoke 
in  him  and  faded;  he  had  a  vision  of  the  old  radiant 
stories,  of  Queen  Mary  and  Prince  Charlie,  of  the 
hooded  stag,  of  the  splendour  and  crime,  the  velvet 
and  bright  iron  of  the  past;  and  dismissed  them  with 
a  cry  of  pain.  He  lay  and  moaned  in  the  Hunter's 
Bog,  and  the  heavens  were  dark  above  him  and  the 
grass  of  the  field  an  offence.  "This  is  my  father," 
he  said.  "I  draw  my  life  from  him;  the  flesh  upon 
my  bones  is  his,  the  bread  I  am  fed  with  is  the  wages 
of  these  horrors."  He  recalled  his  mother,  and 
ground  his  forehead  in  the  earth.  He  thought  of 
flight,  and  where  was  he  to  flee  to?  of  other  lives, 
but  was  there  any  life  worth  living  in  this  den  of 
savage  and  jeering  animals? 

The  interval  before  the  execution  was  like  a  violent 
dream.  He  met  his  father;  he  would  not  look  at  him, 
he  could  not  speak  to  him.  It  seemed  there  was  no 
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living  creature  but  must  have  been  swift  to  recognise 
that  imminent  animosity,  but  the  hide  of  the  Lord 
Justice-Clerk  remained  impenetrable.  Had  my  lord 
been  talkative,  the  truce  could  never  have  subsisted; 
but  he  was  by  fortune  in  one  of  his  humours  of  sour 
silence;  and  under  the  very  guns  of  his  broadside 
Archie  nursed  the  enthusiasm  of  rebellion.  It  seemed 
to  him,  from  the  top  of  his  nineteen  years'  experi- 
ence, as  if  he  were  marked  at  birth  to  be  the  per- 
petrator of  some  signal  action,  to  set  back  fallen 
Mercy,  to  overthrow  the  usurping  devil  that  sat, 
horned  and  hoofed,  on  her  throne.  Seductive  Jacobin 
figments,  which  he  had  often  refuted  at  the  Specula- 
tive,1 swam  up  in  his  mind  and  startled  him  as  with 
voices;  and  he  seemed  to  himself  to  walk  accompanied 
by  an  almost  tangible  presence  of  new  beliefs  and 
duties. 

On  the  named  morning  he  was  at  the  place  of  exe- 
cution. He  saw  the  fleering  rabble,  the  flinching 
wretch  produced.  He  looked  on  for  awhile  at  a  cer- 
tain parody  of  devotion,  which  seemed  to  strip  the 
wretch  of  his  last  claim  to  manhood.  Then  followed 
the  brutal  instant  of  extinction,  and  the  paltry  dan- 
gling of  the  remains  like  a  broken  jumping-jack.  He 
had  been  prepared  for  something  terrible,  not  for  this 

1  A  famous  debating  society  of  the  students  of  Edinburgh 
University. 
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tragic  meanness.  He  stood  a  moment  silent,  and 
then  —  "I  denounce  this  God-defying  murder"  he 
shouted;  and  his  father,  if  he  must  have  disclaimed 
the  sentiment,  might  have  owned  the  stentorian  voice 
with  which  it  was  uttered. 

Frank  Innes  dragged  him  from  the  spot.  The  two 
handsome  lads  followed  the  same  course  of  study  and 
recreation,  and  felt  a  certain  mutual  attraction, 
founded  mainly  on  good  looks.  It  had  never  gone 
deep;  Frank  was  by  nature  a  thin,  jeering  creature, 
not  truly  susceptible  whether  of  feeling  or  inspiring 
friendship;  and  the  relation  between  the  pair  was  al- 
together on  the  outside,  a  thing  of  common  knowledge 
and  the  pleasantries  that  spring  from  a  common  ac- 
quaintance. The  more  credit  to  Frank  that  he  was 
appalled  by  Archie's  outburst,  and  at  least  conceived 
the  design  of  keeping  him  in  sight,  and,  if  possible, 
in  hand,  for  the  day.  But  Archie,  who  had  just 
defied — was  it  God  or  Satan? — would  not  listen  to 
the  word  of  a  college  companion. 

"I  will  not  go  with  you,"  he  said.  "I  do  not 
desire  your  company,  sir;  I  would  be  alone." 

"Here,  Weir,  man,  don't  be  absurd,"  said  Innes, 
keeping  a  tight  hold  upon  his  sleeve.  "I  will  not  let 
you  go  until  I  know  what  you  mean  to  do  with  your- 
self; it's  no  use  brandishing  that  staff. "  For  indeed 
at  that  moment  Archie  had  made  a  sudden — perhaps  a 
warlike — movement.  "This  has  been  the  most  insane 
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affair;  you  know  it  has.  You  know  very  well  that  I'm 
playing  the  good  Samaritan.  All  I  wish  is  to  keep 
you  quiet." 

"If  quietness  is  what  you  wish,  Mr.  Innes,"  said 
Archie,  "and  you  willtpromise  to  leave  me  entirely  to 
myself,  I  will  tell  you  so  much,  that  I  am  going 
to  walk  in  the  country  and  admire  the  beauties  of 
nature." 

"Honor  bright?"  asked  Frank. 

"I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  lying,  Mr.  Innes," 
retorted  Archie.  "I  have  the  honour  of  wishing  you 
good -day. ' ' 

"You  won't  forget  the  Spec.?"  asked  Innes. 

"The  Spec.?"  said  Archie.  "Oh  no,  I  won't  for- 
get the  Spec." 

And  the  one  young  man  carried  his  tortured  spirit 
forth  of  the  city  and  all  the  day  long,  by  one  road  and 
another,  in  an  endless  pilgrimage  of  misery;  while 
the  other  hastened  smilingly  to  spread  the  news  of 
Weir's  access  of  insanity,  and  to  drum  up  for  that 
night  a  full  attendance  at  the  Speculative,  where 
farther  eccentric  developments  might  certainly  be 
looked  for.  I  doubt  if  Innes  had  the  least  belief  in 
his  prediction;  I  think  it  flowed  rather  from  a  wish  to 
make  the  story  as  good  and  the  scandal  as  great  as 
possible;  not  from  any  ill-will  to  Archie — from  the 
mere  pleasure  of  beholding  interested  faces.  But  for 
all  that  his  words  were  prophetic.  Archie  did  not 
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forget  the  Spec. ;  he  put  in  an  appearance  there  at  the 
due  time,  and,  before  the  evening  was  over,  had  dealt 
a  memorable  shock  to  his  companions.  It  chanced  he 
was  the  president  of  the  night.  He  sat  in  the  same 
room  where  the  society  still  meets — only  the  portraits 
were  not  there;  the  men  who  afterwards  sat  for  them 
were  then  but  beginning  their  career.  The  same  lus- 
tre of  many  tapers  shed  its  light  over  the  meeting; 
the  same  chair,  perhaps,  supported  him  that  so  many 
of  us  have  sat  in  since.  At  times  he  seemed  to  forget 
the  business  of  the  evening,  but  even  in  these  periods 
he  sat  with  a  great  air  of  energy  and  determination. 
At  times  he  meddled  bitterly  and  launched  with  de- 
fiance those  fines  which  are  the  precious  and  rarely 
used  artillery  of  the  president.  He  little  thought,  as 
he  did  so,  how  he  resembled  his  father,  but  his  friends 
remarked  upon  it,  chuckling.  So  far,  in  his  high 
place  above  his  fellow-students,  he  seemed  set  beyond 
the  possibility  of  any  scandal;  but  his  mind  was  made 
up  —  he  was  determined  to  fulfil  the  sphere  of  his 
offence.  He  signed  to  Innes  (whom  he  had  just  fined, 
and  who  just  impeached  his  ruling)  to  succeed  him 
in  the  chair,  stepped  down  from  the  platform,  and 
took  his  place  by  the  chimney-piece,  the  shine  of  many 
wax  tapers  from  above  illuminating  his  pale  face,  the 
glow  of  the  great  red  fire  relieving  from  behind  his 
slim  figure.  He  had  to  propose,  as  an  amendment  to 
the  next  subject  in  the  case  book,  "Whether  capital 
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punishment  be  consistent  with  God's  will  or  man's 
policy?" 

A  breath  of  embarrassment,  of  something  like 
alarm,  passed  round  the  room,  so  daring  did  these 
words  appear  upon  the  lips  of  Hermiston's  only  son. 
But  the  amendment  was  not  seconded;  the  previous 
question  was  promptly  moved  and  unanimously  voted, 
and  the  momentary  scandal  smuggled  by.  Innes  tri- 
umphed in  the  fulfilment  of  his  prophecy.  He  and 
Archie  were  now  become  the  heroes  of  the  night;  but 
whereas  everyone  crowded  about  Innes,  when  the 
meeting  broke  up,  but  one  of  all  his  companions  came 
to  speak  to  Archie. 

"Weir,  man!  That  was  an  extraordinary  raid  of 
yours!"  observed  this  courageous  member,  taking  him 
confidentially  by  the  arm  as  they  went  out. 

"I  don't  think  it  a  raid,"  said  Archie  grimly. 
"More  like  a  war.  I  saw  that  poor  brute  hanged  this 
morning,  and  my  gorge  rises  at  it  yet." 

"Hut-tut!"  returned  his  companion,  and,  dropping 
his  arm  like  something  hot,  he  sought  the  less  tense 
society  of  others. 

Archie  found  himself  alone.  The  last  of  the  faith- 
ful— or  was  it  only  the  boldest  of  the  curious? — had 
fled.  He  watched  the  black  huddle  of  his  fellow-stu- 
dents draw  off  down  and  up  the  street,  in  whispering 
or  boisterous  gangs.  And  the  isolation  of  the  moment 
weighed  upon  him  like  an  omen  and  an  emblem  of  his 
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destiny  in  life.  Bred  up  in  unbroken  fear  himself, 
among  trembling  servants,  and  in  a  house  which  (at 
the  least  ruffle  in  the  master's  voice)  shuddered  into 
silence,  he  saw  himself  on  the  brink  of  the  red  valley 
of  war,  and  measured  the  danger  and  length  of  it 
with  awe.  He  made  a  detour  in  the  glimmer  and 
shadow  of  the  streets,  came  into  the  back  stable  lane, 
and  watched  for  a  long  while  the  light  burn  steady  in 
the  Judge's  room.  The  longer  he  gazed  upon  that 
illuminated  window-blind,  the  more  blank  became  the 
picture  of  the  man  who  sat  behind  it,  endlessly  turn- 
ing over  sheets  of  process,  pausing  to  sip  a  glass  of 
port,  or  rising  and  passing  heavily  about  his  book- 
lined  walls  to  verify  some  reference.  He  could  not 
combine  the  brutal  judge  and  the  industrious,  dispas- 
sionate student;  the  connecting  link  escaped  him;  from 
such  a  dual  nature,  it  was  impossible  he  should  pre- 
dict behaviour;  and  he  asked  himself  if  he  had  done 
well  to  plunge  into  a  business  of  which  the  end  could 
not  be  foreseen?  and  presently  after,  with  a  sickening 
decline  of  confidence,  if  he  had  done  loyally  to  strike 
his  father?  For  he  had  struck  him — defied  him  twice 
over  and  before  a  cloud  of  witnesses — struck  him  a 
public  buffet  before  crowds.  Who  had  called  him  to 
judge  his  father  in  these  precarious  and  high  ques- 
tions? The  office  was  usurped.  It  might  have  become 
a  stranger;  in  a  son — there  was  no  blinking  it — in  a 
son,  it  was  disloyal.  And  now,  between  these  two 


376  WEIR  OF  HERMISTON 

natures  so  antipathetic,  so  hateful  to  each  other, 
there  was  depending  an  unpardonable  affront:  and  the 
providence  of  God  alone  might  foresee  the  manner  in 
which  it  would  be  resented  by  Lord  Hermiston. 

These  misgivings  tortured  him  all  night  and  arose 
with  him  in  the  winter's  morning;  they  followed  him 
from  class  to  class,  they  made  him  shrinkingly  sensi- 
tive to  every  shade  of  manner  in  his  companions,  they 
sounded  in  his  ears  through  the  current  voice  of  the 
professor;  and  he  brought  them  home  with  him  at 
night  unabated  and  indeed  increased.  The  cause  of 
this  increase  lay  in  a  chance  encounter  with  the  cele- 
brated Dr.  Gregory.  Archie  stood  looking  vaguely  in 
the  lighted  window  of  a  bookshop,  trying  to  nerve 
himself  for  the  approaching  ordeal.  My  lord  and  he 
had  met  and  parted  in  the  morning  as  they  had  now 
done  for  long,  with  scarcely  the  ordinary  civilities  of 
life;  and  it  was  plain  to  the  son  that  nothing  had  yet 
reached  the  father's  ears.  Indeed,  when  he  recalled 
the  awful  countenance  of  my  lord,  a  timid  hope  sprang 
up  in  him  that  perhaps  there  would  be  found  no  one 
bold  enough  to  carry  tales.  If  this  were  so,  he  asked 
himself,  would  he  begin  again?  and  he  found  no 
answer.  It  was  at  this  moment  that  a  hand  was  laid 
upon  his  arm,  and  a  voice  said  in  his  ear,  "My  dear 
Mr.  Archie,  you  had  better  come  and  see  me." 

He  started,  turned  around,  and  found  himself  face 
to  face  with  Dr.  Gregory.  "And  why  should  I  come 
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to  see  you?"  he  asked,  with  the  defiance  of  the 
miserable. 

"Because  you  are  looking  exceeding  ill,"  said  the 
doctor,  "and  you  very  evidently  want  looking  after, 
my  young  friend.  Good  folk  are  scarce,  you  know; 
and  it  is  not  everyone  that  would  be  quite  so  much 
missed  as  yourself.  It  is  not  everyone  that  Hermis- 
ton  would  miss." 

And  with  a  nod  and  a  smile,  the  doctor  passed  on. 

A  moment  after,  Archie  was  in  pursuit,  and  had  in 
turn,  but  more  roughly,  seized  him  by  the  arm. 

"What  do  you  mean?  what  did  you  mean  by  say- 
ing that?  What  makes  you  think  that  Hermis — my 
father  would  have  missed  me?" 

The  doctor  turned  about  and  looked  him  all  over 
with  a  clinical  eyfe.  A  far  more  stupid  man  than  Dr. 
Gregory  might  have  guessed  the  truth;  but  ninety-nine 
out  of  a  hundred,  even  if  they  had  been  equally  in- 
clined to  kindness,  would  have  blundered  by  some  touch 
of  charitable  exaggeration.  The  doctor  was  better 
inspired.  He  knew  the  father  well;  in  that  white  face 
of  intelligence  and  sufferings,  he  divined  something 
of  the  son;  and  he  told,  without  apology  or  adorn- 
ment, the  plain  truth. 

"When  you  had  the  measles,  Mr.  Archibald,  you 
had  them  gey  and  ill;  and  I  thought  you  were  going 
to  slip  between  my  fingers,"  he  said.  "Well,  your 
father  was  anxious.  How  did  I  know  it?  says  you. 
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Simply  because  I  am  a  trained  observer.  The  sign 
that  I  saw  him  make,  ten  thousand  would  have 
missed;  and  perhaps — perhaps,  I  say,  because  he's  a 
hard  man  to  judge  of — but  perhaps  he  never  made 
another.  A  strange  thing  to  consider!  It  was  this. 
One  day  I  came  to  him:  'Hermiston,'  said  I,  'there's 
a  change.'  He  never  said  a  word,  just  glowered  at 
me  (if  ye'll  pardon  the  phrase)  like  a  wild  beast.  'A 
change  for  the  better, '  said  I.  And  I  distinctly  heard 
him  take  his  breath. ' ' 

The  doctor  left  no  opportunity  for  anticlimax;  nod- 
ding his  cocked  hat  (a  piece  of  antiquity  to  which  he 
clung)  and  repeating  "Distinctly"  with  raised  eye- 
brows, he  took  his  departure,  and  left  Archie  speech- 
less in  the  street. 

The  anecdote  might  be  called  infinitely  little,  and 
yet  its  meaning  for  Archie  was  immense.  "I  did  not 
know  the  old  man  had  so  much  blood  in  him."  He 
had  never  dreamed  this  sire  of  his,  this  aboriginal 
antique,  this  adamantine  Adam,  had  even  so  much  of 
a  heart  as  to  be  moved  in  the  least  degree  for  another 
— and  that  other  himself,  who  had  insulted  him! 
With  the  generosity  of  youth,  Archie  was  instantly 
under  arms  upon  the  other  side:  had  instantly  created 
a  new  image  of  Lord  Hermiston,  that  of  a  man  who 
was  all  iron  without  and  all  sensibility  within.  The 
mind  of  the  vile  jester,  the  tongue  that  had  pursued 
Duncan  Jopp  with  unmanly  insults,  the  unbeloved 
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countenance  that  he  had  known  and  feared  for  so  long, 
were  all  forgotten;  and  he  hastened  home,  impatient 
to  confess  his  misdeeds,  impatient  to  throw  himself  on 
the  mercy  of  this  imaginary  character. 

He  was  not  to  be  long  without  a  rude  awakening. 
It  was  in  the  gloaming  when  he  drew  near  the  door- 
step of  t"he  lighted  house,  and  was  aware  of  the  figure 
of  his  father  approaching  from  the  opposite  side. 
Little  daylight  lingered;  but  on  the  door  being 
opened,  the  strong  yellow  shine  of  the  lamp  gushed 
out  upon  the  landing  and  shone  full  on  Archie,  as  he 
stood,  in  the  old-fashioned  observance  of  respect,  to 
yield  precedence.  The  Judge  came  without  haste, 
stepping  stately  and  firm;  his  chin  raised,  his  face 
(as  he  entered  the  lamplight)  strongly  illumined,  his 
mouth  set  hard.  There  was  never  a  wink  of  change 
in  his  expression;  without  looking  to  the  right  or  left, 
he  mounted  the  stair,  passed  close  to  Archie,  and 
entered  the  house.  Instinctively,  the  boy,  upon  his 
first  coming,  had  made  a  movement  to  meet  him;  in- 
stinctively, he  recoiled  against  the  railing,  as  the  old 
man  swept,  by  him  in  a  pomp  of  indignation.  Words 
were  needless;  he  knew  all — perhaps  more  than  all—- 
and the  hour  of  judgment  was  at  hand. 

It  is  possible  that,  in  this  sudden  revulsion  of  hope 
and  before  these  symptoms  of  impending  danger, 
Archie  might  have  fled.  But  not  even  that  was  left 
to  him.  My  lord,  after  hanging  up  his  cloak  and  hat, 
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turned  round  in  the  lighted  entry,  and  made  him  an 
imperative  and  silent  gesture  with  his  thumb,  and 
with  the  strange  instinct  of  obedience,  Archie  fol- 
lowed him  into  the  house. 

All  dinner  time  there  reigned  over  the  Judge's 
table  a  palpable  silence,  and  as  soon  as  the  solids  were 
despatched  he  rose  to  his  feet. 

"M'Killup,  tak'  the  wine  into  my  room,"  said  he; 
and  then  to  his  son:  "Archie,  you  and  me  has  to  have 
a  talk." 

It  was  at  this  sickening  moment  that  Archie's  cour- 
age, for  the  first  and  last  time,  entirely  deserted  him. 
"I  have  an  appointment,"  said  he. 

"It'll  have  to  be  broken,  then,"  said  Hermiston, 
and  led  the  way  into  his  study. 

The  lamp  was  shaded,  the  fire  trimmed  to  a  nicety, 
the  table  covered  deep  with  orderly  documents,  the 
backs  of  law  books  made  a  frame  upon  all  sides  that 
was  only  broken  by  the  window  and  the  doors. 

For  a  moment  Hermiston  warmed  his  hands  at  the 
fire,  presenting  his  back  to  Archie;  then  suddenly  dis- 
closed on  him  the  terrors  of  the  Hanging  Face. 

"What's  this  I  hear  of  ye!"  he  asked. 

There  was  no  answer  possible  to  Archie. 

"I'll  have  to  tell  ye,  then,"  pursued  Hermiston. 
"It  seems  ye've  been  skirling  against  the  father  that 
begot  ye,  and  one  of  His  Maijesty's  Judges  in  this 
land;  and  that  in  the  public  street,  and  while  an  order 
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of  the  Court  was  being  executit.  Forbye  which,  it 
would  appear  that  ye've  been  airing  your  opeenions  in 
a  Coallege  Debatin'  Society,"  he  paused  a  moment: 
and  then,  with  extraordinary  bitterness,  added:  "Ye 
damned  eediot. " 

"I  had  meant  to  tell  you,"  stammered  Archie.  "I 
see  you  are  well  informed." 

"Muckle  obleeged  to  ye,"  said  his  lordship,  and 
took  his  usual  seat.  "And  so  you  disapprove  of  caapi- 
tal  punishment?"  he  added. 

"I  am  sorry,  sir,  I  do,"  said  Archie. 

"I  am  sorry,  too,"  said  his  lordship.  "And  now, 
if  you  please,  we  shall  approach  this  business  with  a 
little  more  parteecularity.  I  hear  that  at  the  hang- 
ing of  Duncan  Jopp — and,  man!  ye  had  a  fine  client 
there — in  the  middle  of  all  the  riffraff  of  the  ceety, 
ye  thought  fit  to  cry  out,  'This  is  a  damned  murder, 
and  my  gorge  rises  at  the  man  that  haangit  him.'  ' 

"No,  sir,  these  were  not  my  words,"  cried  Archie. 

"What  were  ye'r  words,  then?"  asked  the  Judge. 

"I  believe  I  said  'I  denounce  it  as  a  murder!'  ' 
said    the   son,  "I   beg   your   pardon — a   God-defying 
murder.     I  have  no  wish  to  conceal   the  truth,"  he 
added,   and  looked  his  father  for  a  moment  in   the 
face. 

"God,  it  would  only  need  that  of  it  next!"  cried 
Hermiston.  "There  was  nothing  about  your  gorge 
rising,  then?" 
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"That  was  afterwards,  my  lord,  as  I  was  leav- 
ing the  Speculative.  I  said  I  had  been  to  see  the 
miserable  creature  hanged,  and  my  gorge  rose  at 
it." 

"Did  ye,  though?"  said  Hermiston.  "And  I  sup- 
pose ye  knew  who  haangit  him?" 

"I  was  present  at  the  trial,  I  ought  to  tell  you  that, 
I  ought  to  explain.  I  ask  your  pardon  beforehand  for 
any  expression  that  may  seem  undutiful.  The  posi- 
tion in  which  I  stand  is  wretched,"  said  the  unhappy 
hero,  now  fairly  face  to  face  with  the  business  he  had 
chosen.  "I  have  been  reading  some  of  your  cases.  I 
was  present  while  Jopp  was  tried.  It  was  a  hideous 
business.  Father,  it  was  a  hideous  thing!  Grant  he 
was  vile,  why  should  you  hunt  him  with  a  vileness 
equal  to  his  own?  It  was  done  with  glee — that  is  the 
word — you  did  it  with  glee;  and  I  looked  on,  God  help 
me!  with  horror." 

"You're  a  young  gentleman  that  doesna  approve  of 
caapital  punishment,"  said  Hermiston.  "Weel,  I'm 
an  auld  man  that  does.  I  was  glad  to  get  Jopp 
haangit,  and  what  for  would  I  pretend  I  wasna? 
You're  all  for  honesty,  it  seems;  you  couldn't  even 
steik  your  mouth  on  the  public  street.  What  for 
should  I  steik  mines  upon  the  bench,  the  King's 
officer,  bearing  the  sword,  a  dreid  to  evildoers,  as  I 
was  from  the  beginning,  and  as  I  will  be  to  the  end! 
Mair  than  enough  of  it!  Heedious!  I  never  gave 
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twa  thoughts  to  heediousness,  I  have  no  call  to  be 
bonny.  I'm  a  man  that  gets  through  with  my  day's 
business,  and  let  that  suffice." 

The  ring  of  sarcasm  had  died  out  of  his  voice  as  he 
went  on;  the  plain  words  became  invested  with  some 
of  the  dignity  of  the  justice-seat. 

"It  would  be  telling  you  if  you  could  say  as 
much,"  the  speaker  resumed.  "But  ye  can  not. 
Ye've  been  reading  some  of  my  cases,  ye  say.  Bat  it 
was  not  for  the  law  in  them,  it  was  to  spy  out  your 
faither's  nakedness,  a  fine  employment  in  a  son. 
You're  splairging;  you're  running  at  lairge  in  life 
like  a  wild  nowt.  It's  impossible  you  should  think 
any  longer  of  coming  to  the  Bar.  You're  not  fit  for 
it;  no  splairger  is.  And  another  thing:  son  of  mines 
or  no  son  of  mines,  you  have  flung  fylement  in  public 
on  one  of  the  Senators  of  the  Coallege  of  Justice,  and 
I  would  make  it  my  business  to  see  that  ye  were  never 
admitted  there  yourself.  There  is  a  kind  of  a  decency 
to  be  observit.  Then  comes  the  next  of  it — what  am 
I  to  do  with  ye  next?  Ye '11  have  to  find  some  kind 
of  a  trade,  for  I'll  never  support  ye  in  idleset.  What 
do  ye  fancy  ye'll  be  fit  for?  The  pulpit?  Na,  they 
could  never  get  diveenity  into  that  bloackhead.  Him 
that  the  law  of  man  whammles  is  no  likely  to  do 
muckle  better  by  the  law  of  God.  What  would  ye 
make  of  hell?  Wouldna  your  gorge  rise  at  that? 
Na,  there's  no  room  for  splairgers  under  the  fower 
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quarters  of  John  Calvin.  What  else  is  there?  Speak 
up.  Have  ye  got  nothing  of  your  own?" 

"Father,  let  me  go  to  the  Peninsula,"  said  Archie. 
"That's  all  I'm  fit  for— to  fight." 

"All?  quo'  he!"  returned  the  Judge.  "And  it 
would  be  enough  to,  if  I  thought  it.  But  I'll  never 
trust  ye  so  near  the  French,  you  that's  so  Frenchifeed. " 

"You  do  me  injustice  there,  sir,"  said  Archie.  "I 
am  loyal;  I  will  not  boast;  but  any  interest  I  may  have 
ever  felt  in  the  French " 

"Have  ye  been  so  loyal  to  me?"  interrupted  his 
father. 

There  came  no  reply. 

"I  think  not,"  continued  Hermiston.  "And  I 
would  send  no  man  to  be  a  servant  to  the  King,  God 
bless  him!  that  has  proved  such  a  shauchling  son  to 
his  own  faither.  You  can  splairge  here  on  Edinburgh 
street,  and  where 's  the  hairm?  It  doesna  play  buff 
on  me!  And  if  there  were  twenty  thousand  eediots 
like  yourself,  sorrow  a  Duncan  Jopp  would  hang  the 
fewer.  But  there's  no  splairging  possible  in  a  camp; 
and  if  you  were  to  go  to  it,  you  would  find  out  for 
yourself  whether  Lord  Well'n'ton  approves  of  caapital 
punishment  or  not.  You  a  sodger!"  he  cried,  with  a 
sudden  burst  of  scorn,  "Ye  auld  wife,  the  sodgers 
would  bray  at  ye  like  cuddies!" 

As  at  the  drawing  of  a  curtain,  Archie  was  aware 
of  some  illogicality  in  his  position,  and  stood  abashed. 
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He  had  a  strong  impression,  besides,  of  the  essential 
valour  of  the  old  gentleman  before  him,  how  conveyed 
it  would  be  hard  to  say. 

"Well,  have  ye  no  other  proposeetion?"  said  my 
lord  again. 

"You  have  taken  this  so  calmly,  sir,  that  I  cannot 
but  stand  ashamed,"  began  Archie. 

"I'm  nearer  voamiting,  though,  than  you  would 
fancy,"  said  my  lord. 

The  blood  rose  to  Archie's  brow. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  I  should  have  said  that  you  had 
accepted  my  affront.  ...  I  admit  it  was  an  affront; 
I  did  not  think  to  apologise,  but  I  do,  I  ask  your  par- 
don; it  will  not  be  so  again,  I  pass  you  my  word  of 
honour.  ...  I  should  have  said  that  I  admired  your 
magnanimity  with — this — offender, ' '  Archie  concluded 
with  a  gulp. 

"I  have  no  other  son,  ye  see,"  said  Hermiston.  "A 
bonny  one  I  have  gotten!  But  I  must  just  do  the  best 
I  can  wi'  him,  and  what  am  I  to  do?  If  ye  had  been 
younger,  I  would  have  wheepit  ye  for  this  rideeculous 
exhibeetion.  The  way  it  is,  I  have  just  to  grin  and 
bear.  But  one  thing  is  to  be  clearly  understood.  As 
a  faither,  I  must  grin  and  bear  it;  but  if  I  had  been 
the  Lord  Advocate  instead  of  the  Lord  Justice-Clerk, 
son  or  no  son,  Mr.  Erchibald  Weir  would  have  been  in 
a  jyle  the  night." 

Archie  was  now  dominated.     Lord  Hermiston  was 
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coarse  and  cruel;  and  yet  the  son  was  aware  of  a 
bloomless  nobility,  an  ungracious  abnegation  of  the 
man's  self  in  the  man's  office.  At  every  word,  this 
sense  of  the  greatness  of  Lord  Hermiston's  spirit 
struck  more  home;  and  along  with  it  that  of  his  own 
impotence,  who  had  struck — and  perhaps  basely  struck 
— at  his  own  father,  and  not  reached  so  far  as  to  have 
even  nettled  him. 

"I  place  myself  in  your  hands  without  reserve,"  he 
said. 

"That's  the  first  sensible  word  I've  had  of  ye  the 
night,"  said  Hermiston.  "I  can  tell  ye,  that  would 
have  been  the  end  of  it,  the  one  way  or  the  other;  but 
it's  better  ye  should  come  there  yourself,  than  what 
I  would  have  had  to  thirstle  ye.  Weel,  by  my  way  of 
it — and  my  way  is  the  best — there's  just  the  one  thing 
it's  possible  that  ye  might  be  with  decency,  and  that's 
a  laird.  Ye'll  be  out  of  hairm's  way  at  the  least  of  it. 
If  ye  have  to  rowt,  ye  can  rowt  amang  the  kye;  and 
the  maist  feck  of  the  caapital  punishment  ye're  like 
to  come  across  '11  be  guddling  trouts.  Now,  I'm  for 
no  idle  lairdies;  every  man  has  to  work,  if  it's  only  at 
peddling  ballants;  to  work,  or  to  be  wheeped,  or  to  be 
haangit.  If  I  set  ye  down  at  Hermiston,  I'll  have  to 
see  you  work  that  place  the  way  it  has  never  been 
workit  yet;  ye  must  ken  about  the  sheep  like  a  herd; 
ye  must  be  my  grieve  there,  and  I'll  see  that  I  gain  by 
ye.  Is  that  understood  ?.' ' 
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"I  will  do  my  best,"  said  Archie. 

"Well,  then,  I'll  send  Kirstie  word  the  morn,  and 
ye  can  go  yourself  the  day  after,"  said  Hermiston. 

"And  just  try  to  be  less  of  an  eediot!"  he  con- 
cluded, with  a  freezing  smile,  and  turned  immediately 
to  the  papers  on  his  desk. 


CHAPTER   IV 

OPINION   OF  THE   BENCH 

LATE  the  same  night,  after  a  disordered  walk, 
Archie  was  admitted  into  Lord  Glenalmond 's  dining- 
room  where  he  sat,  with  a  book  upon  his  knee,  beside 
three  frugal  coals  of  fire.  In  his  robes  upon  the 
bench,  Glenalmond  had  a  certain  air  of  burliness: 
plucked  of  these,  it  was  a  may-pole  of  a  man  that  rose 
unsteadily  from  his  chair  to  give  his  visitor  welcome. 
Archie  had  suffered  much  in  the  last  days,  he  had 
suffered  again  that  evening;  his  face  was  white  and 
drawn,  his  eyes  wild  and  dark.  But  Lord  Glenalmond 
greeted  him  without  the  least  mark  of  surprise  or 
curiosity. 

"Come  in,  come  in,"  said  he.  "Come  in  and  take 
a  seat.  Carstairs"  (to  his  servant)  "make  up  the  fire, 
and  then  you  can  bring  a  bit  of  supper,"  and  again  to 
Archie,  with  a  very  trivial  accent:  "I  was  half  ex- 
pecting you,"  he  added. 

"No  supper,"  said  Archie.  "It  is  impossible  that 
I  should  eat." 

"Not  impossible,"  said  the  tall  old  man,  laying  his 
hand  upon  his  shoulder,  "and,  if  you  will  believe  me, 
necessary." 
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"You  know  what  brings  me?"  said  Archie,  as  soon 
as  the  servant  had  left  the  room. 

"I  have  a  guess,  I  have  a  guess,"  replied  Glenal- 
mond.  "We  will  talk  of  it  presently — when  Carstairs 
has  come  and  gone,  and  you  have  had  a  piece  of  my 
good  Cheddar  cheese  and  a  pull  at  the  porter  tankard : 

not  before."  * 

• 

"It  is  impossible  I  should  eat,"  repeated  Archie. 

"Tut,  tut!"  said  Lord  Glenalmond.  "You  have 
eaten  nothing  to-day,  and,  I  venture  to  add,  nothing 
yesterday.  There  is  no  case  that  may  not  be  made 
worse;  this  may  be  a  very  disagreeable  business,  but 
if  you  were  to  fall  sick  and  die,  it  would  be  still  more 
so,  and  for  all  concerned— for  all  concerned." 

"I  see  you  must  know  all,"  said  Archie.  "Where 
did  you  hear  it?" 

"In  the  mart  of  scandal,  in  the  Parliament  House," 
said  Glenalmond.  "It  runs  riot  below  among  the  bar 
and  the  public,  but  it  sifts  up  to  us  upon  the  bench,  and 
rumour  has  some  of  her  voices  even  in  the  divisions." 

Carstairs  returned  at  this  moment,  and  rapidly  laid 
out  a  little  supper;  during  which  Lord  Glenalmond 
spoke  at  large  and  a  little  vaguely  on  indifferent  sub- 
jects, so  that  it  might  be  rather  said  of  him  that  he 
made  a  cheerful  noise,  than  that  he  contributed  to 
human  conversation;  and  Archie  sat  upon  the  other 
side,  not  heeding  him,  brooding  over  his  wrongs  and 
errors. 
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But  so  soon  as  the  servant  was  gone,  he  broke  forth 
again  at  once.  "Who  told  my  father?  Who  dared  to 
tell  him?  Could  it  have  been  you?" 

"No,  it  was  not  me,"  said  the  Judge;  "although — 
to  be  quite  frank  with  you,  and  after  I  had  seen  and 
warned  you— it  might  have  been  me.  I  believe  it  was 
Glenkindie." 

"That  shrimp!"  cried  Archie. 

"As  you  say,  that  shrimp,"  returned  my  lord;  "al- 
though really  it  is  scarce  a  fitting  mode  of  expression 
for  one  of  the  Senators  of  the  College  of  Justice.  We 
were  hearing  the  parties  in  a  long,  crucial  case,  before 
the  fifteen;  Creech  was  moving  at  some  length  for  an 
infeftment;  when  I  saw  Glenkindie  lean  forward  to 
Hermiston  with  his  hand  over  his  mouth  and  make 
him  a  secret  communication.  No  one  could  have 
guessed  its  nature  from  your  father;  from  Glenkindie, 
yes,  his  malice  sparked  out  of  him  a  little  grossly. 
But  your  father,  no.  A  man  of  granite.  The  next  mo- 
ment he  pounced  upon  Creech.  'Mr.  Creech,'  says  he, 
'I'll  take  a  look  of  that  sasine,'  and  for  thirty  minutes 
after,"  said  Glenalmond,  with  a  smile,  "Messrs. 
Creech  and  Co.  were  fighting  a  pretty  uphill  battle, 
which  resulted,  I  need  hardly  add,  in  their  total  rout. 
The  case  was  dismissed.  No,  I  doubt  if  ever  I  heard 
Hermiston  better  inspired.  He  was  literally  rejoicing 
in  apicibus  juris. ' ' 

Archie  was  able  to  endure  no  longer.     He  thrust  his 
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plate  away  and  interrupted  the  deliberate  and  insig- 
nificant stream  of  talk.  "Here,"  he  said,  "I  have 
made  a  fool  of  myself,  if  I  have  not  made  something 
worse.  Do  you  judge  between  us — judge  between  a 
father  and  a  son.  I  can  speak  to  you;  it  is  not 
like  ...  I  will  tell  you  what  I  feel  and  what  I 
mean  to  do;  and  you  shall  be  the  judge,"  he  repeated. 

"I  decline  jurisdiction,"  said  Glenalmond  with 
extreme  seriousness.  "But,  my  dear  boy,  if  it  will 
do  you  any  good  to  talk,  and  if  it  will  interest  you  at 
all  to  hear  what  I  may  choose  to  say  when  I  have  heard 
you,  I  am  quite  at  your  command.  Let  an  old  man 
say  it,  for  once,  and  not  need  to  blush:  I  love  you  like 
a  son." 

There  came  a  sudden  sharp  sound  in  Archie's  throat. 
"Ay,"  he  cried,  "and  there  it  is!  Love!  Like  a  son! 
And  how  do  you  think  I  love  my  father?" 

"Quietly,  quietly,"  says  my  lord. 

"I  will  be  very  quiet,"  replied  Archie.  "And  I 
will  be  baldly  frank.  I  do  not  love  my  father;  I  won- 
der sometimes  if  I  do  not  hate  him.  There's  my 
shame;  perhaps  my  sin;  at  least,  and  in  the  sight  of 
God,  not  my  fault.  How  was  I  to  love  him?  He  has 
never  spoken  to  me,  never  smiled  upon  me;  I  do  not 
think  he  ever  touched  me.  You  know  the  way  he 
talks?  You  do  not  talk  so,  yet  you  can  sit  and  hear 
him  without  shuddering,  and  I  cannot.  My  soul  is 
sick  when  he  begins  with  it;  I  could  smite  him  in  the 
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mouth.  And  all  that's  nothing.  I  was  at  the  trial 
of  this  Jopp.  You  were  not  there,  but  you  must  have 
heard  him  often;  the  man's  notorious  for  it,  for  being 
— look  at  my  position!  he's  my  father  and  this  is  how 
I  have  to  speak  of  him — notorious  for  being  a  brute 
and  cruel  and  a  coward.  Lord  Glenalmond,  I  give  you 
my  word,  when  I  came  out  of  that  Court,  I  longed  to 
die — the  shame  of  it  was  beyond  my  strength:  but  I — 
I —  ' '  he  rose  from  his  seat  and  began  to  pace  the  room 
in  a  disorder.  "Well,  who  am  I?  A  boy,  who  have 
never  been  tried,  have  never  done  anything  except 
this  twopenny  impotent  folly  with  my  father.  But  I 
tell  you,  my  lord,  and  I  know  myself,  I  am  at  least 
that  kind  of  a  man — or  that  kind  of  a  boy,  if  you  pre- 
fer it — that  I  could  die  in  torments  rather  than  that 
anyone  should  suffer  as  that  scoundrel  suffered.  Well, 
and  what  have  I  done?  I  see  it  now.  I  have  made  a 
fool  of  myself,  as  I  said  in  the  beginning;  and  I  have 
gone  back,  and  asked  my  father's  pardon,  and  placed 
myself  wholly  in  his  hands — and  he  has  sent  me  to 
Hermiston,"  with  a  wretched  smile,  "for  life,  I  sup- 
pose— and  what  can  I  say?  he  strikes  me  as  having 
done  quite  right,  and  let  me  off  better  than  I  had 
deserved." 

"My  poor,  dear  boy!"  observed  Glenalmond.  "My 
poor  dear  and,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so,  very 
foolish  boy!  You  are  only  discovering  where  you  are; 
to  one  of  your  temperament,  or  of  mine,  a  painful 
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discovery.  The  world  was  not  made  for  us;  it  was 
made  for  ten  hundred  millions  of  men,  all  different 
from  each  other  and  from  us;  there's  no  royal  road 
there,  we  just  have  to  sclamber  and  tumble.  Don't 
think  that  I  am  at  all  disposed  to  be  surprised;  don't 
suppose  that  I  ever  think  of  blaming  you;  indeed  I 
rather  admire!  But  there  fall  to  be  offered  one  or 
two  observations  on  the  case  which  occur  to  me  and 
which  (if  you  will  listen  to  them  dispassionately)  may 
be  the  means  of  inducing  you  to  view  the  matter  more 
calmly.  First  of  all,  I  cannot  acquit  you  of  a  good 
deal  of  what  is  called  intolerance.  You  seem  to  have 
been  very  much  offended  because  your  father  talks  a 
little  sculduddery  after  dinner,  which  it  is  perfectly 
licit  for  him  to  do,  and  which  (although  I  am  not 
very  fond  of  it  myself)  appears  to  be  entirely  an  affair 
of  taste.  Your  father,  I  scarcely  like  to  remind  you, 
since  it  is  so  trite  a  commonplace,  is  older  than  your- 
self. At  least,  he  is  major  and  sui  juris,  and  may 
please  himself  in  the  matter  of  his  conversation. 
And,  do  you  know,  I  wonder  if  he  might  not  have  as 
good  an  answer  against  you  and  me?  We  say  we 
sometimes  find  him  coarse,  but  I  suspect  he  might 
retort  that  he  finds  us  always  dull.  Perhaps  a  rele- 
vant exception." 

He  beamed  on  Archie,  but  no  smile  could  be  elicited. 

"And  now,"  proceeded  the  Judge,  "for  'Archibald 
on  Capital  Punishment.'  This  is  a  very  plausible 
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academic  opinion;  of  course  I  do  not  and  I  cannot 
hold  it;  but  that's  not  to  say  that  many  able  and  excel- 
lent persons  have  not  done  so  in  the  past.  Possibly, 
in  the  past  also,  I  may  have  a  little  dipped  myself  in 
the  same  heresy.  My  third  client,  or  possibly  my 
fourth,  was  the  means  of  a  return  in  my  opinions.  I 
never  saw  the  man  I  more  believed  in;  I  would  have 
put  my  hand  in  the  fire,  I  would  have  gone  to  the 
cross  for  him;  and  when  it  came  to  trial  he  was  grad- 
ually pictured  before  me,  by  undeniable  probation,  in 
the  light  of  so  gross,  so  cold-blooded,  and  so  black- 
hearted a  villain,  that  I  had  a  mind  to  have  cast  my 
brief  upon  the  table.  I  was  then  boiling  against  the 
man  with  even  a  more  tropical  temperature  than  I 
had  been  boiling  for  him.  But  I  said  to  myself:  'No, 
you  have  taken  up  his  case;  and  because  you  have 
changed  your  mind  it  must  not  be  suffered  to  let  drop. 
All  that  rich  tide  of  eloquence  that  you  prepared  last 
night  with  so  much  enthusiasm  is  out  of  place,  and 
yet  you  must  not  desert  him,  you  must  say  some- 
thing.' So  I  said  something,  and  I  got  him  off.  It 
made  my  reputation.  But  an  experience  of  that  kind 
is  formative.  A  man  must  not  bring  his  passions  to 
the  bar — or  to  the  bench. ' ' 

The  story  had  slightly  rekindled  Archie's  interest. 
"I  could  never  deny,"  he  began — "I  mean  I  can  con- 
ceive that  some  men  would  be  better  dead.  But  who 
are  we  to  know  all  the  springs  of  God's  unfortunate 
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creatures?  Who  are  we  to  trust  ourselves  where  it 
seems  that  God  himself  must  think  twice  before  He 
treads,  and  to  do  it  with  delight?  Yes,  with  delight. 
Tigris  ut  aspera. ' ' 

"Perhaps  not  a  pleasant  spectacle,"  said  Glenal- 
mond.  "And  yet,  do  you  know,  I  think  somehow  a 
great  one." 

"I've  had  a  long  talk  with  him  to-night,"  said 
Archie. 

"I  was  supposing  so,"  said  Glenalmond. 

"And  he  struck  me  I  can  not  deny  that  he 

struck  me  as  something  very  big,"  pursued  the  son. 
"Yes,  he  is  big.  He  never  spoke  about  himself;  only 
about  me.  I  suppose  I  admired  him.  The  dreadful 
part " 

"Suppose  we  did  not  talk  about  that,"  interrupted 
Glenalmond.  "You  know  it  very  well,  it  cannot  in 
any  way  help  that  you  should  brood  upon  it,  and  I 
sometimes  wonder  whether  you  and  I — who  are  a  pair 
of  sentimentalists  —  are  quite  good  judges  of  plain 
men." 

"How  do  you  mean?"  asked  Archie. 

"Fair  judges,  I  mean,"  replied  Glenalmond.  "Can 
we  be  just  to  them?  Do  we  not  ask  too  much? 
There  was  a  word  of  yours  just  now  that  impressed 
me  a  little  when  you  asked  me  who  we  were  to  know 
all  the  springs  of  God's  unfortunate  creatures.  You 
applied  that,  as  I  understood,  to  capital  cases  only. 
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But  does  it — I  ask  myself — does  it  not  apply  all 
through?  Is  it  any  less  difficult  to  judge  of  a  good 
man  or  of  a  half-good  man,  than  of  the  worst  criminal 
at  the  bar?  And  may  not  each  have  relevant  excuses?" 

"Ah,  but  we  do  not  talk  of  punishing  the  good," 
cried  Archie. 

"No,  we  do  not  talk  of  it,"  said  Glenalmond. 
"But  I  think  we  do  it.  Your  father,  for  instance." 

"You  think  I  have  punished  him?"  cried  Archie. 

Lord  Glenalmond  bowed  his  head. 

"I  think  I  have,"  said  Archie.  "And  the  worst 
is,  I  think  he  feels  it!  How  much,  who  can  tell,  with 
such  a  being?  But  I  think  he  does." 

"And  I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  Glenalmond. 

"Has  he  spoken  to  you,  then?"  cried  Archie. 

"Oh,  no,"  replied  the  Judge. 

"I  tell  you  honestly,"  said  Archie,  "I  want  to  make 
it  up  to  him.  I  will  go,  I  have  already  pledged  my- 
self to  go,  to  Hermiston.  That  was  to  him.  And 
now  I  pledge  myself  to  you,  in  the  sight  of  God,  that 
I  will  close  my  mouth  on  capital  punishment  and  all 
other  subjects  where  our  views  may  clash,  for — how 
long  shall  I  say?  when  shall  I  have  sense  enough? — ten 
years.  Is  that  well?" 

"It  is  well,"  said  my  lord. 

"As  far  as  it  goes,"  said  Archie.  "It  is  enough 
as  regards  myself,  it  is  to  lay  down  enough  of  my 
conceit.  But  as  regards  him,  whom  I  have  publicly 
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insulted?  What  am  I  to  do  to  him?  How  do  you 
pay  attentions  to  a — an  Alp  like  that?" 

"Only  in  one  way,"  replied  Glenalmond.  "Only 
by  obedience,  punctual,  prompt,  and  scrupulous." 

"And  I  promise  that  he  shall  have  it,"  answered 
Archie.  "I  offer  you  my  hand  in  pledge  of  it." 

"And  I  take  your  hand  as  a  solemnity,"  replied  the 
Judge.  "God  bless  you,  my  dear,  and  enable  you  to 
keep  your  promise.  God  guide  you  in  the  true  way, 
and  spare  your  days,  and  preserve  to  you  your  honest 
heart."  At  that,  he  kissed  the  young  man  upon  the 
forehead  in  a  gracious,  distant,  antiquated  way;  and 
instantly  launched,  with  a  marked  change  of  voice, 
into  another  subject.  "And  now,  let  us  replenish  the 
tankard;  and  I  believe,  if  you  will  try  my  Cheddar 
again,  you  would  find  you  had  a  better  appetite.  The 
Court  has  spoken,  and  the  case  is  dismissed." 

"No,  there  is  one  thing  I  must  say,"  cried  Archie. 

"I  must  say  it  in  justice  to  himself.  I  know — I 
believe  faithfully,  slavishly,  after  our  talk — he  will 
never  ask  me  anything  unjust.  I  am  proud  to  feel  it, 
that  we  have  that  much  in  common,  I  am  proud  to 
say  it  to  you." 

The  Judge,  with  shining  eyes,  raised  his  tankard. 

"And  I  think  perhaps  that  we  might  permit  our- 
selves a  toast,"  said  he.  "I  should  like  to  propose 
the  health  of  a  man  very  different  from  me  and  very 
much  my  superior — a  man  from  whom  I  have  often 
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differed,  who  has  often  (in  the  trivial  expression" 
rubbed  me  the  wrong  way,  but  whom  I  have  never 
ceased  to  respect  and,  I  may  add,  to  be  not  a  little 
afraid  of.  Shall  I  give  you  his  name?" 

"The  Lord  Justice-Clerk,  Lord  Hermiston,"  said 
Archie,  almost  with  gaiety;  and  the  pair  drank  the 
toast  deeply. 

It  was  not  precisely  easy  to  re-establish,  after  these 
emotional  passages,  the  natural  flow  of  conversation. 
But  the  Judge  eked  out  what  was  wanting  with  kind 
looks,  produced  his  snuff-box  (which  was  very  rarely 
seen)  to  fill  in  a  pause,  and  at  last,  despairing  of  any 
further  social  success,  was  upon  the  point  of  getting 
down  a  book  to  read  a  favourite  passage,  when  there 
came  a  rather  startling  summons  at  the  front  door, 
and  Carstairs  ushered  in  my  Lord  Glenkindie,  hot 
from  a  midnight  supper.  I  am  not  aware  that  Glen- 
kindie was  ever  a  beautiful  object,  being  short,  and 
gross-bodied,  and  with  an  expression  of  sensuality 
comparable  to  a  bear's.  At  that  moment,  coming  in 
hissing  from  many  potations,  with  a  flushed  counte- 
nance and  blurred  eyes,  he  was  strikingly  contrasted 
with  the  tall,  pale,  kingly  figure  of  Glenalmond.  A 
rush  of  confused  thought  came  over  Archie — of  shame 
that  this  was  one  of  his  father's  elect  friends;  of 
pride,  that  at  the  least  of  it  Hermiston  could  carry  his 
liquor;  and  last  of  all,  of  rage,  that  he  should  have 
here  under  his  eye  the  man  that  had  betrayed  him. 


OPINION   OF  THE   BENCH  399 

And  then  that  too  passed  away;  and  he  sat  quiet, 
biding  his  opportunity. 

The  tipsy  senator  plunged  at  once  into  an  explana- 
tion with  Glenalmond.  There  was  a  point  reserved 
yesterday,  he  had  been  able  to  make  neither  head  nor 
tail  of  it,  and  seeing  lights  in  the  house,  he  had  just 
dropped  in  for  a  glass  of  porter — and  at  this  point  he 
became  aware  of  the  third  person.  Archie  saw  the 
cod's  mouth  and  the  blunt  lips  of  Glenkindie  gape 
at  him  for  a  moment,  and  the  recognition  twinkle  in 
his  eyes. 

"Who's  this?"  said  he.  "What?  is  this  possibly 
you,  Don  Quickshot?  And  how  are  ye?  And  how's 
your  father?  And  what's  all  this  we  hear  of  you?  It 
seems  you're  a  most  extraordinary  leveller,  by  all 
tales.  No  king,  no  parliaments,  and  your  gorge  rises 
at  the  macers,  worthy  men!  Hoot,  toot!  Dear,  dear 
me!  Your  father's  son  too!  Most  rideekulous!" 

Archie  was  on  his  feet,  flushing  a  little  at  the  reap- 
pearance of  his  unhappy  figure  of  speech,  but  perfectly 
self-possessed.  "My  lord — and  you,  Lord  Glenalmond, 
my  dear  friend,"  he  began,  "this  is  a  happy  chance 
for  me,  that  I  can  make  my  confession  and  offer  my 
apologies  to  two  of  you  at  once." 

"Ah,  but  I  don't  know  about  that.  Confession? 
It'll  be  judeecial,  my  young  friend,"  cried  the  jocular 
Glenkindie.  "And  I'm  afraid  to  listen  to  ye.  Think 
if  ye  were  to  make  me  a  coanvert ! ' ' 
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"If  you  would  allow  me,  my  lord,"  returned 
Archie,  "what  I  have  to  say  is  very  serious  to  me; 
and  be  pleased  to  be  humorous  after  I  am  gone ! ' ' 

"Remember,  I'll  hear  nothing  against  the  macers!" 
put  in  the  incorrigible  Glenkindie. 

But  Archie  continued  as  though  he  had  not  spoken. 
"I  have  played,  both  yesterday  and  to-day,  a  part  for 
which  I  can  only  offer  the  excuse  of  youth.  I  was  so 
unwise  as  to  go  to  an  execution;  it  seems,  I  made  a 
scene  at  the  gallows;  not  content  with  which,  I  spoke 
the  same  night  in  a  college  society  against  capital 
punishment.  This  is  the  extent  of  what  I  have  done, 
and  in  case  you  hear  more  alleged  against  me,  I  pro- 
test my  innocence.  I  have  expressed  my  regret  already 
to  my  father,  who  is  so  good  as  to  pass  my  conduct 
over — in  a  degree,  and  upon  the  condition  that  I  am 
to  leave  my  law  studies. "  .  .  . 


CHAPTER   V 

WINTER   ON  THE   MOORS 

I— AT  HERMISTON 

THE  road  to  Hermiston  runs  for  a  great  part  of 
the  way  up  the  valley  of  a  stream,  a  favourite  with 
anglers  and  with  midges,  full  of  falls  and  pools,  and 
shaded  by  willows  and  natural  woods  of  birch.  Here 
and  there,  but  at  great  distances,  a  by-way  branches 
off,  and  a  gaunt  farmhouse  may  be  descried  above  in 
a  fold  of  the  hill;  but  the  more  part  of  the  time,  the 
road  would  be  quite  empty  of  passage  and  the  hills  of 
habitation.  Hermiston  parish  is  one  of  the  least 
populous  in  Scotland;  and,  by  the  time  you  came  that 
length,  you  would  scarce  be  surprised  at  the  inimi- 
table smallness  of  the  kirk,  a  dwarfish,  ancient  place 
seated  for  fifty,  and  standing  in  a  green  by  the  burn- 
side  among  two-score  gravestones.  The  manse  close 
by,  although  no  more  than  a  cottage,  is  surrounded  by 
the  brightness  of  a  flower-garden  and  the  straw  roofs 
of  bees;  and  the  whole  colony,  kirk  and  manse,  garden 
and  graveyard,  finds  harbourage  in  a  grove  of  rowans, 
and  is  all  the  year  round  in  a  great  silence  broken 
only  by  the  drone  of  the  bees,  the  tinkle  of  the  burn, 
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and  the  bell  on  Sundays.  A  mile  beyond  the  kirk  the 
road  leaves  the  valley  by  a  precipitous  ascent,  and 
brings  you  a  little  after  to  the  place  of  Hermiston, 
where  it  comes  to  an  end  in  the  backyard  before  the 
coach-house.  All  beyond  and  about  is  the  great  field 
of  the  hills;  the  plover,  the  curlew,  and  the  lark  cry 
there;  the  wind  blows  as  it  blows  in  a  ship's  rigging, 
hard  and  cold  and  pure;  and  the  hill-tops  huddle  one 
behind  another  like  a  herd  of  cattle  into  the  sunset. 

The  house  was  sixty  years  old,  unsightly,  com- 
fortable; a  farmyard  and  a  kitchen-garden  on  the  left, 
with  a  fruit  wall  where  little  hard  green  pears  came 
to  their  maturity  about  the  end  of  October. 

The  policy  (as  who  should  say  the  park)  was  of 
some  extent,  but  very  ill  reclaimed;  heather  and  moor- 
fowl  had  crossed  the  boundary  wall  and  spread  and 
roosted  within;  and  it  would  have  tasked  a  landscape 
gardener  to  say  where  policy  ended  and  unpolicied 
nature  began.  My  lord  had  been  led  by  the  influence 
of  Mr.  Sheriff  Scott  into  a  considerable  design  of 
planting;  many  acres  were  accordingly  set  out  with 
fir,  and  the  little  feathery  besoms  gave  a  false  scale 
and  lent  a  strange  air  of  a  toyshop  to  the  moors.  A 
great,  rooty  sweetness  of  bogs  was  in  the  air,  and  at 
all  seasons  an  infinite  melancholy  piping  of  hill  birds. 
Standing  so  high  and  with  so  little  shelter,  it  was 
a  cold,  exposed  house,  splashed  by  showers,  drenched 
by  continuous  rains  that  made  the  gutters  to  spout, 
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beaten  upon  and  buffeted  by  all  the  winds  of  heaven; 
and  the  prospect  would  be  often  black  with  tempest, 
and  often  white  with  the  snows  of  winter.  But  the 
house  was  wind  and  weather  proof,  the  hearths  were 
kept  bright,  and  the  rooms  pleasant  with  live  fires 
of  peat;  and  Archie  might  sit  of  an  evening  and  hear 
the  squalls  bugle  on  the  moorland,  and  watch  the  fire 
prosper  in  the  earthy  fuel,  and  the  smoke  winding 
up  the  chimney,  and  drink  deep  of  the  pleasures  of 
shelter. 

Solitary  as  the  place  was,  Archie  did  not  want  neigh- 
bours. Every  night,  if  he  chose,  he  might  go  down  to 
the  manse  and  share  a  "brewst"  of  toddy  with  the  min- 
ister— a  hare-brained  ancient  gentleman,  long  and  light 
and  still  active,  though  his  knees  were  loosened  with 
age,  and  his  voice  broke  continually  in  childish  trebles 
— and  his  lady  wife,  a  heavy,  comely  dame,  without  a 
word  to  say  for  herself  beyond  good  even  and  good 
day.  Harum-scarum,  clodpole  young  lairds  of  the 
neighbourhood  paid  him  the  compliment  of  a  visit. 
Young  Hay  of  Romanes  rode  down  to  call,  on  his  crop- 
eared  pony;  young  Pringle  of  Drumanno  came  up  on 
his  bony  grey.  Hay  remained  on  the  hospitable  field, 
and  must  be  carried  to  bed;  Pringle  got  somehow  to 
his  saddle  about  3  A.M.,  and  (as  Archie  stood  with  the 
lamp  on  the  upper  doorstep)  lurched,  uttered  a  sense- 
less view  halloa,  and  vanished  out  of  the  small  circle 
of  illumination  like  a  wraith.  Yet  a  minute  or  two 
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longer  the  clatter  of  his  breakneck  flight  was  audible, 
then  it  was  cut  off  by  the  intervening  steepness  of  the 
hill;  and  again,  a  great  while  after,  the  renewed  beat- 
ing of  phantom  horse-hoofs,  far  in  the  valley  of  the 
Hermiston,  showed  that  the  horse  at  least,  if  not  his 
rider,  was  still  on  the  homeward  way. 

There  was  a  Tuesday  club  at  the  "Crosskeys"  in 
Crossmichael,  where  the  young  bloods  of  the  country- 
side congregated  and  drank  deep  on  a  percentage  of 
the  expense,  so  that  he  was  left  gainer  who  should 
have  drunk  the  most.  Archie  had  no  great  mind  to 
this  diversion,  but  he  took  it  like  a  duty  laid  upon 
him,  went  with  a  decent  regularity,  did  his  manfullest 
with  the  liquor,  held  up  his  head  in  the  local  jests, 
and  got  home  again  and  was  able  to  put  up  his  horse, 
to  the  admiration  of  Kirstie  and  the  lass  that  helped 
her.  He  dined  at  Driffel,  supped  at  Windielaws.  He 
went  to  the  new  year's  ball  at  Huntsfield  and  was 
made  welcome,  and  thereafter  rode  to  hounds  with  my 
Lord  Muirfell,  upon  whose  name,  as  that  of  a  legiti- 
mate Lord  of  Parliament,  in  a  work  so  full  of  Lords 
of  Session,  my  pen  should  pause  reverently.  Yet  the 
same  fate  attended  him  here  as  in  Edinburgh.  The 
habit  of  solitude  tends  to  perpetuate  itself,  and  an 
austerity  of  which  he  was  quite  unconscious,  and  a 
pride  which  seemed  arrogance,  and  perhaps  was  chiefly 
shyness,  discouraged  and  offended  his  new  companions. 
Hay  did  not  return  more  than  twice,  Pringle  never  at 
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all,  and  there  came  a  time  when  Archie  even  desisted 
from  the  Tuesday  Club,  and  became  in  all  things — • 
what  he  had  had  the  name  of  almost  from  the  first — 
the  Recluse  of  Hermiston.  High-nosed  Miss  Pringle 
of  Drumanno  and  high-stepping  Miss  Marshall  of  the 
Mains  were  understood  to  have  had  a  difference  of 
opinion  about  him  the  day  after  the  ball — he  was  none 
the  wiser,  he  could  not  suppose  himself  to  be  remarked 
by  these  entrancing  ladies.  At  the  bail  itself  my  Lord 
Muirfell's  daughter,  the  Lady  Flora,  spoke  to  him 
twice,  and  the  second  time  with  a  touch  of  appeal,  so 
that  her  colour  rose  and  her  voice  trembled  a  little  in 
his  ear,  like  a  passing  grace  in  music.  He  stepped 
back  with  a  heart  on  fire,  coldly  and  not  ungracefully 
excused  himself,  and  a  little  after  watched  her  dan- 
cing with  young  Drumanno  of  the  empty  laugh,  and 
was  harrowed  at  the  sight,  and  raged  to  himself  that 
this  was  a  world  in  which  it  was  given  to  Drumanno 
to  please,  and  to  himself  only  to  stand  aside  and  envy. 
He  seemed  excluded,  as  of  right,  from  the  favour  of 
such  society — seemed  to  extinguish  mirth  wherever  he 
came,  and  was  quick  to  feel  the  wound,  and  desist, 
and  retire  into  solitude.  If  he  had  but  understood 
the  figure  he  presented,  and  the  impression  he  made 
on  these  bright  eyes  and  tender  hearts;  if  he  had  but 
guessed  that  the  Recluse  of  Hermiston,  young,  grace- 
ful, well  spoken,  but  always  cold,  stirred  the  maidens 
of  the  county  with  the  charm  of  Byronism  when 
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Byronism  was  new,  it  may  be  questioned  whether  his 
destiny  might  not  even  yet  have  been  modified.  It 
may  be  questioned,  and  I  think  it  should  be  doubted. 
It  was  in  his  horoscope  to  be  parsimonious  of  pain  to 
himself,  or  of  the  chance  of  pain,  even  to  the  avoid- 
ance of  any  opportunity  of  pleasure;  to  have  a  Roman 
sense  of  duty,  an  instinctive  aristocracy  of  manners 
and  taste;  to  be  the  son  of  Adam  Weir  and  Jean 
Rutherford. 

II — KIRSTIE 

Kirstie  was  now  over  fifty,  and  might  have  sat  to  a 
sculptor.  Long  of  limb  and  still  light  of  foot,  deep- 
breasted,  robust-loined,  her  golden  hair  not  yet 
mingled  with  any  trace  of  silver,  the  years  had  but 
caressed  and  embellished  her.  By  the  lines  of  a  rich 
and  vigorous  maternity,  she  seemed  destined  to  be  the 
bride  of  heroes  and  the  mother  of  their  children;  and 
behold,  by  the  iniquity  of  fate,  she  had  passed 
through  her  youth  alone,  and  drew  near  to  the  con- 
fines of  age,  a  childless  woman.  The  tender  ambitions 
that  she  had  received  at  birth  had  been,  by  time  and 
disappointment,  diverted  into  a  certain  barren  zeal  of 
industry  and  fury  of  interference.  She  carried  her 
thwarted  ardours  into  housework,  she  washed  floors 
with  her  empty  heart.  If  she  could  not  win  the  love 
of  one  with  love,  she  must  dominate  all  by  her  tem- 
per. Hasty,  wordy,  and  wrathful,  she  had  a  drawn 
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quarrel  with  most  of  her  neighbours,  and  with  the 
others  not  much  more  than  armed  neutrality.  The 
grieve's  wife  had  been  "sneisty;"  the  sister  of  the 
gardener  who  kept  house  for  him  had  shown  herself 
"upsitten;"  and  she  wrote  to  Lord  Hermiston  about 
once  a  year  demanding  the  discharge  of  the  offenders, 
and  justifying  the  demand  by  much  wealth  of  detail. 
For  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  the  quarrel  rested 
with  the  wife  and  did  not  take  in  the  husband  also — • 
or  with  the  gardener's  sister,  and  did  not  speedily 
include  the  gardener  himself.  As  the  upshot  of  all 
this  petty  quarrelling  and  intemperate  speech,  she  was 
practically  excluded  (like  a  lightkeeper  on  his  tower) 
from  the  comforts  of  human  association;  except  with 
her  own  indoor  drudge,  who,  being  but  a  lassie  and 
entirely  at  her  mercy,  must  submit  to  the  shifty 
weather  of  "the  mistress's"  moods  without  com- 
plaint, and  be  willing  to  take  buffets  or  caresses 
according  to  the  temper  of  the  hour.  To  Kirstie,  thus 
situate  and  in  the  Indian  summer  of  her  heart, 
which  was  slow  to  submit  to  age,  the  gods  sent  this 
equivocal  good  thing  of  Archie's  presence.  She  had 
known  him  in  the  cradle  and  paddled  him  when  he 
misbehaved;  and  yet,  as  she  had  not  so  much  as  set 
eyes  on  him  since  he  was  eleven  and  had  his  .last 
serious  illness,  the  tall,  slender,  refined,  and  rather 
melancholy  young  gentleman  of  twenty  came  upon 
her  with  the  shock  of  a  new  acquaintance.  He  was 
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"Young  Hermiston,"  "the  laird  himsel';"  he  had  an 
air  of  distinctive  superiority,  a  cold  straight  glance  of 
his  black  eyes,  that  abashed  the  woman's  tantrums  in 
the  beginning,  and  therefore  the  possibility  of  any 
quarrel  was  excluded.  He  was  new,  and  therefore 
immediately  aroused  her  curiosity;  he  was  reticent, 
and  kept  it  awake.  And  lastly  he  was  dark  and  she 
fair,  and  he  was  male  and  she  female,  the  everlasting 
fountains  of  interest. 

Her  feeling  partook  of  the  loyalty  of  a  clanswoman, 
the  hero-worship  of  a  maiden  aunt,  and  the  idolatry 
due  to  a  god.  No  matter  what  he  had  asked  of  her, 
ridiculous  or  tragic,  she  would  have  done  it  and  joyed 
to  do  it.  Her  passion,  for  it  was  nothing  less,  en- 
tirely filled  her.  It  was  a  rich  physical  pleasure  to 
make  his  bed  or  light  his  lamp  for  him  when  he  was 
absent,  to  pull  off  his  wet  boots  or  wait  on  him  at 
dinner  when  he  returned.  A  young  man  who  should 
have  so  doted  on  the  idea,  moral  and  physical,  of  any 
woman,  might  be  properly  described  as  being  in  love, 
head  and  heels,  and  would  have  behaved  himself 
accordingly.  But  Kirstie — though  her  heart  leaped 
at  his  coming  footsteps — though,  when  he  patted  her 
shoulder,  her  face  brightened  for  the  day — had  not 
a  hope  or  thought  beyond  the  present  moment  and 
its  perpetuation  to  the  end  of  time.  Till  the  end 
of  time  she  would  have  had  nothing  altered,  but 
still  continue  delightedly  to  serve  her  idol,  and  be 
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repaid   (say  twice  in  the  month)  with  a  clap  on  the 
shoulder. 

I  have  said  her  heart  leaped — it  is  the  accepted 
phrase.  But  rather,  when  she  was  alone  in  any  cham- 
ber of  the  house,  and  heard  his  foot  passing  on  the 
corridors,  something  in  her  bosom  rose  slowly  until  her 
breath  was  suspended,  and  as  slowly  fell  again  with  a 
deep  sigh,  when  the  steps  had  passed  and  she  was  dis- 
appointed of  her  eyes'  desire.  This  perpetual  hunger 
and  thirst  of  his  presence  kept  her  all  day  on  the  alert. 
When  he  went  forth  at  morning,  she  would  stand  and 
follow  him  with  admiring  looks.  As  it  grew  late  and 
drew  to  the  time  of  his  return,  she  would  steal  forth 
to  a  corner  of  the  policy  wall  and  be  seen  standing 
there  sometimes  by  the  hour  together,  gazing  with 
shaded  eyes,  waiting  the  exquisite  and  barren  pleasure 
of  his  view  a  mile  off  on  the  mountains.  When  at 
night  she  had  trimmed  and  gathered  the  fire,  turned 
down  his  bed,  and  laid  out  his  night-gear — when  there 
was  no  more  to  be  done  for  the  king's  pleasure,  but 
to  remember  him  fervently  in  her  usually  very  tepid 
prayers,  and  go  to  bed  brooding  upon  his  perfections, 
his  future  career,  and  what  she  should  give  him  the 
next  day  for  dinner — there  still  remained  before  her 
one  more  opportunity;  she  was  still  to  take  in  the  tray 
and  say  good-night.  Sometimes  Archie  would  glance 
up  from  his  book  with  a  preoccupied  nod  and  a  per- 
functory salutation  which  was  in  truth  a  dismissal; 
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sometimes — and  by  degrees  more  often — the  volume 
would  be  laid  aside,  he  would  meet  her  coming  with  a 
look  of  relief;  and  the  conversation  would  be  engaged, 
last  out  the  supper,  and  be  prolonged  till  the  small 
hours  by  the  waning  fire.  It  was  no  wonder  that 
Archie  was  fond  of  company  after  his  solitary  days; 
and  Kirstie,  upon  her  side,  exerted  all  the  arts  of  her 
vigorous  nature  to  ensnare  his  attention.  She  would 
keep  back  some  piece  of  news  during  dinner  to  be  fired 
off  with  the  entrance  of  the  supper  tray,  and  form  as 
it  were  the  lever  de  rideau  of  the  evening's  entertain- 
ment. Once  he  had  heard  her  tongue  wag,  she  made 
sure  of  the  result.  From  one  subject  to  another  she 
moved  by  insidious  transitions,  fearing  the  least 
silence,  fearing  almost  to  give  him  time  for  an  answer 
lest  it  should  slip  into  a  hint  of  separation.  Like  so 
many  people  of  her  class,  she  was  a  brave  narrator; 
her  place  was  on  the  hearth-rug  and  she  made  it  a  ros- 
trum, miming  her  stories  as  she  told  them,  fitting 
them  with  vital  detail,  spinning  them  out  with  endless 
"quo'  he's"  and  "quo'  she's,"  her  voice  sinking  into 
a  whisper  over  the  supernatural  or  the  horrific;  until 
she  would  suddenly  spring  up  in  affected  surprise,  and 
pointing  to  the  clock,  "Mercy,  Mr.  Archie!"  she 
would  say,  "Whatten  a  time  o'  night  is  this  of  it! 
God  forgive  me  for  a  daft  wife!"  So  it  befell,  by 
good  management,  that  she  was  not  only  the  first  to 
begin  these  nocturnal  conversations,  but  invariably  the 
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first  to  break  them  off;  so  she  managed  to  retire  and 
not  to  be  dismissed. 

Ill — A  BORDER  FAMILY 

Such  an  unequal  intimacy  has  never  been  uncommon 
in  Scotland,  where  the  clan  spirit  survives;  where  the 
servant  tends  to  spend  her  life  in  the  same  service,  a 
helpmeet  at  first,  then  a  tyrant,  and  at  last  a  pen- 
sioner; where,  besides,  she  is  not  necessarily  destitute 
of  the  pride  of  birth,  but  is,  perhaps,  like  Kirstie,  a 
connection  of  her  master's,  and  at  least  knows  the 
legend  of  her  own  family,  and  may  count  kinship  with 
some  illustrious  dead.  For  that  is  the  mark  of  the 
Scot  of  all  classes:  that  he  stands  in  an  attitude 
towards  the  past  unthinkable  to  Englishmen,  and  re- 
members and  cherishes  the  memory  of  his  forbears, 
good  or  bad;  and  there  burns  alive  in  him  a  sense  of 
identity  with  the  dead  even  to  the  twentieth  genera- 
tion. No  more  characteristic  instance  could  be  found 
than  in  the  family  of  Kirstie  Elliott.  They  were  all, 
and  Kirstie  the  first  of  all,  ready  and  eager  to  pour 
forth  the  particulars  of  their  genealogy,  embellished 
with  every  detail  that  memory  had  handed  down  or 
fancy  fabricated;  and,  behold!  from  every  ramification 
of  that  tree  there  dangled  a  halter.  The  Elliotts 
themselves  have  had  a  chequered  history;  but  these 
Elliotts  deduced,  besides,  from  three  of  the  most 
unfortunate  of  the  border  clans — the  Nicksons,  the 
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Ellwalds,  and  the  Crozers.  One  ancestor  after  another 
might  be  seen  appearing  a  moment  out  of  the  rain  and 
the  hill  mist  upon  his  furtive  business,  speeding  home, 
perhaps,  with  a  paltry  booty  of  lame  horses  and  lean 
kine,  or  squealing  and  dealing  death  in  some  moorland 
feud  of  the  ferrets  and  the  wildcats.  One  after 
another  closed  his  obscure  adventures  in  mid-air, 
triced  up  to  the  arm  of  the  royal  gibbet  or  the  Baron's 
dule-tree.  For  the  rusty  blunderbuss  of  Scots  crimi- 
nal justice,  which  usually  hurts  nobody  but  jurymen, 
became  a  weapon  of  precision  for  the  Nicksons,  the 
Ellwalds,  and  the  Crozers.  The  exhilaration  of  their 
exploits  seemed  to  haunt  the  memories  of  their 
descendants  alone,  and  the  shame  to  be  forgotten. 
Pride  glowed  in  their  bosoms  to  publish  their  rela- 
tionship to  "Andrew  Ellwald  of  the  Laverockstanes, 
called  'Unchancy  Dand,'  who  was  justifeed  wi'  seeven 
mair  of  the  same  name  at  Jeddart  in  the  days  of  King 
James  the  Sax."  In  all  this  tissue  of  crime  and  mis- 
fortune, the  Elliotts  of  Cauldstaneslap  had  one  boast 
which  must  appear  legitimate:  the  males  were  gal- 
lows-birds, born  outlaws,  petty  thieves,  and  deadly 
brawlers;  but  according  to  the  same  tradition,  the 
females  were  all  chaste  and  faithful.  The  power  of 
ancestry  on  the  character  is  not  limited  to  the  inheri- 
tance of  cells.  If  I  buy  ancestors  by  the  gross  from 
the  benevolence  of  Lion  King  at  Arms,  my  grandson 
(if  he  is  Scottish)  will  feel  a  quickening  emulation  of 
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their  deeds.  The  men  of  the  Elliotts  were  proud, 
lawless,  violent  as  of  right,  cherishing  and  prolonging 
a  tradition.  In  like  manner  with  the  women.  And 
the  women,  essentially  passionate  and  reckless,  who 
crouched  on  the  rug,  in  the  shine  of  the  peat  fire,  tell- 
ing these  tales,  had  cherished  through  life  a  wild 
integrity  of  virtue. 

Her  father  Gilbert  had  been  deeply  pious,  a  savage 
disciplinarian  in  the  antique  style,  and  withal  a 
notorious  smuggler.  "I  mind  when  I  was  a  bairn 
getting  mony  a  skelp  and  being  shoo'd  to  bed  like 
pou'try,"  she  would  say.  "That  would  be  when  the 
lads  and  their  bit  kegs  were  on  the  road.  We've  had 
the  riffraff  of  two-three  counties  in  our  kitchen, 
mony's  the  time,  betwix'  the  twelve  and  the  three; 
and  their  lanterns  would  be  standing  in  the  fore- 
court, ay,  a  score  o'  them  at  once.  But  there  was  nae 
ungodly  talk  permitted  at  Cauldstaneslap;  my  faither 
was  a  consistent  man  in  walk  and  conversation;  just 
let  slip  an  aith,  and  there  was  the  door  to  ye!  He 
had  that  zeal  for  the  Lord,  it  was  a  fair  wonder  to 
hear  him  pray,  but  the  faimily  has  aye  had  a  gift  that 
way."  This  father  was  twice  married,  once  to  a  dark 
woman  of  the  old  Ellwald  stock,  by  whom  he  had  Gil- 
bert, presently  of  Cauldstaneslap;  and,  secondly,  to 
the  mother  of  Kirstie.  "He  was  an  auld  man  when  he 
married  her,  a  fell  auld  man  wi'  a  muckle  voice — you 
could  hear  him  rowting  from  the  top  o'  the  kye- 
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stairs,"  she  said;  "but  for  her,  it  appears,  he  was 
a  perfit  wonder.  It  was  gentle  blood  she  had,  Mr. 
Archie,  for  it  was  your  ain.  The  countryside  gaed 
gyte  about  her  and  her  gowden  hair.  Mines  is  no  to 
be  mentioned  wi'  it,  and  there's  few  weemen  has 
mair  hair  than  what  I  have,  or  yet  a  bonnier  colour. 
Often  would  I  tell  my  dear  Miss  Jeannie — that  was 
your  mother,  dear,  she  was  cruel  ta'en  up  about  her 
hair,  it  was  unco  tender,  ye  see — 'Houts,  Miss  Jean- 
nie,' I  would  say,  'just  fling  your  washes  and  your 
French  dentifrishes  in  the  back  o'  the  fire,  for  that's 
the  place  for  them;  and  awa  down  to  a  burnside,  and 
wash  yersel  in  cauld  hill  water,  and  dry  your  bonny 
hair  in  the  caller  wind  o'  the  muirs,  the  way  that  my 
mother  aye  washed  [hers,  and  that  I  have  aye  made  it 
a  practice  to  have  washen  mines — just  you  do  what  I 
tell  ye,  my  dear,  and  ye'll  give  me  news  of  it!  Ye'll 
have  hair,  and  routh  of  hair,  a  pigtail  as  thick's  my 
arm,'  I  said,  'and  the  bonniest  colour  like  the  clear 
gowden  guineas,  so  as  the  lads  in  kirk'll  no  can  keep 
their  eyes  off  it!'  Weel,  it  lasted  out  her  time,  puir 
thing!  I  cuttit  a  lock  of  it  upon  her  corp  that  was 
lying  there  sae  cauld.  I'll  show  it  ye  some  of  thir 
days  if  ye 're  good.  But,  as  I  was  say  in',  my 

mither " 

On  the  death  of  the  father  there  remained  golden- 
haired  Kirstie,  who  took  service  with  her  distant 
kinsfolk,  the  Rutherfords,  and  black-a-vised  Gilbert, 
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twenty  years  older,  who  farmed  the  Cauldstaneslap, 
married,  and  begot  four  sons  between  1773  and  1784, 
and  a  daughter,  like  a  postscript,  in  '97,  the  year  of 
Camperdown  and  Cape  St.  Vincent.  It  seemed  it  was 
a  tradition  of  the  family  to  wind  up  with  a  belated 
girl.  In  1804,  at  the  age  of  sixty,  Gilbert  met  an 
end  that  might  be  called  heroic.  He  was  due  home 
from  market  any  time  from  eight  at  night  till  five  in 
the  morning,  and  in  any  condition  from  the  quarrel- 
some to  the  speechless,  for  he  maintained  to  that  age 
the  goodly  customs  of  the  Scots  farmer.  It  was 
known  on  this  occasion  that  he  had  a  good  bit  of 
money  to  bring  home;  the  word  had  gone  round 
loosely.  The  laird  had  shown  his  guineas,  and  if  any- 
body had  but  noticed  it,  there  was  an  ill-looking, 
vagabond  crew,  the  scum  of  Edinburgh,  that  drew  out 
of  the  market  long  ere  it  was  dusk  and  took  the  hill- 
road  by  Hermiston,  where  it  was  not  to  be  believed 
that  they  had  lawful  business.  One  of  the  country- 
side, one  Dickieson,  they  took  with  them  to  be  their 
guide,  and  dear  he  paid  for  it!  Of  a  sudden,  in  the 
ford  of  the  Broken  Dykes,  this  vermin  clan  fell  on  the 
laird,  six  to  one,  and  him  three  parts  asleep,  having 
drunk  hard.  But  it  is  ill  to  catch  an  Elliott.  For 
awhile,  in  the  night  and  the  black  water  that  was  deep 
as  to  his  saddle-girths,  he  wrought  with  his  staff  like 
a  smith  at  his  stithy,  and  great  was  the  sound  of 
oaths  and  blows.  With  that  the  ambuscade  was  burst, 
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and  he  rode  for  home  with  a  pistol-ball  in  him,  three 
knife-wounds,  the  loss  of  his  front  teeth,  a  broken  rib 
and  bridle,  and  a  dying  horse.  That  was  a  race  with 
death  that  the  laird  rode!  In  the  mirk  night,  with 
his  broken  bridle  and  his  head  swimming,  he  dug  his 
spurs  to  the  rowels  in  the  horse's  side,  and  the  horse, 
that  was  even  worse  off  than  himself,  the  poor  creat- 
ure! screamed  out  loud  like  a  person  as  he  went,  so 
that  the  hills  echoed  with  it,  and  the  folks  at  Cauld- 
staneslap  got  to  their  feet  about  the  table  and  looked 
at  each  other  with  white  faces.  The  horse  fell  dead 
at  the  yard  gate,  the  laird  won  the  length  of  the  house 
and  fell  there  on  the  threshold.  To  the  son  that 
raised  him  he  gave  the  bag  of  money.  "Hae,"  said 
he.  All  the  way  up  the  thieves  had  seemed  to  him  to 
be  at  his  heels,  but  now  the  hallucination  left  him — he 
saw  them  again  in  the  place  of  the  ambuscade — and 
the  thirst  of  vengeance  seized  on  his  dying  mind. 
Raising  himself  and  pointing  with  an  imperious  finger 
into  the  black  night  from  which  he  had  come,  he 
uttered  the  single  command,  "Brocken  Dykes,"  and 
fainted.  He  had  never  been  loved,  but  he  had  been 
feared  in  honour.  At  that  sight,  at  that  word,  gasped 
out  at  them  from  a  toothless  and  bleeding  mouth,  the 
old  Elliott  spirit  awoke  with  a  shout  in  the  four  sons. 
"Wanting  the  hat,"  continues  my  author,  Kirstie, 
whom  I  but  haltingly  follow,  for  she  told  this  tale  like 
one  inspired,  "wanting  guns,  for  there  wasnae  twa 
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grains  o'  pouder  in  the  house,  wi'  nae  mair  weepon 
than  their  sticks  into  their  hands,  the  fower  o'  them 
took  the  road.  Only  Hob,  and  that  was  the  eldest, 
hunkered  at  the  door-sill  where  the  blood  had  rin, 
fyled  his  hand  wi'  it,  and  haddit  it  up  to  Heeven  in 
the  way  o'  the  auld  Border  aith.  'Hell  shall  have  her 
ain  again  this  nicht!'  he  raired,  and  rode  forth  upon 
his  errand."  It  was  three  miles  to  Broken  Dykes, 
down  hill,  and  a  sore  road.  Kirstie  has  seen  men 
from  Edinburgh  dismounting  there  in  plain  day  to 
lead  their  horses.  But  the  four  brothers  rode  it  as  if 
Auld  Hornie  were  behind  and  Heaven  in  front.  Come 
to  the  ford,  and  there  was  Dickieson.  By  all  tales, 
he  was  not  dead,  but  breathed  and  reared  upon  his 
elbow,  and  cried  out  to  them  for  help.  It  was  at  a 
graceless  face  that  he  asked  mercy.  As  soon  as  Hob 
saw,  by  the  glint  of  the  lantern,  the  eyes  shining  and 
the  whiteness  of  the  teeth  in  the  man's  face,  "Damn 
you!"  says  he;  "ye  hae  your  teeth,  hae  ye?"  and  rode 
his  horse  to  and  fro  upon  that  human  remnant.  Be- 
yond that,  Dandie  must  dismount  with  the  lantern 
to  be  their  guide;  he  was  the  youngest  son,  scarce 
twenty  at  the  time.  "A'  nicht  long  they  gaed  in  the 
wet  heath  and  jennipers,  and  whaur  they  gaed  they 
neither  knew  nor  cared,  but  just  followed  the  bluid- 
stains  and  the  footprints  o'  their  faither's  murderers. 
And  a'  nicht  Dandie  had  his  nose  to  the  grund  like  a 
tyke,  and  the  ithers  followed  and  spak'  naething, 
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neither  black  nor  white.  There  was  nae  noise  to  be 
heard,  but  just  the  sough  of  the  swalled  burns,  and 
Hob,  the  dour  yin,  risping  his  teeth  as  he  gaed." 
With  the  first  glint  of  the  morning  they  saw  they  were 
on  the  drove  road,  and  at  that  the  four  stopped  and 
had  a  dram  to  their  breakfasts,  for  they  knew  that 
Dand  must  have  guided  them  right,  and  the  rogues 
could  be  but  little  ahead,  hot  foot  for  Edinburgh  by 
the  way  of  the  Pentland  Hills.  By  eight  o'clock  they 
had  word  of  them — a  shepherd  had  seen  four  men 
"uncoly  mishandled"  go  by  in  the  last  hour.  "That's 
yin  a  piece,"  says  Clem,  and  swung  his  cudgel. 
"Five  o'  them!"  says  Hob.  "God's  death,  but  the 
faither  was  a  man!  And  him  drunk!"  And  then 
there  befell  them  what  my  author  termed  "a  sair  mis- 
begowk,"  for  they  were  overtaken  by  a  posse  of 
mounted  neighbors  come  to  aid  in  the  pursuit.  Four 
sour  faces  looked  dn  the  reinforcement.  "The  deil's 
broughten  you!"  said  Clem,  and  they  rode  thencefor.- 
ward  in  the  rear  of  the  party  with  hanging  heads. 
Before  ten  they  had  found  and  secured  the  rogues,  and 
by  three  of  the  afternoon,  as  they  rode  up  the  Vennel 
with  their  prisoners,  they  were  aware  of  a  concourse 
of  people  bearing  in  their  midst  something  that 
dripped.  "For  the  boady  of  the  saxt, "  pursued  Kirs- 
tie,  "wi'  his  head  smashed  like  a  hazelnit,  had  been 
a'  that  nicht  in  the  chairge  o'  Hermiston  Water,  and 
it  dunting  it  on  the  stanes,  and  grunding  it  on  the 
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shallows,  and  flinging  the  deid  thing  heels-ower-hur- 
die  at  the  Fa's  o'  Spango;  and  in  the  first  o'  the  day 
Tweed  had  got  a  hold  o'  him  and  carried  him  off  like  a 
wind,  for  it  was  uncoly  swalled  and  raced  wi'  him, 
bobbing  under  braesides,  and  was  long  playing  with 
the  creature  in  the  drumlie  lynns  under  the  castle, 
and  at  the  hinder  end  of  all  cuist  him  up  on  the  star- 
ling of  Crossmichael  brig.  Sae  there  they  were  a' 
thegither  at  last  (for  Dickieson  had  been  brought  in 
on  a  cart  long  syne),  and  folk  could  see  what  mainner 
o'  man  my  brither  had  been  that  had  held  his  head 
again  sax  and  saved  the  siller,  and  him  drunk!" 
Thus  died  of  honourable  injuries  and  in  the  savour  of 
fame  Gilbert  Elliott  of  the  Cauldstaneslap ;  but  his 
sons  had  scarce  less  glory  out  of  the  business.  Their 
savage  haste,  the  skill  with  which  Dand  had  found  and 
followed  the  trail,  the  barbarity  to  the  wounded  Dick- 
ieson (which  was  like  an  open  secret  in  the  county) 
and  the  doom  which  it  was  currently  supposed  they 
had  intended  for  the  others,  struck  and  stirred  popu- 
lar imagination.  Some  century  earlier  the  last  of  the 
minstrels  might  have  fashioned  the  last  of  the  ballads 
out  of  that  Homeric  fight  and  chase;  but  the  spirit 
was  dead,  or  had  been  reincarnated  already  in  Mr. 
Sheriff  Scott,  and  the  degenerate  moorsmen  must  be 
content  to  tell  the  tale  in  prose  and  to  make  of  the 
"Four  Black  Brothers"  a  unit  after  the  fashion  of  the 
"Twelve  Apostles"  or  the  "Three  Musketeers." 


420  WEIR  OF  HERMISTON 

Robert,  Gilbert,  Clement,  and  Andrew — in  the 
proper  Border  diminutive,  Hob,  Gib,  Clem 'and  Band 
Elliott — these  ballad  heroes  had  much  in  common;  in 
particular,  their  high  sense  of  the  family  and  the  fam- 
ily honour;  but  they  went  diverse  ways,  and  prospered 
and  failed  indifferent  businesses.  According  to  Kir.- 
sie,  "they  had  a'  bees  in  their  bonnets  but  Hob." 
Hob  the  laird  was,  indeed,  essentially  a  decent  man. 
An  elder  of  the  Kirk,  nobody  had  heard  an  oath  upon 
his  lips,  save,  perhaps,  thrice  or  so  at  the  sheep-wash- 
ing, since  the  chase  of  his  father's  murderers.  The 
figure  he  had  shown  on  that  eventful  night  disappeared 
as  if  swallowed  by  a  trap.  He  who  had  ecstatically 
dipped  his  hand  in  the  red  blood,  he  who  had  ridden 
down  Dickieson,  became,  from  that  moment  on,  a  stiff 
and  rather  gracele'ss  model  of  the  rustic  proprieties; 
cannily  profiting  by  the  high  war  prices,  and  yearly 
stowing  away  a  little  nest-egg  in  the  bank  against 
calamity;  approved  of  and  sometimes  consulted  by  the 
greater  lairds  for  the  massive  and  placid  sense  of  what 
he  said,  when  he  could  be  induced  to  say  anything; 
and  particularly  valued  by  the  minister,  Mr.  Tor- 
ranee,  as  a  right-hand  man  in  the  parish,  and  a  model 
to  parents.  The  transfiguration  had  been  for  the  mo- 
ment only;  some  Barbarossa,  some  old  Adam  of  our 
ancestors,  sleeps  in  all  of  us  till  the  fit  circumstance 
shall  call  it  into  action;  and  for  as  sober  as  he  now 
seemed,  Hob  had  given  once  for  all  the  measure  of 
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the  devil  that  haunted  him.  He  was  married,  and,  by 
reason  of  the  effulgence  of  that  legendary  night,  was 
adored  by  his  wife.  He  had  a  mob  of  little  lusty, 
barefoot  children  who  marched  in  a  caravan  the  long 
miles  to  school,  the  stages  of  whose  pilgrimage  were 
marked  by  acts  of  spoliation  and  mischief,  and  who 
were  qualified  in  the  countryside  as  "fair  pests." 
But  in  the  house,  if  "faither  was  in,"  they  were 
quiet  as  mice.  In  short,  Hob  moved  through  life  in 
a  great  peace — the  reward  of  anyone  who  shall  have 
killed  his  man,  with  any  formidable  and  figurative 
circumstance,  in  the  midst  of  a  country  gagged  and 
swaddled  with  civilisation. 

It  was  a  current  remark  that  the  Elliotts  were 
"guid  and  bad,  like  sanguishes;"  and  certainly  there 
was  a  curious  distinction,  the  men  of  business  coming 
alternately  with  the  dreamers.  The  second  brother 
Gib,  was  a  weaver  by  trade,  had  gone  out  early  into 
the  world  to  Edinburgh,  and  come  home  again  with 
his  wings  singed.  There  was  an  exaltation  in  his 
nature  which  had  led  him  to  embrace  with  enthusiasm 
the  principles  of  the  French  Revolution,  and  had 
ended  by  bringing  him  under  the  hawse  of  my  Lord 
Hermiston  in  that  furious  onslaught  of  his  upon  the 
Liberals,  which  sent  Muir  and  Palmer  into  exile  and 
dashed  the  party  into  chaff.  It  was  whispered  that 
my  lord,  in  his  great  scorn  for  the  movement,  and 
prevailed  upon  a  little  by  a  sense  of  neighbourliness, 
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had  given  Gib  a  hint.  Meeting  him  one  day  in  the 
Potterrow,  my  lord  had  stopped  in  front  of  him. 
"Gib,  ye  eediot,"  he  had  said,  "what's  this  I  hear  of 
you?  Poalitics,  poalitics,  poalitics,  weaver's  poali- 
tics,  is  the  way  of  it,  I  hear.  If  ye  are  nae  a' 
thegether  dozened  with  eediocy,  ye' 11  gang  your  ways 
back  to  Cauldstaneslap,  and  ca'  your  loom,  and  ca' 
your  loom,  man!"  And  Gilbert  had  taken  him  at  the 
word  and  returned,  with  an  expedition  almost  to  be 
called  flight,  to  the  house  of  his  father.  The  clearest 
of  his  inheritance  was  that  family  gift  of  prayer  of 
which  Kirstie  had  boasted;  and  the  baffled  politician 
now  turned  his  attention  to  religious  matters — or,  as 
others  said,  to  heresy  and  schism.  Every  Sunday 
morning  he  was  in  Crossmichael,  where  he  had  gath- 
ered together,  one  by  one,  a  sect  of  about  a  dozen 
persons,  who  called  themselves  "God's  Remnant  of  the 
True  Faithful,"  or,  for  short,  "God's"  Remnant." 
To  the  profane,  they  were  known  as  "Gib's  Deils." 
Baile  Sweedie,  a  noted  humorist  in  the  town,  vowed 
that  the  proceedings  always  opened  to  the  tune  of 
"The  Deil  Fly  Away  with  the  Exciseman,"  and  that 
the  sacrament  was  dispensed  in  the  form  of  hot  whis- 
key toddy;  both  wicked  hits  at  the  evangelist,  who 
had  been  suspected  of  smuggling  in  his  youth,  and 
had  been  overtaken  (as  the  phrase  went)  on  the  streets 
of  Crossmichael  one  Fair  day.  It  was  known  that 
every  Sunday  they  prayed  for  a  blessing  on  the  arms 
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of  Bonaparte,  For  this,  "God's  Remnant,"  as  they 
were  "skailing"  from  the  cottage  that  did  duty  for 
a  temple,  had  been  repeatedly  stoned  by  the  bairns, 
and  Gib  himself  hooted  by  a  squadron  of  Border  vol- 
unteers in  which  his  own  brother,  Dand,  rode  in  a 
uniform  and  with  a  drawn  sword.  The  "Remnant" 
were  believed,  besides,  to  be  "antinomian  in  princi- 
ple," which  might  otherwise  have  been  a  serious 
charge,  but  the  way  public  opinion  then  blew  it  was 
quite  swallowed  up  and  forgotten  in  the  scandal  about 
Bonaparte.  For  the  rest,  Gilbert  had  set  up  his  loom 
in  an  outhouse  at  Cauldstaneslap,  where  he  laboured 
assiduously  six  days  of  the  week.  His  brothers, 
appalled  by  his  political  opinions  and  willing  to  avoid 
dissension  in  the  household,  spoke  but  little  to  him; 
he  less  to  them,  remaining  absorbed  in  the  study  of 
the  Bible  and  almost  constant  prayer.  The  gaunt 
weaver  was  dry-nurse  at  Cauldstaneslap,  and  the 
bairns  loved  him  dearly.  Except  when  he  was  car- 
rying an  infant  in  his  arms,  he  was  rarely  seen  to 
smile — as,  indeed,  there  were  few  smilers  in  that 
family.  When  his  sister-in-law  rallied  him,  and  pro- 
posed that  he  should  get  a  wife  and  bairns  of  his  own, 
since  he  was  so  fond  of  them,  "I  have  no  clearness  of 
mind  upon  that  point,"  he  would  reply.  If  nobody 
called  him  in  to  dinner,  he  stayed  out.  Mrs.  Hob,  a 
hard,  unsympathetic  woman,  once  tried  the  experi- 
ment. He  went  without  food  all  day,  but  at  dusk,  as 
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the  light  began  to  fail  him,  he  came  into  the  house  of 
his  own  accord,  looking  puzzled.  "I've  had  a  great 
gale  of  prayer  upon  my  speerit, "  said  he.  "I  canna 
mind  sae  muckle's  what  I  had  for  denner."  The 
creed  of  God's  Remnant  was  justified  in  the  life  of  its 
founder.  "And  yet  I  dinna  ken,"  said  Kirstie. 
"He's  maybe  no  more  stockfish  than  his  neeghbours! 
He  rode  wi'  the  rest  o'  them,  and  had  a  good  stamach 
to  the  work,  by  a'  that  I  hear!  God's  Remnant!  The 
deil's  clavers!  There  wasna  muckle  Christianity  in 
the  way  Hob  guided  Johnny  Dickieson,  at  the  least  of 
it;  but  Guid  kens!  Is  he  a  Christian  even?  He 
might  be  a  Mohammedan  or  a  Deevil  or  a  Firewor- 
shipper,  for  what  I  ken." 

The  third  brother  had  his  name  on  a  doorplate,  no 
less,  in  the  city  of  Glasgow,  "Mr.  Clement  Elliott," 
as  long  as  your  arm.  In  his  case,  that  spirit  of  inno- 
vation which  had  shown  itself  timidly  in  the  case  of 
Hob  by  the  admission  of  new  manures,  and  which  had 
run  to  waste  with  Gilbert  in  subversive  politics  and 
heretical  religions,  bore  useful  fruit  in  many  ingeni- 
ous mechanical  improvements.  In  boyhood,  from  his 
addiction  to  strange  devices  of  sticks  and  string,  he 
had  been  counted  the  most  eccentric  of  the  family. 
But  that  was  all  by  now,  and  he  was  a  partner  of  his 
firm,  and  looked  to  die  a  baillie.  He  too  had  mar- 
ried, and  was  rearing  a  plentiful  family  in  the  smoke 
and  din  of  Glasgow;  he  was  wealthy,  and  could  have 
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bought  out  his  brother,  the  cock-laird,  six  times  over, 
it  was  whispered;  and  when  he  slipped  away  to  Cauld- 
staneslap  for  a  well-earned  holiday,  which  he  did  as 
often  as  he  was  able,  he  astonished  the  neighbours 
with  his  broadcloth,  his  beaver  hat,  and  the  ample 
plies  of  his  neckcloth.  Though  an  eminently  solid 
man  at  bottom,  after  the  pattern  of  Hob,  he  had  con- 
tracted a  certain  Glasgow  briskness  and  aplomb  which 
set  him  off.  All  the  other  Elliotts  were  as  lean  as  a 
rake,  but  Clement  was  laying  on  fat,  and  he  panted 
sorely  when  he  must  get  into  his  boots.  Dand  said, 
chuckling:  "Ay,  Clem  has  the  elements  of  a  corpora- 
tion." "A  provost  and  corporation,"  returned  Clem. 
And  his  readiness  was  much  admired. 

The  fourth  brother,  Dand,  was  a  shepherd  to  his 
trade,  and  by  starts,  when  he  could  bring  his  mind  to 
it,  excelled  in  the  business.  Nobody  could  train  a 
dog  like  Dandie;  nobody,  through  the  peril  of  great 
storms  in  the  winter  time,  could  do  more  gallantly. 
But  if  his  dexterity  were  exquisite,  his  diligence  was 
but  fitful;  and  he  served  his  brother  for  bed  and 
board,  and  a  trifle  of  pocket-money  when  he  asked  for 
it.  He  loved  money  well  enough,  knew  very  well  how 
to  spend  it,  and  could  make  a  shrewd  bargain  when  he 
liked.  But  he  preferred  a  vague  knowledge  that  he 
was  well  to  windward  to  any  counted  coins  in  the 
pocket;  he  felt  himself  richer  so.  Hob  would  expostu- 
late: "I'm  an  amature  herd,"  Dand  would  reply:  "I'll 
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keep  your  sheep  to  you  when  I'm  so  minded,  but  I'll 
keep  my  liberty  too.  Thir's  no  man  can  coandescend 
on  what  I'm  worth."  Clem  would  expound  to  him 
the  miraculous  results  of  compound  interest,  and 
recommend  investments.  "Ay,  man?"  Band  would 
say,  "and  do  you  think,  if  I  took  Hob's  siller,  that  I 
wouldna  drink  it  or  wear  it  on  the  lassies?  And,  any- 
way, my  kingdom  is  no  of  this  world.  Either  I'm  a 
poet  or  else  I'm  nothing."  Clem  would  remind  him 
of  old  age.  "I'll  die  young,  like  Robbie  Burns,"  he 
would  say  stoutly.  No  question  but  he  had  a  certain 
accomplishment  in  minor  verse.  His  "Hermiston 
Burn,"  with  its  pretty  refrain — 

"I  love  to  gang  thinking  whaur  ye  gang  linking, 
Hermiston  burn,  in  the  howe;" 

his  "Auld,  auld  Elliotts,  clay-cauld  Elliotts,  dour, 
bauld  Elliotts  of  auld,"  and  his  really  fascinating 
piece  about  the  Praying  Weaver's  Stone,  had  gained 
him  in  the  neighbourhood  the  reputation,  still  pos- 
sible in  Scotland,  of  a  local  bard;  and,  though  not 
printed  himself,  he  was  recognized  by  others  who  were 
and  who  had  become  famous.  Walter  Scott  owed  to 
Dandie  the  text  of  the  "Raid  of  Wearie"  in  the  Min- 
strelsy and  made  him  welcome  at  his  house,  and 
appreciated  his  talents,  such  as  they  were,  with  all  his 
usual  generosity.  The  Ettrick  Shepherd  was  his  sworn 
crony;  they  would  meet,  drink  to  excess,  roar  out 
their  lyrics  in  each  other's  faces,  and  quarrel  and 
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make  it  up  again  till  bedtime.  And  besides  these 
recognitions,  almost  to  be  called  official,  Dandie  was 
made  welcome  for  the  sake  of  his  gift  through  the 
farmhouses  of  several  contiguous  dales,  and  was  thus 
exposed  to  manifold  temptations  which  he  rather 
sought  than  fled.  He  had  figured  on  the  stool  of 
repentance,  for  once  fulfilling  to  the  letter  the  tradi- 
tion of  his  hero  and  model.  His  humorous  verses  to 
Mr.  Torrance  on  that  occasion — "Kenspeckle  here  my 
lane  I  stand" — unfortunately  too  indelicate  for  further 
citation,  ran  through  the  country  like  a  fiery  cross; 
they  were  recited,  quoted,  paraphrased  and  laughed 
over  as  far  away  as  Dumfries  on  the  one  hand  and 
Dunbar  on  the  other. 

These  four  brothers  were  united  by  a  close  bond,  the 
bond  of  that  mutual  admiration — or  rather  mutual 
hero-worship — which  is  so  strong  among  the  members 
of  secluded  families  who  have  much  ability  and  little 
culture.  Even  the  extremes  admired  each  other. 
Hob,  who  had  as  much  poetry  as  the  tongs,  professed 
to  find  pleasure  in  Band's  verses;  Clem,  who  had  no 
more  religion  than  Claverhouse,  nourished  a  heartfelt, 
at  least  an  open-mouthed,  admiration  of  Gib's  pray- 
ers; and  Dandie  followed  with  relish  the  rise  of  Clem's 
fortunes.  Indulgence  followed  hard  on  the  heels  of 
admiration.  The  laird,  Clem  and  Dand,  who  were 
Tories  and  patriots  of  the  hottest  quality,  excused  to 
themselves,  with  a  certain  bashfulness,  the  radical  and 
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revolutionary  heresies  of  Gib.  By  another  division  of 
the  family,  the  laird,  Clem,  and  Gib,  who  were  men 
exactly  virtuous,  swallowed  the  dose  of  Band's  irregu- 
larities as  a  kind  of  clog  or  drawback  in  the  mysteri- 
ous providence  of  God  affixed  to  bards,  and  distinctly 
probative  of  poetical  genius.  To  appreciate  the  sim- 
plicity of  their  mutual  admiration,  it  was  necessary  to 
hear  Clem,  arrived  upon  one  of  his  visits,  and  dealing 
in  a  spirit  of  continuous  irony  with  the  affairs  and 
personalities  of  that  great  city  of  Glasgow  where  he 
lived  and  transacted  business.  The  various  person- 
ages, ministers  of  the  church,  municipal  officers, 
mercantile  bigwigs,  whom  he  had  occasion  to  intro- 
duce, were  all  alike  denigrated,  all  served  but  as 
reflectors  to  cast  back  a  flattering  sidelight  on  the 
house  of  Cauldstaneslap.  The  Provost,  for  whom  Clem 
by  exception  entertained  a  measure  of  respect,  he 
would  liken  to  Hob.  "He  minds  me  o'  the  laird 
there,"  he  would  say.  "He  has  some  of  Hob's  grand, 
whunstane  sense,  and  the  same  way  with  him  of  steik- 
ing  his  mouth  when  he's  no  very  pleased."  And  Hob, 
all  unconscious,  would  draw  down  his  upper  lip  and 
produce,  as  if  for  comparison,  the  formidable  grimace 
referred  to.  The  unsatisfactory  incumbent  of  St. 
Enoch's  Kirk  was  thus  briefly  dismissed:  "If  he  had 
but  twa  ringers  o'  Gib's  he  would  waken  them  up." 
And  Gib,  honest  man!  would  look  down  and  secretly 
smile.  Clem  was  a  spy  whom  they  had  sent  out  into 
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the  world  of  men.  He  had  come  back  with  the  good 
news  that  there  was  nobody  to  compare  with  the  Four 
Black  Brothers,  no  position  that  they  would  not  adorn, 
no  official  that  it  would  not  be  well  they  should  re- 
place, no  interest  of  mankind,  secular  or  spiritual, 
which  would  not  immediately  bloom  under  their  super- 
vision. The  excuse  of  their  folly  is  in  two  words: 
scarce  the  breadth  of  a  hair  divided  them  from  the 
peasantry.  The  measure  of  their  sense  is  this:  that 
these  symposia  of  rustic  vanity  were  kept  entirely 
within  the  family,  like  some  secret  ancestral  practice. 
To  the  world  their  serious  faces  were  never  deformed 
by  the  suspicion  of  any  simper  of  self-contentment. 
Yet  it  was  known.  "They  hae  a  guid  pride  o'  them- 
sel's!"  was  the  word  in  the  countryside. 

Lastly,  in  a  Border  story,  there  should  be  added 
their  "two-names."  Hob  was  The  Laird.  "Roy  ne 
puis,  prince  ne  daigne";  he  was  the  laird  of  Cauld- 
staneslap— say  fifty  acres — ipsissimus.  Clement  was 
Mr.  Elliott,  as  upon  his  doorplate,  the  earlier  Dafty 
having  been  discarded  as  no  longer  applicable,  and 
indeed  only  a  reminder  of  misjudgment  and  the  im- 
becility of  the  public;  and  the  youngest,  in  honour  of 
his  perpetual  wanderings,  was  known  by  the  sobriquet 
of  Randy  Dand. 

It  will  be  understood  that  not  all  this  information 
was  communicated  by  the  aunt,  who  had  too  much  of 
the  family  failing  herself  to  appreciate  it  thoroughly 
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in  others.  But  as  time  went  on,  Archie  began  to 
observe  an  omission  in  the  family  chronicle. 

"Is  there  not  a  girl  too?"  he  asked. 

"Ay.  Kirstie.  She  was  named  from  me,  or  my 
grandmother  at  least — it's  the  same  thing,"  returned 
the  aunt,  and  went  on  again  about  Dand,  whom  she 
secretly  preferred  by  reason  of  his  gallantries. 

"But  what  is  your  niece  like?"  said  Archie  at  the 
next  opportunity. 

"Her?  As  black's  your  hat!  But  I  dinna  suppose 
she  would  maybe  be  what  you  would  ca'  ill-looked  a' 
thegither.  Na,  she's  a  kind  of  a  handsome  jaud — a 
kind  o'  gipsy,"  said  the  aunt,  who  had  two  sets  of 
scales  for  men  and  women — or  perhaps  it  would  be 
more  fair  to  say  that  she  had  three,  and  the  third  and 
the  most  loaded  was  for  girls. 

"How  comes  it  that  I  never  see  her  in  church?" 
said  Archie. 

"'Deed,  and  I  believe  she's  in  Glesgie  with  Clem 
and  his  wife.  A  heap  good  she's  like  to  get  of  it!  I 
dinna  say  for  men  folk,  but  where  weemen  folk  are 
born,  there  let  them  bide.  Glory  to  God,  I  was  never 
far'er  from  here  than  Crossmichael." 

In  the  meanwhile  it  began  to  strike  Archie  as 
strange,  that  while  she  thus  sang  the  praises  of  her 
kinsfolk,  and  manifestly  relished  their  virtues  and  (I 
may  say)  their  vices  like  a  thing  creditable  to  herself, 
there  should  appear  not  the  least  sign  of  cordiality 
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between  the  house  of  Hermiston  and  that  of  Cauld- 
staneslap.  Going  to  church  of  a  Sunday,  as  the  lady 
housekeeper  stepped  with  her  skirts  kilted,  three  tucks 
of  her  white  petticoat  showing  below,  and  her  best 
India  shawl  upon  her  back  (if  the  day  were  fine)  in  a 
pattern  of  radiant  dyes,  she  would  sometimes  overtake 
her  relatives  preceding  her  more  leisurely  in  the  same 
direction.  Gib  of  course  was  absent:  by  skriegh  of 
day  he  had  been  gone  to  Crossmichael  and  his  fellow 
heretics;  but  the  rest  of  the  family  would  be  seen 
marching  in  open  order:  Hob  and  Band,  stiff-necked, 
straight-backed  six-footers,  with  severe  dark  faces, 
and  their  plaids  about  their  shoulders;  the  convoy  of 
children  scattering  (in  a  state  of  high  polish)  on  the 
wayside,  and  every  now  and  again  collected  by  the 
shrill  summons  of  the  mother;  and  the  mother  her- 
self, by  a  suggestive  circumstance  which  might  have 
afforded  matter  of  thought  to  a  more  experienced 
observer  than  Archie,  wrapped  in  a  shawl  nearly  iden- 
tical with  Kirstie's  but  a  thought  more  gaudy  and 
conspicuously  newer.  At  the  sight,  Kirstie  grew  more 
tall — Kirstie  showed  her  classical  profile,  nose  in  air 
and  nostril  spread,  the  pure  blood  came  in  her  cheek 
evenly  in  a  delicate  living  pink.  "A  braw  day  to  ye, 
Mistress  Elliott,"  said  she,  and  hostility  and  gentil- 
ity were  nicely  mingled  in  her  tones.  "A  fine  day, 
mem,"  the  laird's  wife  would  reply  with  a  miraculous 
curtsey,  spreading  the  while  her  plumage — setting  off, 
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in  other  words,  and  with  arts  unknown  to  the  mere 
man,  the  pattern  of  her  India  shawl.  Behind  her,  the 
whole  Cauldstaneslap  contingent  marched  in  closer 
order,  and  with  an  indescribable  air  of  being  in  the 
presence  of  the  foe;  and  while  Dandie  saluted  his  aunt 
with  a  certain  familiarity  as  of  one  who  was  well  in 
court,  Hob  marched  on  in  awful  immobility.  There 
appeared  upon  the  face  of  this  attitude  in  the  family 
the  consequences  of  some  dreadful  feud.  Presumably 
the  two  women  had  been  principals  in  the  original 
encounter,  and  the  laird  had  probably  been  drawn  into 
the  quarrel  by  the  ears,  too  late  to  be  included  in  the 
present  skin-deep  reconciliation. 

"Kirstie,"  said  Archie  one  day,  "what  is  this  you 
have  against  your  family?" 

"I  dinna  complean,"  said  Kirstie,  with  a  flush.  "I 
say  naething. " 

"I  see  you  do  not — not  even  good  day  to  your  own 
nephew,"  said  he. 

"I  hae  naething  to  be  ashamed  of,"  said  she.  "I 
can  say  the  Lord's  prayer  with  a  good  grace.  If  Hob 
was  ill,  or  in  preeson  or  poverty,  I  would  see  to  him 
blithely.  But  for  curtchying  and  complimenting  and 
colloguing,  thank  ye  kindly!" 

Archie  had  a  bit  of  a  smile:  he  leaned  back  in  his 
chair.  "I  think  you  and  Mrs.  Robert  are  not  very 
good  friends,"  says  he  slyly,  "when  you  have  your 
India  shawls  on?" 
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She  looked  upon  him  in  silence,  with  a  sparkling 
eye  but  an  indecipherable  expression;  and  that  was  all 
that  Archie  was  ever  destined  to  learn  of  the  battle  of 
the  India  shawls. 

"Do  none  of  them  ever  come  here  to  see  you?"  he 
inquired. 

"Mr.  Archie,"  said  she,  "I  hope  that  I  ken  my 
place  better.  It  would  be  a  queer  thing,  I  think,  if  I 
was  to  clamjamfry  up  your  faither's  house  .  .  .  that 
I  should  say  it! — wi'  a  dirty,  black-a-vised  clan,  no 
ane  o'  them  it  was  worth  while  to  mar  soap  upon  but 
just  mysel'!  Na,  they're  all  damnifeed  wi'  the  black 
Ellwalds.  I  have  nae  patience  wi '  black  folk. ' '  Then, 
with  a  sudden  consciousness  of  the  case  of  Archie, 
"No  that  it  maitters  for  men  sae  muckle,"  she  made 
haste  to  add,  "but  there's  naebody  can  deny  that  it's 
unwomanly.  Long  hair  is  the  ornament  o'  woman 
onyway;  we've  good  warrandise  for  that — it's  in  the 
Bible — and  wha  can  doubt  that  the  Apostle  had  some 
gowden-haired  lassie  in  his  mind — Apostle  and  all,  for 
what  was  he  but  just  a  man  like  yerseP?" 


CHAPTER   VI 

A  LEAF  FROM   CHRISTINA'S   PSALM-BOOK 

ARCHIE  was  sedulous  at  church.  Sunday  after  Sunday 
he  sat  down  and  stood  up  with  that  small  company, 
heard  the  voice  of  Mr.  Torrance  leaping  like  an  ill- 
played  clarionet  from  key  to  key,  and  had  an  opportu- 
nity to  study  his  moth-eaten  gown  and  the  black  thread 
mittens  that  he  joined  together  in  prayer,  and  lifted 
up  with  a  reverent  solemnity  in  the  act  of  benediction. 
Hermiston  pew  was  a  little  square  box,  dwarfish  in  pro- 
portion with  the  kirk  itself,  and  enclosing  a  table  not 
much  bigger  than  a  footstool.  There  sat  Archie  an 
apparent  prince,  the  only  undeniable  gentleman  and  the 
only  great  heritor  in  the  parish,  taking  his  ease  in  the 
only  pew,  for  no  other  in  the  kirk  had  doors.  Thence 
he  might  command  an  undisturbed  view  of  that  con- 
gregation of  solid  plaided  men,  strapping  wives  and 
daughters,  oppressed  children,  and  uneasy  sheep-dogs. 
It  was  strange  how  Archie  missed  the  look  of  race; 
except  the  dogs,  with  their  refined  foxy  faces  and 
inimitably  curling  tails,  there  was  no  one  present  with 
the  least  claim  to  gentility.  The  Cauldstaneslap  party 
was  scarcely  an  exception ;  Dandie  perhaps,  as  he  amused 
himself  making  verses  through  the  interminable  burden 
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of  the  service,  stood  out  a  little  by  the  glow  in  his  eye 
and  a  certain  superior  animation  of  face  and  alertness 
of  body;  but  even  Dandie  slouched  like  a  rustic.  The 
rest  of  the  congregation,  like  so  many  sheep,  oppressed 
him  with  a  sense  of  hob-nailed  routine,  day  following 
day— of  physical  labour  in  the  open  air,  oatmeal  por- 
ridge, peas  bannock,  the  somnolent  fireside  in  the  even- 
ing, and  the  night-long  nasal  slumbers  in  a  box-bed. 
Yet  he  knew  many  of  them  to  be  shrewd  and  humorous, 
men  of  character,  notable  women,  making  a  bustle  in 
the  world  and  radiating  an  influence  from  their  low- 
browed doors.  He  knew  besides  they  were  like  other 
men;  below  the  crust  of  custom,  rapture  found  a  way; 
he  had  heard  them  beat  the  timbrel  before  Bacchus — 
had  heard  them  shout  and  carouse  over  their  whisky 
toddy;  and  not  the  most  Dutch-bottomed  and  severe 
faces  among  them  all,  not  even  the  solemn  elders  them- 
selves, but  were  capable  of  singular  gambols  at  the 
voice  of  love.  Men  drawing  near  to  an  end  of  life's 
adventurous  journey — maids  thrilling  with  fear  and 
curiosity  on  the  threshold  of  entrance — women  who  had 
borne  and  perhaps  buried  children,  who  could  remember 
the  clinging  of  the  small  dead  hands  and  the  patter  of 
the  little  feet  now  silent — he  marvelled  that  among  all 
those  faces  there  should  be  no  face  of  expectation,  none 
that  was  mobile,  none  into  which  the  rhythm  and  poetry 
of  life  had  entered.  "0  for  a  live  face,"  he  thought; 
and  at  times  he  had  a  memory  of  Lady  Flora;  and  at 
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times  he  would  study  the  living  gallery  before  him 
with  despair,  and  would  see  himself  go  on  to  waste  his 
days  in  that  joyless,  pastoral  place,  and  death  come  to 
him,  and  his  grave  be  dug  under  the  rowans,  and  the 
Spirit  of  the  Earth  laugh  out  in  a  thunder-peal  at  the 
huge  fiasco. 

On  this  particular  Sunday,  there  was  no  doubt  but 
that  the  spring  had  come  at  last.  It  was  warm,  with 
a  latent  shiver  in  the  air  that  made  the  warmth  only 
the  more  welcome.  The  shallows  of  the  stream  glit- 
tered and  tinkled  among  bunches  of  primrose.  Vagrant 
scents  of  the  earth  arrested  Archie  by  the  way  with 
moments  of  ethereal  intoxication.  The  grey,  Quakerish 
dale  was  still  only  awakened  in  places  and  patches  from 
the  sobriety  of  its  wintry  colouring;  and  he  wondered 
at  its  beauty;  an  essential  beauty  of  the  old  earth  it 
seemed  to  him,  not  resident  in  particulars  but  breathing 
to  him  from  the  whole.  He  surprised  himself  by  a  sud- 
den impulse  to  write  poetry — he  did  so  sometimes,  loose, 
galloping  octosyllabics  in  the  vein  of  Scott—  and  when 
he  had  taken  his  place  on  a  boulder,  near  some  fairy 
falls  and  shaded  by  a  whip  of  a  tree  that  was  already 
radiant  with  new  leaves,  it  still  more  surprised  him 
that  he  should  find  nothing  to  write.  His  heart  perhaps 
beat  in  time  to  some  vast  indwelling  rhythm  of  the 
universe.  By  the  time  he  came  to  a  corner  of  the  valley 
and  could  see  the  kirk,  he  had  so  lingered  by  the  way 
that  the  first  psalm  was  finishing.  The  nasal  psalmody, 
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full  of  turns  and  trills  and  graceless  graces,  seemed  the 
essential  voice  of  the  kirk  itself  upraised  in  thanksgiv- 
ing. "Everything's  alive,"  he  said;  and  again  cries 
it  aloud,  "Thank  God,  everything's  alive!"  He  lin- 
gered yet  awhile  in  the  kirkyard.  A  tuft  of  primroses 
was  blooming  hard  by  the  leg  of  an  old,  black  table 
tombstone,  and  he  stopped  to  contemplate  the  random 
apologue.  They  stood  forth  on  the  cold  earth  with  a 
trenchancy  of  contrast;  and  he  was  struck  with  a  sense 
of  incompleteness  in  the  day,  the  season,  and  the  beauty 
that  surrounded  him— the  chill  there  was  in  the  warmth, 
the  gross  black  clods  about  the  opening  primroses,  the 
damp  earthy  smell  that  was  everywhere  intermingled 
with  the  scents.  The  voice  of  the  aged  Torrance  within 
rose  in  an  ecstasy.  And  he  wondered  if  Torrance  also 
felt  in  his  old  bones  the  joyous  influence  of  the  spring 
morning;  Torrance,  or  the  shadow  of  what  once  was 
Torrance,  that  must  come  so  soon  to  lie  outside  here  in 
the  sun  and  rain  with  all  his  rheumatism,  while  a  new 
minister  stood  in  his  room  and  thundered  from  his  own 
familiar  pulpit?  The  pity  of  it,  and  something  of  the 
chill  of  the  grave,  shook  him  for  a  moment  as  he  made 
haste  to  enter. 

He  went  up  the  aisle  reverently  and  took  his  place  in 
the  pew  with  lowered  eyes,  for  he  feared  he  had  already 
offended  the  kind  old  gentleman  in  the  pulpit,  and  was 
sedulous  to  offend  no  farther.  He  could  not  follow  the 
prayer,  not  even  the  heads  of  it.  Brightnesses  of  azure, 
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clouds  of  fragrance,  a  tinkle  of  falling  water  and  sing- 
ing birds,  rose  like  exhalations  from  some  deeper, 
aboriginal  memory,  that  was  not  his,  but  belonged  to 
the  flesh  on  his  bones.  His  body  remembered ;  and  it 
seemed  to  him  that  his  body  was  in  no  way  gross,  but 
ethereal  and  perishable  like  a  strain  of  music;  and  he 
felt  for  it  an  exquisite  tenderness  as  for  a  child,  an 
innocent,  full  of  beautiful  instincts  and  destined  to 
an  early  death.  And  he  felt  for  old  Torrance — of  the 
many  supplications,  of  the  few  days — a  pity  that  was 
near  to  tears.  The  prayer  ended.  Right  over  him  was 
a  tablet  in  the  wall,  the  only  ornament  in  the  roughly 
masoned  chapel — for  it  was  no  more;  the  tablet  com- 
memorated, I  was  about  to  say  the  virtues,  but  rather 
the  existence  of  a  former  Rutherford  of  Hermiston; 
and  Archie,  under  that  trophy  of  his  long  descent  and 
local  greatness,  leaned  back  in  the  pew  and  contemplated 
vacancy  with  the  shadow  of  a  smile  between  playful 
and  sad,  that  became  him  strangely.  Dandie's  sister, 
sitting  by  the  side  of  Clem  in  her  new  Glasgow  finery, 
chose  that  moment  to  observe  the  young  laird.  Aware 
of  the  stir  of  his  entrance,  the  little  formalist  had  kept 
her  eyes  fastened  and  her  face  prettily  composed  during 
the  prayer.  It  was  not  hypocrisy,  there  was  no  one 
farther  from  a  hypocrite.  The  girl  had  been  taught  to 
behave:  to  look  up,  to  look  down,  to  look  unconscious, 
to  look  seriously  impressed  in  church,  and  in  every 
conjuncture  to  look  her  best.  That  was  the  game  of 
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female  life,  and  she  played  it  frankly.  Archie  was  the 
one  person  in  church  who  was  of  interest,  who  was 
somebody  new,  reputed  eccentric,  known  to  be  young, 
and  a  laird,  and  still  unseen  by  Christina.  Small  won- 
der that,  as  she  stood  there  in  her  attitude  of  pretty 
decency,  her  mind  should  run  upon  him!  If  he  spared 
a  glance  in  her  direction,  he  should  know  she  was  a 
well-behaved  young  lady  who  had  been  to  Glasgow.  In 
reason  he  must  admire  her  clothes,  and  it  was  possible 
that  he  should  think  her  pretty.  At  that  her  heart 
beat  the  least  thing  in  the  world;  and  she  proceeded,  by 
way  of  a  corrective,  to  call  up  and  dismiss  a  series  of 
fancied  pictures  of  the  young  men  who  should  now,  by 
rights,  be  looking  at  her.  She  settled  on  the  plainest 
of  them,  a  pink  short  young  man  with  a  dish  face  and 
no  figure,  at  whose  admiration  she  could  afford  to  smile; 
but  for  all  that,  the  consciousness  of  his  gaze  (which 
was  really  fixed  on  Torrance  and  his  mittens)  kept  her 
in  something  of  a  flutter  till  the  word  Amen.  Even 
then,  she  was  far  too  well-bred  to  gratify  her  curiosity 
with  any  impatience.  She  resumed  her  seat  languidly 
— this  was  a  Glasgow  touch — she  composed  her  dress, 
rearranged  her  nosegay  of  primroses,  looked  first  in 
front,  then  behind  upon  the  other  side,  and  at  last 
allowed  her  eyes  to  move,  without  hurry,  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  Hermiston  pew.  For  a  moment,  they  were 
riveted.  Next  she  had  plucked  her  gaze  home  again 
like  a  tame  bird  who  should  have  meditated  flight. 
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Possibilities  crowded  on  her;  she  hung  over  the  future 
and  grew  dizzy;  the  image  of  this  young  man,  slim, 
graceful,  dark,  with  the  inscrutable  half-smile,  attract- 
ed and  repelled  her  like  a  chasm.  "I  wonder,  will  I 
have  met  my  fate?"  she  thought,  and  her  heart  swelled. 
Torrance  was  got  some  way  into  his  first  exposition, 
positing  a  deep  layer  of  texts  as  he  went  along,  laying 
the  foundations  of  his  discourse,  which  was  to  deal 
with  a  nice  point  in  divinity,  before  Archie  suffered 
his  eyes  to  wander.  They  fell  first  of  all  on  Clem,  look- 
ing insupportably  prosperous  and  patronising  Torrance 
with  the  favour  of  a  modified  attention,  as  of  one  who 
was  used  to  better  things  in  Glasgow.  Though  he  had 
never  before  set  eyes  on  him,  Archie  had  no  difficulty 
in  identifying  him,  and  no  hesitation  in  pronouncing 
him  vulgar,  the  worst  of  the  family.  Clem  was  leaning 
lazily  forward  when  Archie  first  saw  him.  Presently 
he  leaned  nonchalantly  back;  and  that  deadly  instru- 
ment, the  maiden,  was  suddenly  unmasked  in  profile. 
Though  not  quite  in  the  front  of  the  fashion  (had  any- 
body cared!),  certain  artful  Glasgow  mantua-makers, 
and  her  own  inherent  taste,  had  arrayed  her  to  great 
advantage.  Her  accoutrement  was,  indeed,  a  cause  of 
heart-burning,  and  almost  of  scandal,  in  that  infini- 
tesimal kirk  company.  Mrs.  Hob  had  said  her  say  at 
Cauldstaneslap.  "Daft-1  ike!"  she  had  pronounced  it. 
"A  jaiket  that'll  no  meet!  Whaur's  the  sense  of  a 
jaiket  that'll  no  button  upon  you,  if  it  should  come  to 
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be  weet?  What  do  ye  ca'  thir  things?  Demmy  brokens, 
d'ye  say?  They'll  be  brokens  wi'  a  vengeance  or  ye 
can  win  back!  Weel,  I  have  naething  to  do  wi'  it — it's 
no  good  taste."  Clem,  whose  purse  had  thus  metamor- 
phosed his  sister,  and  who  was  not  insensible  to  the 
advertisement,  had  come  to  the  rescue  with  a  "Hoot, 
woman !  What  do  you  ken  of  good  taste  that  has  never 
been  to  the  ceety?"  And  Hob,  looking  on  the  girl 
with  pleased  smiles,  as  she  timidly  displayed  her  finery 
in  the  midst  of  the  dark  kitchen,  had  thus  ended  the 
dispute:  "The  cutty  looks  weel,"  he  had  said,  "and  it's 
no  very  like  rain.  Wear  them  the  day,  hizzie;  but  it's 
no  a  thing  to  make  a  practice  o'."  In  the  breasts  of 
her  rivals,  coming  to  the  kirk  very  conscious  of  white 
underlinen,  and  their  faces  splendid  with  much  soap, 
the  sight  of  the  toilet  had  raised  a  storm  of  varying 
emotion,  from  the  mere  unenvious  admiration  that  was 
expressed  in  a  long-drawn  "Eh!"  to  the  angrier  feel- 
ing that  found  vent  in  an  emphatic  "Set  her  up!" 
Her  frock  was  of  straw- coloured  jaconet  muslin,  cut 
low  at  the  bosom  and  short  at  the  ankle,  so  as  to  display 
her  demi-broquins  of  Regency  violet,  crossing  with 
many  straps  upon  a  yellow  cobweb  stocking.  Accord- 
ing to  the  pretty  fashion  in  which  our  grandmothers 
did  not  hesitate  to  appear,  and  our  great-aunts  went 
forth  armed  for  the  pursuit  and  capture  of  our  great- 
uncles,  the  dress  was  drawn  up  so  as  to  mould  the 
contour  of  both  breasts,  and  in  the  nook  between  a 
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cairngorm  brooch  maintained  it.  Here,  too,  surely  in 
a  very  enviable  position,  trembled  the  nosegay  of  prim- 
roses. She  wore  on  her  shoulders — or  rather,  on  her 
back  and  not  her  shoulders,  which  it  scarcely  passed — 
a  French  coat  of  sarsenet,  tied  in  front  with  Margate 
braces,  and  of  the  same  colour  with  her  violet  shoes. 
About  her  face  clustered  a  disorder  of  dark  ringlets,  a 
little  garland  of  yellow  French  roses  surmounted  her 
brow,  and  the  whole  was  crowned  by  a  village  hat  of 
chipped  straw.  Amongst  all  the  rosy  and  all  the 
weathered  faces  that  surrounded  her  in  church,  she 
glowed  like  an  open  flower — girl  and  raiment,  and  the 
cairngorm  that  caught  the  daylight  and  returned  it  in 
a  fiery  flash,  and  the  threads  of  bronze  and  gold  that 
played  in  her  hair. 

Archie  was  attracted  by  the  bright  thing  like  a  child. 
He  looked  at  her  again  and  yet  again,  and  their  looks 
crossed.  The  lip  was  lifted  from  her  little  teeth.  He 
saw  the  red  blood  work  vividly  under  her  tawny  skin. 
Her  eye,  which  was  great  as  a  stag's,  struck  and  held 
his  gaze.  He  knew  who  she  must  be — Kirtsie,  she  of 
the  harsh  diminutive,  his  housekeeper's  niece,  the 
sister  of  the  rustic  prophet,  Gib — and  he  found  in  her 
the  answer  to  his  wishes. 

Christina  felt  the  shock  of  their  encountering  glances, 
and  seemed  to  rise,  clothed  in  smiles,  into  a  region  of 
the  vague  and  bright.  But  the  gratification  was  not 
more  exquisite  than  it  was  brief.  She  looked  away 
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abruptly,  and  immediately  began  to  blame  herself  for 
that  abruptness.  She  knew  what  she  should  have  done, 
too  late — turned  slowly  with  her  nose  in  the  air.  And 
meantime  his  look  was  not  removed,  but  continued  to 
play  upon  her  like  a  battery  of  cannon  constantly  aimed, 
and  now  seemed  to  isolate  her  alone  with  him,  and  now 
seemed  to  uplift  her,  as  on  a  pillory,  before  the  congre- 
gation. For  Archie  continued  to  drink  her  in  with  his 
eyes,  even  as  a  wayfarer  comes  to  a  well-head  on  a 
mountain,  and  stoops  his  face,  and  drinks  with  thirst 
unassuageable.  In  the  cleft  of  her  little  breasts  the 
fiery  eye  of  the  topaz  and  the  pale  florets  of  primrose 
fascinated  him.  He  saw  the  breasts  heave,  and  the 
flowers  shake  with  the  heaving,  and  marvelled  what 
should  so  much  discompose  the  girl.  And  Christina 
was  conscious  of  his  gaze — saw  it,  perhaps,  with  the 
dainty  plaything  of  an  ear  that  peeped  among  her  ring- 
lets; she  was  conscious  of  changing  colour,  conscious 
of  her  unsteady  breath.  Like  a  creature  tracked,  run 
down,  surrounded,  she  sought  in  a  dozen  ways  to  give 
herself  a  countenance.  She  used  her  handkerchief — it 
was  a  really  fine  one — then  she  des-rsted  in  a  panic 
"He  would  only  think  I  was  too  warm."  She  took  to 
reading  in  the  metrical  psalms  and  then  remembered  it 
was  sermon-time.  Last  she  put  a  "sugar-bool"  in  her 
mouth,  and  the  next  moment  repented  of  the  step.  It 
was  such  a  homely-like  thing!  Mr.  Archie  would  never 
be  eating  sweeties  in  kirk;  and,  with  a  palpable  effort, 
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she  swallowed  it  whole,  and  her  color  flamed  high.  At 
this  signal  of  distress  Archie  awoke  to  a  sense  of  his 
ill-behaviour.  What  had  he  been  doing?  He  had  been 
exquisitely  rude  in  church  to  the  niece  of  his  house 
keeper;  he  had  stared  like  a  lackey  and  a  libertine  at  a 
beautiful  and  modest  girl.  It  was  possible,  it  was  even 
likely,  he  would  be  presented  to  her  after  service  in 
the  kirkyard,  and  then  how  was  he  to  look?  And  there 
was  no  excuse.  He  had  marked  the  tokens  of  her  shame, 
of  her  increasing  indignation,  and  he  was  such  a  fool 
that  he  had  not  understood  them.  Shame  bowed  him 
down,  and  he  looked  resolutely  at  Mr.  Torrance;  who 
little  supposed,  good,  worthy  man,  as  he  continued  to 
expound  justification  by  faith,  what  was  his  true  busi- 
ness: to  play  the  part  of  derivative  to  a  pair  of  children 
at  the  old  game  of  falling  in  love. 

Christina  was  greatly  relieved  at  first.  It  seemed  to 
her  that  she  was  clothed  again.  She  looked  back  on 
what  had  passed.  All  would  have  been  right  if  she  had 
not  blushed,  a  silly  fool!  There  was  nothing  to  blush 
at,  if  she  had  taken  a  sugar-bool.  Mrs.  MacTaggart, 
the  elder's  wife  in  St.  Enoch's,  took  them  often.  And 
if  he  had  looked  at  her,  what  was  more  natural  than 
that  a  young  gentleman  should  look  at  the  best  dressed 
girl  in  church?  And  at  the  same  time,  she  knew  far 
otherwise,  she  knew  there  was  nothing  casual  or  ordi- 
nary in  the  look,  and  valued  herself  on  its  memory  like 
a  decoration.  Well,  it  was  a  blessing  he  had  found 
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something  else  to  look  at!  And  presently  she  began  to 
have  other  thoughts.  It  was  necessary,  she  fancied, 
that  she  should  put  herself  right  by  a  repetition  of  the 
incident,  better  managed.  If  the  wish  was  father  to 
the  thought,  she  did  not  know  or  she  would  not  recog- 
nise it.  It  was  simply  as  a  manoeuvre  of  propriety,  as 
something  called  for  to  lessen  the  significance  of  what 
had  gone  before,  that  she  should  a  second  time  meet 
his  eyes,  and  this  time  without  blushing.  And  at  the 
memory  of  the  blush,  she  blushed  again,  and  became 
one  general  blush  burning  from  head  to  foot.  Was  ever 
anything  so  indelicate,  so  forward,  done  by  a  girl 
before?  And  here  she  was,  making  an  exhibition  of 
herself  before  the  congregation  about  nothing!  She 
stole  a  glance  upon  her  neighbours,  and  behold !  they 
were  steadily  indifferent,  and  Clem  had  gone  to  sleep. 
And  still  the  one  idea  was  becoming  more  and  more 
potent  with  her,  that  in  common  prudence  she  must 
look  again  before  the  service  ended.  Something  of  the 
same  sort  was  going  forward  in  the  mind  of  Archie,  as 
he  struggled  with  the  load  of  penitence.  So  it  chanced 
that,  in  the  flutter  of  the  moment  when  the  last  psalm 
was  given  out,  and  Torrance  was  reading  the  verse, 
and  the  leaves  of  every  psalm-book  in  church  were  rus- 
tling under  busy  fingers,  two  stealthy  glances  were  sent 
out  like  antenna3  among  the  pews  and  on  the  indiffer- 
ent and  absorbed  occupants,  and  drew  timidly  nearer  to 
the  straight  line  between  Archie  and  Christina.  They 
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met,  they  lingered  together  for  the  least  fraction  of 
time,  and  that  was  enough.  A  charge  as  of  electricity 
passed  through  Christina,  and  behold !  the  leaf  of  her 
psalm-book  was  torn  across. 

Archie  was  outside  by  the  gate  of  the  graveyard, 
conversing  with  Hob  and  the  minister  and  shaking 
hands  all  round  with  the  scattering  congregation,  when 
Clem  and  Christina  were  brought  up  to  be  presented. 
The  laird  took  off  his  hat  and  bowed  to  her  with  grace 
and  respect.  Christina  made  her  Glasgow  curtsey  to 
the  laird,  and  went  on  again  up  the  road  for  Hermiston 
and  Cauldstaneslap,  walking  fast,  breathing  hurriedly 
with  a  heightened  colour,  and  in  this  strange  frame  of 
mind,  that  when  she  was  alone  she  seemed  in  high  hap- 
piness, and  when  anyone  addressed  her  she  resented  it 
like  a  contradiction.  A  part  of  the  way  she  had  the 
company  of  some  neighbour  girls  and  a  loutish  young 
man;  never  had  they  seemed  so  insipid,  never  had  she 
made  herself  so  disagreeable.  But  these  struck  aside 
to  their  various  destinations  or  were  outwalked  and 
left  behind;  and  when  she  had  driven  off  with  sharp 
words  the  proffered  convoy  of  some  of  her  nephews  and 
nieces,  she  was  free  to  go  on  alone  up  Hemiston  brae, 
walking  on  air,  dwelling  intoxicated  among  clouds  of 
happiness.  Near  to  the  summit  she  heard  steps  behind 
her,  a  man's  steps,  light  and  very  rapid.  She  knew 
the  foot  at  once  and  walked  the  faster.  "If  it's  me 
he's  wanting  he  can  run  for  it,"  she  thought,  smiling. 
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Archie  overtook  her  like  a  man  whose  mind  was 
made  up. 

"Miss  Kirstie"  he  began. 

"Miss  Christina,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Weir,"  she  inter- 
rupted. "I  canna  bear  the  contraction." 

"You  forget  it  has  a  friendly  sound  for  me.  Your 
aunt  is  an  old  friend  of  mine  and  a  very  good  one.  I 
hope  we  shall  see  much  of  you  at  Hermiston?" 

"My  aunt  and  my  sister-in-law  doesna  agree  very 
well.  Not  that  I  have  much  ado  with  it.  But  still 
when  I'm  stopping  in  the  house,  if  I  was  to  be  visiting 
my  aunt,  it  would  not  look  considerate-like. " 

"I  am  sorry,"  said  Archie. 

"I  thank  you  kindly,  Mr.  Weir,"  she  said.  "I  whiles 
think  myself  it's  a  great  peety. " 

"Ah,  I  am  sure  your  voice  would  always  be  for 
peace!"  he  cried. 

"I  wouldna  be  too  sure  of  that,"  she  said.  "I  have 
my  days  like  other  folk,  I  suppose. ' ' 

"Do  you  know,  in  our  old  kirk,  among  our  good  old 
grey  dames,  you  made  an  effect  like  sunshine." 

"Ah,  but  that  would  be  my  Glasgow  clothes!" 

"I  did  not  think  I  was  so  much  under  the  influence 
of  pretty  frocks." 

She  smiled  with  a  half  look  at  him.  "There's  more 
than  you!"  she  said.  "But  you  see  I'm  only  Cinder- 
ella. I'll  have  to  put  all  these  things  by  in  my  trunk; 
next  Sunday  I'll  be  as  grey  as  the  rest.  They're  Glas- 
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gow  clothes,  you  see,  and  it  would  never  do  to  make  a 
practice  of  it.  It  would  seem  terrible  conspicuous." 

By  that  they  were  come  to  the  place  where  their  ways 
severed.  The  old  grey  moors  were  all  about  them;  in 
the  midst  a  few  sheep  wandered ;  and  they  could  see  on 
the  one  hand  the  straggling  caravan  scaling  the  braes 
in  front  of  them  for  Cauldstaneslap,  and  on  the  other, 
the  contingent  from  Hermiston  bending  off  and  begin- 
ning to  disappear  by  detachments  into  the  policy  gate. 

It  was  in  these  circumstances  that  they  turned  to  say 
farewell,  and  deliberately  exchanged  a  glance  as  they 
shook  hands.  All  passed  as  it  should,  genteelly;  and 
in  Christina's  mind,  as  she  mounted  the  first  steep 
ascent  for  Cauldstaneslap,  a  gratifying  sense  of  triumph 
prevailed  over  the  recollection  of  minor  lapses  and 
mistakes.  She  had  kilted  her  gown,  as  she  did  usually 
at  that  rugged  pass;  but  when  she  spied  Archie  still 
standing  and  gazing  after  her,  the  skirts  came  down 
again  as  if  by  enchantment.  Here  was  a  piece  of 
nicety  for  that  upland  parish,  where  the  matrons 
marched  with  their  coats  kilted  in  the  rain,  and  the 
lasses  walked  barefoot  to  kirk  through  the  dust  of 
summer,  and  went  bravely  down  by  the  burnside,  and 
sat  on  stones  to  make  a  public  toilet  before  entering! 
It  was  perhaps  an  air  wafted  from  Glasgow;  or  perhaps 
it  marked  a  stage  of  that  dizziness  of  gratified  vanity, 
in  which  the  instintive  act  passed  unperceived.  He 
was  looking  after!  She  unloaded  her  bosom  of  a  pro- 
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digious  sigh  that  was  all  pleasure,  and  betook  herself 
to  run.  When  she  had  overtaken  the  stragglers  of  her 
family,  she  caught  up  the  niece  whom  she  had  so  re- 
cently repulsed,  and  kissed  and  slapped  her,  and  drove 
her  away  again,  and  ran  after  her  with  pretty  cries 
and  laughter.  Perhaps  she  thought  the  laird  might 
still  be  looking!  But  it  chanced  the  little  scene  came 
under  the  view  of  eyes  less  favourable;  for  she  over- 
took Mrs.  Hob  marching  with  Clem  and  Dand. 

"You're  shurely  fey,1  lass!"  quoth  Dandie. 

"Think  shame  to  yersel',  miss!"  said  the  strident 
Mrs.  Hob.  "Is  this  the  gait  to  guide  yersel'  on  the 
way  hame  frae  kirk?  You're  shurely  no  sponsible  the 
day!  And  anyway  I  would  mind  my  guid  claes." 

"Hoot!"  said  Christina,  and  went  on  before  them 
head  in  air,  treading  the  rough  track  with  the  tread  of 
a  wild  doe. 

She  was  in  love  with  herself,  her  destiny,  the  air  of 
the  hills,  the  benediction  of  the  sun.  All  the  way 
home,  she  continued  under  the  intoxication  of  these 
sky-scraping  spirits.  At  table  she  could  talk  freely  of 
young  Hermiston;  gave  her  opinion  of  him  off-hand 
and  with  a  loud  voice,  that  he  was  a  handsome  young 
gentleman,  real  well  mannered  and  sensible-like,  but 
it  was  a  pity  he  looked  doleful.  Only — the  moment 
after — a  memory  of  his  eyes  in  church  embarrassed  her. 


1  Unlike  yourself,  strange,  as  persons  are  observed  to  be  in 
the  hour  of  approaching  death  or  calamity. 
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But  for  this  inconsiderable  check,  all  through  meal- 
time she  had  a  good  appetite,  and  she  kept  them  laugh- 
ing at  table,  until  Gib  (who  had  returned  before  them 
from  Crossmichael  and  his  separative  worship)  reproved 
the  whole  of  them  for  their  levity. 

Singing  "in  to  herself"  as  she  went,  her  mind  still 
in  the  turmoil  of  glad  confusion-,  she  rose  and  tripped 
upstairs  to  a  little  loft,  lighted  by  four  panes  in  the 
gable,  where  she  slept  with  one  of  her  nieces.  The 
niece,  who  followed  her,  presuming  on  '  'Auntie's' '  high 
spirits,  was  flounced  out  of  the  apartment  with  small 
ceremony,  and  retired,  smarting  and  half-tearful,  to 
bury  her  woes  in  the  byre  among  the  hay.  Still  hum- 
ming, Christina  divested  herself  of  her  finery,  and  put 
her  treasures  one  by  one  in  her  great  green  trunk. 
The  last  of  these  was  the  psalm-book;  it  was  a  fine  piece, 
the  gift  of  Mistress  Clem,  in  distinct  old-faced  type, 
on  paper  that  had  begun  to  grow  foxy  in  the  warehouse 
— not  by  service — and  she  was  used  to  wrap  it  in  a 
handkerchief  every  Sunday  after  its  period  of  service 
was  over,  and  bury  it  end-wise  at  the  head  of  her 
trunk.  As  she  now  took  it  in  hand  the  book  fell  open 
where  the  leaf  was  torn,  and  she  stood  and  gazed  upon 
that  evidence  of  her  bygone  discomposure.  There  re- 
turned again  the  vision  of  the  two  brown  eyes  staring 
at  her,  intent  and  bright,  out  of  that  dark  corner  of 
the  kirk.  The  whole  appearance  and  attitude,  the  smile, 
the  suggested  gesture  of  young  Hermiston  came  before 
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her  in  a  flash  at  the  sight  of  the  torn  page.  "I  was 
surely  fey!"  she  said,  echoing  the  words  of  Dandie, 
and  at  the  suggested  doom  her  high  spirits  deserted 
her.  She  flung  herself  prone  upon  the  bed,  and  lay 
there,  holding  the  psalni-book  in  her  hands  for  hours, 
for  the  more  part  in  a  mere  stupor  of  unconsenting 
pleasure  and  unreasoning  fear.  The  fear  was  super^ 
stitious;  there  came  up  again  and  again  in  her  memory 
Dandie's  ill-omened  words,  and  a  hundred  grisly  and 
black  tales  out  of  the  immediate  neighbourhood  read 
her  a  commentary  on  their  force.  The  pleasure  was 
never  realised.  You  might  say  the  joints  of  her  body 
thought  and  remembered,  and  were  gladdened,  but  her 
essential  self,  in  the  immediate  theatre  of  consiousness, 
talked  feverishly  of  something  else,  like  a  nervous  per- 
son at  a  fire.  The  image  that  she  most  complacently 
dwelt  on  was  that  of  Miss  Christina  in  her  character 
of  the  Fair  Lass  of  Cauldstaneslap,  carrying  all  before 
her  in  the  straw-coloured  frock,  the  violet  mantle,  and 
the  yellow  cobweb  stockings.  Archie's  image,  on  the 
other  hand,  when  it  presented  itself  was  never  welcomed 
— far  less  welcomed  with  any  ardour,  and  it  was  exposed 
at  times  to  merciless  criticism.  In  the  long,  vague 
dialogues  she  held  in  her  mind,  often  with  imaginary, 
often  with  unrealised  interlocutors,  Archie,  if  he  were 
referred  to  at  all,  came  in  for  savage  handling.  He 
was  described  as  "looking  like  a  stork,"  "staring  like 
a  caulf,"  "a  face  like  a  ghaist's."  "Do  you  call  that 
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manners?"  she  said;  or,  "I  soon  put  him  in  his  place." 
"  'Miss  Christina,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Weir!'  says  I, 
and  just  fiyped  up  my  skirt  tails."  With  gabble  like 
this  she  would  entertain  herself  long  whiles  together, 
and  then  her  eye  would  perhaps  fall  on  the  torn  leaf, 
and  the  eyes  of  Archie  would  appear  again  from  the 
darkness  of  the  wall,  and  the  voluble  words  deserted 
her,  and  she  would  lie  still  and  stupid,  and  think  upon 
nothing  with  devotion,  and  be  sometimes  raised  by  a 
quiet  sigh.  Had  a  doctor  of  medicine  come  into  that 
loft,  he  would  have  diagnosed  a  healthy,  well-developed, 
eminently  vivacious  lass  lying  on  her  face  in  a  fit  of  the 
sulks;  not  one  who  had  just  contracted,  or  was  just 
contracting,  a  mortal  sickness  of  the  mind  which  should 
yet  carry  her  towards  death  and  despair.  Had  it  been 
a  doctor  of  psychology,  he  might  have  been  pardoned 
for  divining  in  the  girl  a  passion  of  childish  vanity, 
self-love  in  excelsis,  and  no  more.  It  is  to  be  under- 
stood that  I  have  been  painting  chaos  and  describing 
the  inarticulate.  Every  lineament  that  appears  is  too 
precise,  almost  every  word  used  too  strong.  Take  a 
finger-post  in  the  mountains  on  a  day  of  rolling  mists; 
I  have  but  copied  the  names  that  appear  upon  the 
pointers,  the  names  of  definite  and  famous  cities  far 
distant,  and  now  perhaps  basking  in  sunshine;  but 
Christina  remained  all  these  hours,  at  it  were,  at  the 
foot  of  the  post  itself,  not  moving,  and  enveloped  in 
mutable  and  blinding  wreaths  of  haze. 
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The  day  was  growing  late  and  the  sunbeams  long  and 
level,  when  she  sat  suddenly  up,  and  wrapped  in  its 
handkerchief  and  put  by  that  psalm-book  which  had 
already  played  a  part  so  decisive  in  the  first  chapter  of 
her  love-story.  In  the  absence  of  the  mesmerist's  eye, 
we  are  told  nowadays  that  the  head  of  a  bright  nail 
may  fill  his  place,  if  it  be  steadfastly  regarded.  So 
that  torn  page  had  riveted  her  attention  on  what  might 
else  have  been  but  little,  and  perhaps  soon  forgotten; 
while  the  ominous  words  of  Dandie — heard,  not  heeded, 
and  still  remembered- — had  lent  to  her  thoughts,  or 
rather  to  her  mood,  a  cast  of  solemnity,  and  that  idea 
of  Fate — a  pagan  Fate,  uncontrolled  by  any  Christian 
deity,  obscure,  lawless,  and  august — moving  indissuad- 
ably  in  the  affairs  of  Christian  men.  Thus  even  that 
phenomenon  of  love  at  first  sight,  which  is  so  rare  and 
seems  so  simple  and  violent,  like  a  disruption  of  life's 
tissue,  may  be  decomposed  into  a  sequence  of  accidents 
happily  concurring. 

She  put  on  a  grey  frock  and  a  pink  kerchief,  looked 
at  herself  a  moment  with  approval  in  the  small  square 
of  glass  that  served  her  for  a  toilet  mirror,  and  went 
softly  downstairs  through  the  sleeping  house  that 
resounded  with  the  sound  of  afternoon  snoring.  Just 
outside  the  door  Dandie  was  sitting  with  a  book  in 
his  hand,  not  reading,  only  honouring  the  Sabbath  by 
a  sacred  vacancy  of  mind.  She  came  near  him  and 
stood  still. 


454  WEIR  OF  HERMISTON 

"I'm  for  off  up  the  muirs,  Dandie,"  she  said. 

There  was  something  unusually  soft  in  her  tones 
that  made  him  look  up.  She  was  pale,  her  eyes  dark 
and  bright;  no  trace  remained  of  the  levity  of  the 
morning. 

"Ay,  lass?  Ye'll  have  ye're  ups  and  downs  like  me, 
I'm  thinkin',"  he  observed. 

"What  for  do  ye  say  that?"  she  asked. 

"0,  for  naething, "  says  Band.  "Only  I  think  ye're 
mair  like  me  than  the  lave  of  them.  Ye've  mair  of  the 
poetic  temper,  tho'  Guid  kens  little  enough  of  the  poetic 
taalent.  It's  an  ill  gift  at  the  best.  Look  atyoursel'. 
At  denner  you  were  all  sunshine  and  flowers  and  laugh- 
ter, and  now  you're  like  the  star  of  evening  on  a  lake. ' ' 

She  drank  in  this  hackneyed  compliment  like  wine, 
and  it  glowed  in  her  veins. 

"But  I'm  saying,  Dand" — she  came  nearer  him — 
"I'm  for  the  muirs.  I  must  have  a  braith  of  air.  If 
Clem  was  to  be  speiring  for  me,  try  and  quaiet  him, 
will  ye  no?" 

"What  way?"  said  Dandie.  "I  ken  but  the  ae  way, 
and  that's  leein'.  I'll  say  ye  had  a  sair  heed,  if  ye 
like." 

"But  I  havena, "  she  objected. 

"I  daur  say  not,"  he  returned.  "I  said  I  would  say 
ye  had;  and  if  ye  like  to  nay-say  me  when  ye  come 
back,  it'll  no  mateerially  maitter,  for  my  chara'ter's 
clean  gane  a' ready  past  reca'." 
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"0,  Band,  are  ye  a  leear?"  she  asked,  lingering. 

"Folks  say  sae,"  replied  the  bard. 

"Wha  says  sae?"  she  pursued. 

"Them  that  should  ken  the  best,"  he  responded. 
"The  lassies,  for  ane." 

"But,  Dand,  you  would  never  lee  to  me?"  she  asked. 

"I'll  leave  that  for  your  pairt  of  it,  ye  girzie,"  said 
he.  "Ye'll  lee  to  me  fast  eneuch,  when  he  hae  gotten 
a  jo.  I'm  tellin'  ye  and  it's  true;  when  you  have  a  jo, 
Miss  Kirstie,  it'll  be  for  guid  and  ill.  I  ken:  I  was 
made  that  way  mysel',  but  the  deil  was  in  my  luck! 
Here,  gang  awa  wi'  ye  to  your  muirs,  and  let  me  be; 
I'm  in  an  hour  of  inspiraution,  ye  upsetting  tawpie!" 

But  she  clung  to  her  brother's  neighbourhood,  she 
knew  not  why. 

"Will  ye  no  gie's  a  kiss,  Dand?"  she  said.  "I  aye 
likit  ye  fine." 

He  kissed  her  and  considered  her  a  moment;  he  found 
something  strange  in  her.  But  he  was  a  libertine 
through  and  through,  nourished  equal  contempt  and 

suspicion  of  all  womankind,  and  paid  his  way  among 

• 

them  habitually  with  idle  compliments. 

"Gae  wa'  wi'  ye!"  said  he.  "Ye're  a  dentie  baby, 
and  be  content  wi'  that!" 

That  was  Dandie's  way;  a  kiss  and  a  comfit  to  Jenny 
— a  bawbee  and  my  blessing  to  Jill — and  good  night 
to  the  whole  clan  of  ye,  my  dears!  When  anything 
approached  the  serious,  it  became  a  matter  for  men, 
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he  both  thought  and  said.  Women,  when  they  did  not 
absorb,  were  only  children  to  be  shoo'd  away.  Mere- 
ly in  his  character  of  connoisseur,  however,  Dandie 
glanced  carelessly  after  his  sister  as  she  crossed  the 
meadow.  "The  brat's  no  that  bad!"  he  thought 
with  surprise,  for  though  he  had  just  been  paying 
her  compliments,  he  had  not  really  looked  at  her. 
"Hey!  what's  yon?"  For  the  grey  dress  was  cut 
with  short  sleeves  and  skirts,  and  displayed  her  trim 
strong  legs  clad  in  pink  stockings  of  the  same  shade 
as  the  kerchief  she  wore  round  her  shoulders,  and 
that  shimmered  as  she  went.  This  was  not  her  way 
in  undress;  he  knew  her  ways  and  the  ways  of  the 
whole  sex  in  the  countryside,  no  one  better;  when 
they  did  not  go  barefoot,  they  wore  stout  "rig  and 
furrow"  woollen  hose  of  an  invisible  blue  mostly, 
when  they  were  not  black  outright;  and  Dandie,  at 
sight  of  this  daintiness,  put  two  and  two  together.  It 
was  a  silk  handkerchief,  then  they  would  be  silken 
hose;  they  matched — then  the  whole  outfit  was  a  pres- 
ent of  Clem's,  a  costly  present,  and  not  something  to 
be  worn  through  bog  and  bf iar,  or  on  a  late  afternoon 
of  Sunday.  He  whistled.  "My  denty  May,  either 
your  heid's  fair  turned,  or  there's  some  ongoings!" 
he  observed,  and  dismissed  the  subject. 

She  went  slowly  at  first,  but  ever  straighter  and 
faster  for  the  Cauldstaneslap,  a  pass  among  the  hills  to 
which  the  farm  owed  its  name.  The  Slap  opened  like 
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a  doorway  between  two  rounded  hillocks;  and  through 
this  ran  the  short  cut  to  Hermiston.  Immediately  on 
the  other  side  it  went  down  through  the  Deil's  Hags, 
a  considerable  marshy  hollow  of  the  hill-tops,  full  of 
springs,  and  crouching  junipers,  and  pools  where  the 
black  peat-water  slumbered.  There  was  no  view  from 
here.  A  man  might  have  sat  upon  the  Praying  Weav- 
er's stone  a  half-century,  and  seen  none  but  the  Cauld- 
staneslap  children  twice  in  the  twenty-four  hours  on 
their  way  to  the  school  and  back  again,  an  occasional 
shepherd,  the  irruption  of  a  clan  of  sheep,  or  the  birds 
who  haunted  about  the  springs,  drinking  and  shrilly 
piping.  So,  when  she  had  once  passed  the  Slap,  Kirstie 
was  received  into  seclusion.  She  looked  back  a  last 
time  at  the  farm.  It  still  lay  deserted  except  for  the 
figure  of  Dandie,  who  was  now  seen  to  be  scribbling  in 
his  lap,  the  hour  of  expected  inspiration  having  come 
to  him  at  last.  Thence  she  passed  rapidly  through  the 
morass,  and  came  to  the  further  end  of  it,  where  a 
sluggish  burn  discharges,  and  the  path  for  Hermiston 
accompanies  it  on  the  beginning  of  its  downward  path. 
From  this  corner  a  wide  view  was  opened  to  her  of  the 
whole  stretch  of  braes  upon  the  other  side,  still  sallow 
and  in  places  rusty  with  the  winter,  with  the  path 
marked  boldly,  here  and  there  by  the  burnside  a  tuft 
of  birches,  and — three  miles  off  as  the  crow  flies — 
from  its  enclosures  and  young  plantations,  the  windows 
of  Hermiston  glittering  in  the  western  sun. 
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Here  she  sat  down  and  waited,  and  looked  for  a  long 
time  at  these  far-away  bright  panes  of  glass.  It  amused 
her  to  have  so  extended  a  view,  she  thought.  It  amused 
her  to  see  the  house  of  Hermiston — to  see  "folk" ;  and 
there  was  an  indistinguishable  human  unit,  perhaps 
the  gardener,  visibly  sauntering  on  the  gravel  paths. 

By  the  time  the  sun  was  down  and  all  the  easterly 
braes  lay  plunged  in  clear  shadow,  she  was  aware  of 
another  figure  coming  up  the  path  at  a  most  unequal 
rate  of  approach,  now  half-running,  now  pausing  and 
seeming  to  hesitate.  She  watched  him  at  first  with  a 
total  suspension  of  thought.  She  held  her  thought  as 
a  person  holds  his  breathing.  Then  she  consented  to 
recognise  him.  "He'll  no  be  coming  here,  he  canna 
be;  it's  no  possible."  And  there  began  to  grow  upon 
her  a  subdued  choking  suspense.  He  was  coming;  his 
hesitations  had  quite  ceased,  his  step  grew  firm  and 
swift;  no  doubt  remained;  and  the  question  loomed  up 
before  her  instant:  what  was  she  to  do?  It  was  all 
very  well  to  say  that  her  brother  was  a  laird  himself; 
it  was  all  very  well  to  speak  of  casual  intermarriages 
and  to  count  cousinship,  like  Auntie  Kirstie.  The  differ- 
ence in  their  social  station  was  trenchant;  propriety, 
prudence,  all  that  she  had  ever  learned,  all  that  she 
knew,  bade  her  flee.  But  on  the  other  hand  the  cup  of 
life  now  offered  to  her  was  too  enchanting.  For  one 
moment,  she  saw  the  question  clearly,  and  definitely 
made  her  choice.  She  stood  up  and  showed  herself  an 
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instant  in  the  gap  relieved  upon  the  sky-line;  and  the 
next,  fled  trembling  and  sat  down  glowing  with  ex- 
citement on  the  Weaver's  stone.  She  shut  her  eyes, 
seeking,  praying  for  composure.  Her  hand  shook  in 
her  lap,  and  her  mind  was  full  of  incongruous  and 
futile  speeches.  What  was  there  to  make  a  work  about? 
She  could  take  care  of  herself,  she  supposed !  There 
was  no  harm  in  seeing  the  laird.  It  was  the  best  thing 
that  could  happen.  She  would  mark  a  proper  distance 
to  him  once  and  for  all.  Gradually  the  wheels  of  her 
nature  ceased  to  go  round  so  madly,  and  she  sat  in  pas- 
sive expectation,  a  quiet,  solitary  figure  in  the  midst 
of  the  grey  moss.  I  have  said  she  was  no  hypocrite, 
but  here  I  am  at  fault.  She  never  admitted  to  herself 
that  she  had  come  up  the  hill  to  look  for  Archie.  And 
perhaps  after  all  she  did  not  know,  perhaps  came  as  a 
stone  falls.  For  the  steps  of  love  in  the  young,  and 
especially  in  girls,  are  instinctive  and  unconscious. 

In  the  meantime  Archie  was  drawing  rapidly  near, 
and  he  at  least  was  consciously  seeking  her  neighbour- 
hood. The  afternoon  had  turned  to  ashes  in  his  mouth; 
the  memory  of  the  girl  had  kept  him  from  reading  and 
drawn  him  as  with  cords;  and  at  last,  as  the  cool  of  the 
evening  began  to  come  on,  he  had  taken  his  hat  and  set 
forth,  with  a  smothered  ejaculation,  by  the  moor  path 
to  Cauldstaneslap.  He  had  no  hope  to  find  her;  he  took 
the  off  chance  without  expectation  of  result  and  to 
relieve  his  uneasiness.  The  greater  was  his  surprise, 
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as  he  surmounted  the  slope  and  came  into  the  hollow 
of  the  Deil's  Hags,  to  see  there,  like  an  answer  to  his 
wishes,  the  little  womanly  figure  in  the  grey  dress  and 
the  pink  kerchief  sitting  little,  and  low,  and  lost,  and 
acutely  solitary,  in  these  desolate  surroundings  and  on 
the  weather-beaten  stone  of  the  dead  weaver.  Those 
things  that  still  smacked  of  winter  were  all  rusty  about 
her,  and  those  things  that  already  relished  of  the  spring 
had  put  forth  the  tender  and  lively  colours  of  the  sea- 
son. Even  in  the  unchanging  face  of  the  death-stone 
changes  were  to  be  remarked;  and  in  the  channelled- 
lettering,  the  moss  began  to  renew  itself  in  jewels  of 
green.  By  an  after-thought  that  was  a  stroke  of  art, 
she  had  turned  up  over  her  head  the  back  of  the  ker- 
chief; so  that  it  now  framed  becomingly  her  vivacious 
and  yet  pensive  face.  Her  feet  were  gathered  under 
her  on  the  one  side,  and  she  leaned  on  her  bare  arm, 
which  showed  out  strong  and  round,  tapered  to  a  slim 
wrist,  and  shimmered  in  the  fading  light. 

Young  Hermiston  was  struck  with  a  certain  chill. 
He  was  reminded  that  he  now  dealt  in  serious  matters 
of  life  and  death.  This  was  a  grown  woman  he  was 
approaching,  endowed  with  her  mysterious  potencies 
and  attractions,  the  treasury  of  the  continued  race,  and 
he  was  neither  better  nor  worse  than  the  average  of  his 
sex  and  age.  He  had  a  certain  delicacy  which  had  pre- 
served him  hitherto  unspotted,  and  which  (had  either 
of  them  guessed  it)  made  him  a  more  dangerous  com- 


CHRISTINA'S  PSALM-BOOK  4G1 

panion  when  his  heart  should  be  really  stirred.  His 
throat  was  dry  as  he  came  near;  but  the  appealing 
sweetness  of  her  smile  stood  between  them  like  a 
guardian  angel. 

For  she  turned  to  him  and  smiled,  though  without 
rising.  There  was  a  shade  in  this  cavalier  greeting 
that  neither  of  them  perceived;  neither  he,  who  simply 
thought  it  gracious  and  charming  as  herself;  nor  yet 
she,  who  did  not  observe  (quick  as  she  was)  the  differ- 
ence between  rising  to  meet  the  laird  and  remaining 
seated  to  receive  the  expected  admirer. 

"Are  ye  stepping  west,  Hermiston?"  said  she,  giv- 
ing him  his  territorial  name  after  the  fashion  of  the 
countryside. 

"I  was,"  said  he  a  little  hoarsely,  "but  I  think  I  will 
be  about  the  end  of  my  stroll  now.  Are  you  like  me, 
Miss  Christina?  the  house  would  not  hold  me.  I  came 
here  seeking  air. ' ' 

He  took  his  seat  at  the  other  end  of  the  tombstone 
and  studied  her,  wondering  what  was  she.  There 
was  infinite  import  in  the  question  alike  for  her  and 
him. 

"Ay,"  she  said.  "I  couldna  bear  the  roof  either. 
It's  a  habit  of  mine  to  come  up  here  about  the  gloam- 
ing when  it's  quaiet  and  caller." 

"It  was  a  habit  of  my  mother's  also,"  he  said 
gravely.  The  recollection  half-startled  him  as  he 
expressed  it.  He  looked  around.  "I  have  scarce  been 
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here  since.  It's  peaceful,"  he  said,  with  a  long 
breath. 

"It's  no  like  Glasgow,"  she  replied.  "A  weary 
place,  yon  Glasgow!  But  what  a  day  have  I  had  for 
my  hame-coming,  and  what  a  bonny  evening!" 

"Indeed,  it  was  a  wonderful  day,"  said  Archie.  "I 
think  I  will  remember  it  years  and  years  until  I  come 
to  die.  On  days  like  this — I  do  not  know  if  you  feel 
as  I  do — but  everything  appears  so  brief,  and  fragile, 
and  exquisite,  that  I  am  afraid  to  touch  life.  We  are 
here  for  so  short  a  time;  and  all  the  old  people  before 
us — Rutherfords  of  Hermiston,  Elliotts  of  the  Cauld- 
staneslap — that  were  here  but  a  while  since,  riding 
about  and  keeping  up  a  great  noise  in  this  quiet 
corner — making  love  too,  and  marrying — why,  where 
are  they  now?  It's  deadly  commonplace,  but  after  all, 
the  commonplaces  are  the  great  poetic  truths." 

He  was  sounding  her,  semi-consciously,  to  see  if  she 
could  understand  him;  to  learn  if  she  were  only  an  ani- 
mal the  colour  of  flowers,  or  had  a  soul  in  her  to  keep 
her  sweet.  She,  on  her  part,  her  means  well  in  hand, 
watched,  womanlike,  for  any  opportunity  to  shine,  to 
abound  in  his  humour,  whatever  that  might  be.  The 
dramatic  artist,  that  lies  dormant  or  only  half-awake 
in  most  human  beings,  had  in  her  sprung  to  his  feet  in 
a  divine  fury,  and  chance  had  served  her  well.  She 
looked  upon  him  with  a  subdued  twilight  look  that 
became  the  hour  of  the  day  and  the  train  of  thought; 
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earnestness  shone  through  her  like  stars  in  the  purple 
west;  and  from  the  great  but  controlled  upheaval  of 
her  whole  nature  there  passed  into  her  voice,  and 
rang  in  her  lightest  words,  a  thrill  of  emotion. 

"Have  you  mind  of  Band's  song?"  she  answered. 
"I  think  he'll  have  been  trying  to  say  what  you  have 
been  thinking." 

"No,  I  never  heard  it,"  he  said.  "Repeat  it  to  me, 
can  you?" 

"It's  nothing  wanting  the  tune,"  said  Kirstie. 

"Then  sing  it  me,"  said  he. 

"On  the  Lord's  Day?  That  would  never  do,  Mr. 
Weir!" 

"I  am  afraid  I  am  not  so  strict  a  keeper  of  the  Sab- 
bath, and  there  is  no  one  in  this  place  to  hear  us, 
unless  the  poor  old  ancient  under  the  stone." 

"No  that  I'm  thinking  that  really,"  she  said.  "By 
my  way  of  thinking,  it's  just  as  serious  as  a  psalm. 
Will  I  sooth  it  to  ye,  then?" 

"If  you  please,"  said  he,  and,  drawing  near  to  her 
on  the  tombstone,  prepared  to  listen. 

She  sat  up  as  if  to  sing.  "I'll  only  can  sooth  it  to 
ye,"  she  explained.  "I  wouldna  like  to  sing  out  loud 
on  the  Sabbath.  I  think  the  birds  would  carry  news 
of  it  to  Gilbert,"  and  she  smiled.  "It's  about  the 
Elliotts,"  she  continued,  "and  I  think  there's  few 
bonnier  bits  in  the  book-poets,  though  Dand  has  never 
got  printed  yet." 
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And  she  began,  in  the  low,  clear  tones  of  her  half- 
voice,  now  sinking  almost  to  a  whisper,  now  rising  to 
a  particular  note  which  was  her  best,  and  which  Archie 
learned  to  wait  for  with  growing  emotion: — 

"0  they  Yade  in  the  rain,  in  the  days  that  are  gane, 

In  the  rain  and  the  wind  and  the  lave, 
They  shoutit  in  the  ha' and  they  routit  on  the  hill, 

But  they're  a'quaitit  noo  in  the  grave. 

Auld,  auld  Elliotts,  clay-cauld  Elliotts,  dour,  bauld  Elliotts  of 
auld!" 

All  the  time  she  sang  she  looked  steadfastly  before 
her,  her  knees  straight,  her  hands  upon  her  knee,  her 
head  cast  back  and  up.  The  expression  was  admirable 
throughout,  for  had  she  not  learned  it  from  the  lips  and 
under  the  criticism  of  the  author?  When  it  was  done, 
she  turned  upon  Archie  a  face  softly  bright,  and  eyes 
gently  suffused  and  shining  in  the  twilight,  and  his 
heart  rose  and  went  out  to  her  with  boundless  pity  and 
sympathy.  His  question  was  answered.  She  was  a 
human  being  tuned  to  a  sense  of  the  tragedy  of  life; 
there  were  pathos  and  music  and  a  great  heart  in  the 
girl. 

He  arose  instinctively,  she  also;  for  she  saw  she  had 
gained  a  point,  and  scored  the  impression  deeper,  and 
she  had  wit  enough  left  to  flee  upon  a  victory.  They 
were  but  commonplaces  that  remained  to  be  exchanged, 
but  the  low,  moved  voices  in  which  they  passed  made 
them  sacred  in  the  memory.  In  the  falling  grey  ness 
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of  the  evening  he  watched  her  figure  winding  through 
the  morass,  saw  it  turn  a  last  time  and  wave  a  hand, 
and  then  pass  through  the  Slap;  and  it  seemed  to  him 
as  if  something  went  along  with  her  out  of  the  deepest 
of  his  heart.  And  something  surely  had  come,  and 
come  to  dwell  there.  He  had  retained  from  childhood 
a  picture,  now  half-obliterated  by  the  passage  of  time 
and  the  multitude  of  fresh  impressions,  of  his  mother 
telling  him,  with  the  fluttered  earnestness  of  her  voice, 
and  often  with  dropping  tears,  the  tale  of  the  "Praying 
Weaver,"  on  the  very  scene  of  his  brief  tragedy  and 
long  repose.  And  now  there  was  a  companion  piece; 
and  he  beheld,  and  he  should  behold  forever,  Christina 
perched  on  the  same  tomb,  in  the  grey  colours  of  the 
evening,  gracious,  dainty,  perfect  as  a  flower,  and  she 
also  singing — 

"Of  old,  unhappy  far-off  things, 
And  battles  long  ago, ' ' 

— of  their  common  ancestors  now  dead,  of  their  rude 
wars  composed,  their  weapons  buried  with  them,  and 
of  these  strange  changelings,  their  descendants,  who 
lingered  a  little  in  their  places,  and  would  soon  be  gone 
also,  and  perhaps  sung  of  by  others  at  the  gloaming 
hour.  By  one  of  the  unconscious  arts  of  tenderness  the 
two  women  were  enshrined  together  in  his  memory. 
Tears,  in  that  hour  of  sensibility,  came  into  his  eyes 
indifferently  at  the  thought  of  either,  and  the  girl, 
from  being  something  merely  bright  and  shapely,  was 
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caught  up  into  the  zone  of  things  serious  as  life  and 
death  and  his  dead  mother.  So  that  in  all  ways  and 
on  either  side,  Fate  played  his  game  artfully  with  this 
poor  pair  of  children.  The  generations  were  prepared, 
the  pangs  were  made  ready,  before  the  curtain  rose  on 
the  dark  drama. 

In  the  same  moment  of  time  that  she  disappeared 
from  Archie,  there  opened  before  Kirstie's  eyes  the 
cup-like  hollow  in  which  the  farm  lay.  She  saw,  some 
five  hundred  feet  below  her,  the  house  making  itself 
bright  with  candles,  and  this  was  a  broad  hint  to  her 
to  hurry.  For  they  were  only  kindled  on  a  Sabbath 
night  with  a  view  to  that  family  worship  which  rounded 
in  the  incomparable  tedium  of  the  day  and  brought  on 
the  relaxation  of  supper.  Already  she  knew  that 
Robert  must  be  within-sides  at  the  head  of  the  table, 
"waling  the  portions;"  for  it  was  Robert  in  his  quality 
of  family  priest  and  judge,  not  the  gifted  Gilbert,  who 
officiated.  She  made  good  time  accordingly  down  the 
steep  ascent,  and  came  up  to  the  door  panting  as  the 
three  younger  brothers,  all  roused  at  last  from  slum- 
ber, stood  together  in  the  cool  and  the  dark  of  the 
evening  with  a  fry  of  nephews  and  nieces  about  them, 
chatting  and  awaiting  the  expected  signal.  She  stood 
back;  she  had  no  mind  to  direct  attention  to  her  late 
arrival  or  to  her  labouring  breath. 

"Kirstie,  ye  have  shaved  it  this  time,  my  lass,"  said 
Clem.  "Whaur  were  ye?" 
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"0,  just  taking  a  dander  by  myseP,"  said  Kirstie. 

And  the  talk  continued  on  the  subject  of  the  Ameri- 
can war,  without  further  reference  to  the  truant  who 
stood  by  them  in  the  covert  of  the  dusk,  thrilling  with 
happiness  and  the  sense  of  guilt. 

The  signal  was  given,  and  the  brothers  began  to  go 
in  one  after  another,  amid  the  jostle  and  throng  of 
Hob's  children. 

Only  Dandie,  waiting  till  the  last,  caught  Kirstie 
by  the  arm.  "When  did  ye  begin  to  dander  in  pink 
hosen,  Mistress  Elliott?"  he  whispered  slyly. 

She  looked  down;  she  was  one  blush.  "I  maun  have 
forgotten  to  change  them,"  said  she;  and  went  into 
prayers  in  her  turn  with  a  troubled  mind,  between 
anxiety  as  to  whether  Band  should  have  observed  her 
yellow  stockings  at  church,  and  should  thus  detect  her 
in  a  palpable  falsehood,  and  shame  that  she  had  already 
made  good  his  prophecy. 

She  remembered  the  words  of  it,  how  it  was  to  be 
when  she  had  gotten  a  jo,  and  that  that  would  be  for 
good  and  evil.  "Will  I  have  gotten  my  jo  now?"  she 
thought  with  a  secret  rapture. 

And  all  through  prayers,  where  it  was  her  principal 
business  to  conceal  the  pink  stockings  from  the  eyes  of 
the  indifferent  Mrs.  Hob — and  all  through  supper,  as 
she  made  a  feint  of  eating  and  sat  at  the  table  radiant 
and  constrained — and  again  when  she  had  left  them 
and  come  into  her  chamber,  and  was  alone  with  her 
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sleeping  niece,  and  could  at  last  lay  aside  the  armour 
of  society — the  same  words  sounded  within  her,  the 
same  profound  note  of  happiness,  of  a  world  all  changed 
and  renewed,  of  a  day  that  had  been  passed  in  Paradise, 
and  if  a  night  that  was  to  be  heaven  opened.  All  night 
she  seemed  to  be  conveyed  smoothly  upon  a  shallow 
stream  of  sleep  and  waking,  and  through  the  bowers 
of  Beulah;  all  night  she  cherished  to  her  heart  that 
exquisite  hope;  and  if,  towards  morning,  she  forgot  it 
awhile  in  a  more  profound  unconsciousness,  it  was  to 
catch  again  the  rainbow  thought  with  her  first  moment 
of  awaking. 


CHAPTER  VII 

ENTER  MEPHISTOPHELES 

Two  days  later  a  gig  from  Crossmichael  deposited 
Frank  Innes  at  the  doors  of  Hermiston.  Once  in  a  way, 
during  the  past  winter,  Archie,  in  some  acute  phase  of 
boredom,  had  written  him  a  letter.  It  had  contained 
something  in  the  nature  of  an  invitation,  or  a  reference 
to  an  invitation — precisely  what,  neither  of  them  now 
remembered.  When  Innes  had  received  it,  there  had 
been  nothing  further  from  his  mind  than  to  bury  him- 
self in  the  moors  with  Archie;  but  not  even  the  most 
acute  political  heads  are  guided  through  the  steps  of 
life  with  unerring  directness.  That  would  require  a 
gift  of  prophecy  which  has  been  denied  to  man.  For 
instance,  who  could  have  imagined  that,  not  a  month 
after  he  had  received  the  letter,  and  turned  it  into 
mockery,  and  put  off  answering  it,  and  in  the  end  lost 
it,  misfortunes  of  a  gloomy  cast  should  begin  to  thicken 
over  Frank's  career?  His  case  may  be  briefly  stated. 
His  father,  a  small  Morayshire  laird  with  a  large  fam- 
ily, became  recalcitrant  and  cut  off  the  supplies;  he 
had  fitted  himself  out  with  the  beginnings  of  quite  a 
good  law  library,  which,  upon  some  sudden  losses  on 
the  turf,  he  had  been  obliged  to  sell  before  they  were 
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paid  for;  and  his  bookseller,  hearing  some  rumour  of 
the  event,  took  out  a  warrant  for  his  arrest.  Innes 
had  early  word  of  it,  and  was  able  to  take  precautions. 
In  this  immediate  welter  of  his  affairs,  with  an  un- 
pleasant charge  hanging  over  him,  he  had  judged  it 
the  part  of  prudence  to  be  off  instantly,  had  written  a 
fervid  letter  to  his  father  at  Inverauld,  and  put  himself 
in  the  coach  for  Crossmichael.  Any  port  in  a  storm! 
He  was  manfully  turning  his  back  on  the  Parliament 
House  and  its  gay  babble,  on  porter  and  oysters,  the 
racecourse  and  the  ring;  and  manfully  prepared,  until 
these  clouds  should  have  blown  by,  to  share  a  living 
grave  with  Archie  Weir  at  Hermiston. 

To  do  him  justice,  he  was  no  less  surprised  to  be 
going  than  Archie  was  to  see  him  come ;  and  he  carried 
off  his  wonder  with  an  infinitely  better  grace. 

"Well,  here  I  am!"  said  he,  as  he  alighted.  "Pylades 
has  come  to  Orestes  at  last.  By  the  way,  did  you  get 
my  answer?  No?  How  very  provoking!  Well,  here 
I  am  to  answer  for  myself,  and  that's  better  still." 

"I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  of  course,"  said  Archie. 

"I  make  you  heartily  welcome,  of  course.  But  you 
surely  have  not  come  to  stay,  with  the  courts  still 
sitting;  is  that  not  most  unwise?" 

"Damn  the  courts!"  says  Frank.  "What  are  the 
courts  to  friendship  and  a  little  fishing?" 

And  so  it  was  agreed  that  he  was  to  stay,  with  no 
term  to  the  visit  but  the  term  which  he  had  privily  set 
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to  it  himself — the  day,  namely,  when  his  father  should 
have  come  down  with  the  dust,  and  he  should  be  able 
to  pacify  the  bookseller.  On  such  vague  conditions 
there  began  for  these  two  young  men  (who  were  not 
even  friends)  a  life  of  great  familiarity  and,  as  the 
days  grew  on,  less  and  less  intimacy.  They  were  to- 
gether at  meal  times,  together  o'  nights  when  the  hour 
had  come  for  whisky  toddy;  but  it  might  have  been 
noticed  (had  there  been  anyone  to  pay  heed)  that  they 
were  rarely  so  much  together  by  day.  Archie  had 
Hermiston  to  attend  to,  multifarious  activities  in  the 
hills,  in  which  he  did  not  require,  and  had  even  refused, 
Frank's  escort.  He  would  be  off  sometimes  in  the 
morning  and  leave  only  a  note  on  the  breakfast  table  to 
announce  the  fact;  and  sometimes,  with  no  notice  at 
all,  he  would  not  return  for  dinner  until  the  hour  was 
long  past.  Innes  groaned  under  these  desertions;  it 
required  all  his  philosophy  to  sit  down  to  a  solitary 
breakfast  with  composure,  and  all  his  unaffected  good- 
nature to  be  able  to  greet  Archie  with  friendliness  on 
the  more  rare  occasions  when  he  came  home  late  for 
dinner. 

"I  wonder  what  on  earth  he  finds  to  do,  Mrs.  Elliott?" 
said  he  one  morning,  after  he  had  just  read  the  hasty 
billet  and  sat  down  to  table. 

"I  suppose  it  will  be  business,  sir,"  replied  the 
housekeeper  dryly,  measuring  his  distance  off  to  him 
by  an  indicated  curtsey. 
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"But  I  can't  imagine  what  business!"  he  reiterated. 

"I  suppose  it  will  be  his  business,"  retorted  the 
austere  Kirstie. 

He  turned  to  her  with  that  happy  brightness  that 
made  the  charm  of  his  disposition,  and  broke  into  a 
peal  of  healthy  and  natural  laughter. 

"Well  played,  Mrs.  Elliott!"  he  cried,  and  the  house- 
keeper's face  relaxed  into  the  shadow  of  an  iron  smile. 
"Well  played  indeed!"  said  he.  "But  you  must  not 
be  making  a  stranger  of  me  like  that.  Why,  Archie 
and  I  were  at  the  High  School  together,  and  we've 
been  to  college  together,  and  we  were  going  to  the  Bar 
together,  when — you  know!  Dear,  dear  me!  what  a 
pity  that  was!  A  life  spoiled,  a  fine  young  fellow  as 
good  as  buried  here  in  the  wilderness  with  rustics;  and 
all  for  what?  A  frolic,  silly,  if  you  like,  but  no  more. 
God,  how  good  your  scones  are,  Mrs.  Elliott." 

"They're  no  mines,  it  was  the  lassie  made  them," 
said  Kirstie;  "and,  saving  your  presence,  there's  little 
sense  in  taking  the  Lord's  name  in  vain  about  idle 
vivers  that  you  fill  your  kyte  wi'." 

"I  daresay  you're  perfectly  right,  ma'am,"  quoth 
the  imperturbable  Frank.  "But,  as  I  was  saying,  this 
is  a  pitiable  business,  this  about  poor  Archie;  and  you 
and  I  might  do  worse  than  put  our  heads  together,  like 
a  couple  of  sensible  people,  and  bring  it  to  an  end. 
Let  me  tell  you,  ma'am,  that  Archie  is  really  quite  a 
promising  young  man,  and  in  my  opinion  he  would  do 
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well  at  the  Bar.  As  for  his  father,  no  one  can  deny 
his  ability,  and  I  don't  fancy  any  one  would  care  to 
deny  that  he  has  the  deil's  own  temper " 

"If  you'll  excuse  me,  Mr.  Innes,  I  think  the  lass  is 
crying  on  me,"  said  Kirstie,  and  flounced  from  the 
room. 

"The  damned,  cross-grained,  old  broomstick !"  ejac- 
ulated Innes. 

In  the  meantime,  Kirstie  had  escaped  into  the  kitchen, 
and  before  her  vassal  gave  vent  to  her  feelings. 

"Here,  ettercap!  Ye'll  have  to  wait  on  yon  Innes! 
I  canna  haud  myself  in.  'Puir  Erchie'!  I'd  'puir 
Erchie'  him,  if  I  had  my  way!  And  Hermiston  with 
the  deil's  ain  temper!  God,  let  him  take  Hermiston's 
scones  out  of  his  mouth  first.  There's  no  a  hair  on 
ayther  o'  the  Weirs  that  hasna  mair  spunk  and  dirdum 
to  it  than  what  he  has  in  nis  hale  dwaibly  body !  Settin' 
up  his  snash  to  me!  Let  him  gang  to  the  black  toon 
where  he's  mebbe  wantit — birling  in  a  curricle — wi' 
pimatum  on  his  heid — making  a  mess  o'  himsel'  wi' 
nesty  hizzies — a  fair  disgrace!"  It  was  impossible  to 
hear  without  admiration  Kirstie's  graduated  disgust, 
as  she  brought  forth,  one  after  another,  these  somewhat 
baseless  charges.  Then  she  remembered  her  immediate 
purpose,  and  turned  again  on  her  fascinated  auditor. 
"Do  ye  no  hear  me,  tawpie?  Do  ye  no  hear  what  I'm 
tellin'  ye?  Will  I  have  to  shoo  ye  in  to  him?  If  I 
come  to  attend  to  ye,  mistress!"  And  the  maid  fled 
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the  kitchen,  which  had  become  practically  dangerous, 
to  attend  on  Innes'  wants  in  the  front  parlour. 

Tantaene  irae  ?  Has  the  reader  perceived  the  rea- 
son? Since  Frank's  coming  there  were  no  more  hours 
of  gossip  over  the  supper  tray!  All  his  blandishments 
were  in  vain;  he  had  started  handicapped  on  the  race 
for  Mrs  Elliott's  favour. 

But  it  was  a  strange  thing  how  misfortune  dogged 
him  in  his  efforts  to  be  genial.  I  must  guard  the 
reader  against  accepting  Kirstie's  epithets  as  eviden«e; 
she  was  more  concerned  for  their  vigour  than  for  their 
accuracy.  Dwaibly,  for  instance;  nothing  could  be 
more  calumnious.  Frank  was  the  very  picture  of  good 
looks,  good  humour,  and  manly  youth.  He  had  bright 
eyes  with  a  sparkle  and  a  dance  to  them,  curly  hair,  a 
charming  smile,  brilliant  teeth,  an  admirable  carriage 
of  the  head,  the  look  of  a  gentleman,  the  address  of 
one  accustomed  to  please  at  first  sight  and  to  improve 
the  impression.  And  with  all  these  advantages,  he 
failed  with  everyone  about  Hermiston;  with  the  silent 
shepherd,  with  the  obsequious  grieve,  with  the  groom 
who  was  also  the  ploughman,  with  the  gardener  and 
the  gardener's  sister — a  pious,  down-hearted  woman 
with  a  shawl  over  her  ears — he  failed  equally  and  flatly. 
They  did  not  like  him,  and  they  showed  it.  The  little 
maid,  indeed,  was  an  exception;  she  admired  him  de- 
voutly, probably  dreamed  of  him  in  her  private  hours; 
but  she  was  accustomed  to  play  the  part  of  silent 
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auditor  to  Kirstie's  tirades  and  silent  recipient  of 
Kirstie's  buffets,  and  she  had  learned  not  only  to  be  a 
very  capable  girl  of  her  years,  but  a  very  secret  and 
prudent  one  besides.  Frank  was  thus  conscious  that 
he  had  one  ally  and  sympathiser  in  the  midst  of  that 
general  union  of  disfavour  that  surrounded,  watched, 
and  waited  on  him  in  the  house  of  Hermiston;  but  he 
had  little  comfort  or  society  from  that  alliance,  and 
the  demure  little  maid  (twelve  on  her  last  birthday) 
preserved  her  own  counsel,  and  tripped  on  his  service, 
brisk,  dumbly  responsive,  but  inexorably  unconver- 
sational.  For  the  others,  they  were  beyond  hope  and 
beyond  endurance.  Never  had  a  young  Apollo  been 
cast  among  such  rustic  barbarians.  But  perhaps  the 
cause  of  his  ill-success  lay  in  one  trait  which  was 
habitual  and  unconscious  with  him,  yet  diagnostic  of 
the  man.  It  was  his  practice  to  approach  any  one  per- 
son at  the  expense  of  someone  else.  He  offered  you  an 
alliance  against  the  someone  else;  he  flattered  you  by 
slighting  him;  you  were  drawn  into  a  small  intrigue 
against  him  before  you  knew  how.  Wonderful  are  the 
virtues  of  this  process  generally;  but  Frank's  mistake 
was  in  the  choice  of  the  someone  else.  He  was  not 
politic  in  that;  he  listened  to  the  voice  of  irritation. 
Archie  had  offended  him  at  first  by  what  he  had  felt  to 
be  rather  a  dry  reception;  had  offended  him  since  by 
his  frequent  absences.  He  was  besides  the  one  figure 
continually  present  in  Frank's  eye;  and  it  was  to  his 
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immediate  dependents  that  Frank  could  offer  the  snare 
of  his  sympathy.  Now  the  truth  is  that  the  Weirs, 
father  an  son,  were  surrounded  by  a  posse  of  strenuous 
loyalists.  Of  my  lord  they  were  vastly  proud.  It  was 
a  distinction  in  itself  to  be  one  of  the  vassels  of  the 
"Hanging  Judge,"  and  his  gross,  formidable  joviality 
was  far  from  unpopular  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his 
home.  For  Archie  they  had,  one  and  all,  a  sensitive 
affection  and  respect  which  recoiled  from  a  word  of 
belittlement. 

Nor  was  Frank  more  successful  when  he  went  farther 
afield.  To  the  Four  Black  Brothers,  for  instance,  he 
was  antipathetic  in  the  highest  degree.  Hob  thought 
him  too  light,  Gib  too  profane.  Clem,  who  saw  him 
but  for  a  day  or  two  before  he  went  to  Glasgow,  wanted 
to  know  what  the  fule's  business  was,  and  whether  he 
meant  to  stay  here  all  session  time!  "Yon's  a  drone," 
he  pronounced.  As  for  Dand,  it  will  be  enough  to  de- 
scribe their  first  meeting,  when  Frank  had  been  whip- 
ping a  river  and  the  rustic  celebrity  chanced  to  come 
along  the  path. 

"I'm  told  you  are  quite  a  poet,"  Frank  had  said. 

"Wha  tell't  ye  that,  mannie?"  had  been  the  uncon- 
ciliating  answer. 

"0,  everybody,"  says  Frank. 

"God!  Here's  fame!"  said  the  sardonic  poet,  and 
he  had  passed  on  his  way. 

Come  to  think  of  it,  we  have  here  perhaps  a  truer 
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explanation  of  Frank's  failures.  Had  he  met  Mr. 
Sheriff  Scott  he  could  have  turned  a  neater  compliment, 
because  Mr.  Scott  would  have  been  a  friend  worth 
making.  Dand,  on  the  other  hand,  he  did  not  value 
sixpence,  and  he  showed  it  even  while  he  tried  to  flat- 
ter. Condescension  is  an  excellent  thing,  but  it  is 
strange  how  one-sided  the  pleasure  of  it  is!  He  who 
goes  fishing  among  the  Scots  peasantry  with  condescen- 
sion for  a  bait  will  have  an  empty  basket  by  evening. 
In  proof  of  this  theory  Frank  made  a  great  success 
of  it  at  the  Crossmichael  Club,  to  which  Archie  took 
him  immediately  on  his  arrival;  his  own  last  appearance 
on  that  scene  of  gaiety.  Frank  was  made  welcome 
there  at  once,  continued  to  go  regularly,  and  had  at- 
tended a  meeting  (as  the  members  ever  after  loved  to 
tell)  on  the  evening  before  his  death.  Young  Hay  and 
young  Pringle  appeared  again.  There  was  another 
supper  at  Windielaws,  another  dinner  at  Driffel;  and 
it  resulted  in  Frank  being  taken  to  the  bosom  of  the 
county  people  as  unreservedly  as  he  had  been  repudiated 
by  the  country  folk.  He  occupied  Hermiston  after  the 
manner  of  an  invader  in  a  conquered  capital.  He  was 
perpetually  issuing  from  it,  as  from  a  base,  to  toddy 
parties,  fishing  parties,  and  dinner  parties,  to  which 
Archie  was  not  invited,  or  to  which  Archie  would  not 
go.  It  was  now  that  the  name  of  The  Recluse  became 
general  for  the  young  man.  Some  say  that  Innes 
invented  it;  Innes,  at  least,  spread  it  abroad. 
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"How's  all  with  your  Recluse  to-day?"  people  would 
ask. 

"0,  reclusing  away!"  Innes  would  declare,  with  his 
bright  air  of  saying  something  witty;  and  immediately 
interrupt  the  general  laughter  which  he  had  provoked 
much  more  by  his  air  than  his  words,  "Mind  you,  it's 
all  very  well  laughing,  but  I'm  not  very  well  pleased. 
Poor  Archie  is  a  good  fellow,  an  excellent  fellow,  a 
fellow  I  always  liked.  I  think  it  small  of  him  to  take 
his  little  disgrace  so  hard  and  shut  himself  up.  'Grant 
that  it  is  a  ridiculous  story,  painfully  ridiculous,'  I 
keep  telling  him  'Be  a  man!  Live  it  dowti,  man!' 
But  not  he.  Of  course  it's  just  solitude,  and  shame, 
and  all  that.  But  I  confess  I'm  beginning  to  fear  the 
result.  It  would  be  all  the  pities  in  the  world  if  a 
really  promising  fellow  like  Weir  was  to  end  ill.  I'm 
seriously  tempted  to  write  to  Lord  Hermiston,  and  put 
it  plainly  to  him." 

"I  would  if  I  were  you,"  some  of  his  auditors  would 
say,  shaking  the  head,  sitting  bewildered  and  confused 
at  this  new  view  of  the  matter,  so  deftly  indicated  by 
a  single  word.  "A  capital  idea?"  they  would  add,  and 
wonder  at  the  aplomb  and  position  of  this  young  man, 
who  talked  as  a  matter  of  course  of  writing  to  Hermis- 
ton and  correcting  him  upon  his  private  affairs. 

And  Frank  would  proceed,  sweetly  confidential :  "I'll 
give  you  an  idea,  now.  He's  actually  sore  about  the 
way  that  I'm  received  and  he's  left  out  in  the  county — 


ENTER  MEPHISTOPHELES  479 

actually  jealous  and  sore.  I've  rallied  him  and  I've 
reasoned  with  him,  told  him  that  everyone  was  most 
kindly  inclined  towards  him,  told  him  even  that  I  was 
received  merely  because  I  was  his  guest.  But  it's  no 
use.  He  will  neither  accept  the  invitations  he  gets, 
nor  stop  brooding  about  the  ones  where  he's  left  out. 
What  I'm  afraid  of  is  that  the  wound's  ulcerating. 
He  had  always  one  of  those  dark,  secret,  angry  natures 
— a  little  underhand  and  plenty  of  bile — you  know  the 
sort.  He  must  have  inherited  it  from  the  Weirs,  whom 
I  suspect  to  have  been  a  worthy  family  of  weavers  some- 
where; what's  the  cant  phrase? — sedentary  occupation. 
It's  precisely  the  kind  of  character  to  go  wrong  in  a 
false  position  like  what  his  father's  made  for  him,  or 
he's  making  for  himself,  whichever  you  like  to  call  it. 
And  for  my  part,  I  think  it  a  disgrace,"  Frank  would 
say  generously. 

Presently  the  sorrow  and  anxiety  of  this  disinterested 
friend  took  shape.  He  began  in  private,  in  conversa- 
tions of  two,  to  talk  vaguely  of  bad  habits  and  low 
habits.  "I  must  say  I'm  afraid  he's  going  wrong 
altogether,"  he  would  say.  "I'll  tell  you  plainly,  and 
between  ourselves,  I  scarcely  like  to  stay  there  any 
longer;  only,  man,  I'm  positively  afraid  to  leave  him 
alone.  You'll  see,  I  shall  be  blamed  for  it  later  on. 
I'm  staying  at  a  great  sacrifice.  I'm  hindering  my 
chances  at  the  Bar,  and  I  can't  blind  my  eyes  to  it. 
And  what  I'm  afraid  of  is  that  I'm  going  to  get  kicked 
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for  it  all  round  before  all's  done.  You  see,  nobody 
believes  in  friendship  nowadays." 

"Well,  Innes, "  his  interlocutor  would  reply,  "it's 
very  good  of  you,  I  must  say  that.  If  there's  any  blame 
going  you'll  always  be  sure  of  my  good  word,  for  one 
thing." 

"Well,"  Frank  would  continue,  "candidly,  I  don't 
say  it's  pleasant.  He  has  a  very  rough  way  with  him; 
his  father's  son,  you  know.  I  don't  say  he's  rude — of 
course,  I  couldn't  be  expected  to  stand  that — but  he 
steers  very  near  the  wind.  No,  it's  not  pleasant;  but 
I  tell  ye,  man,  in  conscience  I  don't  think  it  would  be 
fair  to  leave  him.  Mind  you,  I  don't  say  there's  any- 
thing actually  wrong.  What  I  say  is  that  I  don't  like 
the  looks  of  it,  man!"  and  he  would  press  the  arm  of 
his  momentary  confidant. 

In  the  early  stages  I  am  persuaded  there  was  no 
malice.  He  talked  but  for  the  pleasure  of  airing  him- 
self. He  was  essentially  glib,  as  becomes  the  young 
advocate,  and  essentially  careless  of  the  truth,  which  is 
the  mark  of  the  young  ass;  and  so  he  talked  at  random. 
There  was  no  particular  bias,  but  that  one  which  is 
indigenous  and  universal,  to  flatter  himself  and  to 
please  and  interest  the  present  friend.  And  by  thus 
milling  air  out  of  his  mouth,  he  had  presently  built  up 
a  presentation  of  Archie  which  was  known  and  talked 
of  in  all  corners  of  the  county.  Wherever  there  was  a 
residential  house  and  a  walled  garden,  wherever  there 
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was  a  dwarfish  castle  and  a  park,  wherever  a  quadruple 
cottage  by  the  ruins  of  a  peel-tower  showed  an  old 
family  going  down,  and  wherever  a  handsome  villa  with 
a  carriage  approach  and  a  shrubbery  marked  the  coming 
up  of  a  new  one — probably  on  the  wheels  of  machinery 
— Archie  began  to  be  regarded  in  the  light  of  a  dark, 
perhaps  a  vicious  mystery,  and  the  future  developments 
of  his  career  to  be  looked  for  with  uneasiness  and  con- 
fidential whispering.  He  had  done  something  disgrace- 
ful, my  dear.  What,  was  not  precisely  known,  and 
that  good  kind  young  man,  Mr.  Innes,  did  his  best  to 
make  light  of  it.  But  there  it  was.  And  Mr.  Innes 
was  very  anxious  about  him  now;  he  was  really  uneasy, 
my  dear;  he  was  positively  wrecking  his  own  prospects 
because  he  dared  not  leave  him  alone.  How  wholly  we 
all  lie  at  the  mercy  of  a  single  prater,  not  needfully 
with  any  malign  purpose!  And  if  a  man  but  talks 
of  himself  in  the  right  spirit,  refers  to  his  virtuous 
actions  by  the  way,  and  never  applies  to  them  the  name 
of  virtue,  how  easily  his  evidence  is  accepted  in  the 
court  of  public  opinion. 

All  this  while,  however,  there  was  a  more  poisonous 
ferment  at  work  between  the  two  lads,  which  came 
late  indeed  to  the  surface,  but  had  modified  and  mag- 
nified their  dissensions  from  the  first.  To  an  idle, 
shallow,  easy-going  customer  like  Frank,  the  smell  of 
a  mystery  was  attractive.  It  gave  his  mind  something 
to  play  with,  like  a  new  toy  to  a  child ;  and  it  took  him 
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on  the  weak  side,  for  like  many  young  men  coming  to 
the  Bar,  and  before  they  have  been  tried  and  found 
wanting,  he  flattered  himself  he  was  a  fellow  of  un- 
usual quickness  and  penetration.  They  knew  nothing 
of  Sherlock  Holmes  in  these  days,  but  there  was  a  good 
deal  said  of  Talleyrand.  And  if  you  could  have  caught 
Frank  off  his  guard,  he  would  have  confessed  with  a 
smirk  that,  if  he  resembled  anyone,  it  was  the  Marquis 
de  Talleyrand-Perigord.  It  was  on  the  occasion  of 
Archie's  first  absence  that  this  interest  took  root.  It 
was  vastly  deepened  when  Kirstie  resented  his  curiosity 
at  breakfast,  and  that  same  [afternoon  there  occurred 
another  scene  which  clinched  the  business.  He  was 
fishing  Swingleburn,  Archie  accompanying  him,  when 
the  latter  looked  at  his  watch. 

"Well,  good-bye,"  said  he.  "I  have  something  to 
do.  See  you  at  dinner. " 

"Don't  be  in  such  a  hurry,"  cries  Frank.  "Hold  on 
till  I  get  my  rod  up.  I'll  go  with  you;  I'm  sick  of 
flogging  this  ditch." 

And  he  began  to  reel  up  his  line. 

Archie  stood  speechless.  He  took  a  long  while  to 
recover  his  wits  under  this  direct  attack;  but  by  the 
time  he  was  ready  with  his  answer,  and  the  angle  was 
almost  packed  up,  he  had  become  completely  Weir,  and 
the  hanging  face  gloomed  on  his  young  shoulders.  He 
spoke  with  a  laboured  composure,  a  laboured  kindness 
even ;  but  a  child  could  see  that  his  mind  was  made  up. 
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"I  beg  your  pardon,  Innes;  I  don't  want  to  be  dis- 
agreeable, but  let  us  understand  one  another  from  the 
beginning.  When  I  want  your  company,  I'll  let  you 
know." 

"Oh!"  cries  Frank,  "you  don't  want  my  company, 
don't  you?" 

'  'Apparently  not  just  now, ' '  replied  Archie.  "I  even 
indicated  to  you  when  I  did,  if  you'll  remember — and 
that  was  at  dinner.  If  we  two  fellows  are  to  live  to- 
gether pleasantly — and  I  see  no  reason  why  we  should 
not — it  can  only  be  by  respecting  each  other's  privacy. 
If  we  begin  intruding " 

"Oh,  come!  I'll  take  this  at  no  man's  hands.  Is 
this  the  way  you  treat  a  guest  and  an  old  friend?" 
cried  Innes. 

"Just  go  home  and  think  over  what  I  said  by  your- 
self," continued  Archie,  "whether  it's  reasonable,  or 
whether  it's  really  offensive  or  not;  and  let's  meet  at 
dinner  as  though  nothing  had  happened.  I'll  put  it 
this  way,  if  you  like — that  I  know  my  own  character, 
that  I'm  looking  forward  (with  great  pleasure,  I  assure 
you)  to  a  long  visit  from  you,  and  that  I'm  taking  pre- 
cautions at  the  first.  I  see  the  thing  that  we — that  I, 
if  you  like — might  fall  out  upon,  and  I  step  in  and 
obsta  principiis.  I  wager  you  five  pounds  you'll  end 
by  seeing  that  I  mean  friendliness,  and  I  assure  you, 
Francie,  I  do,"  he  added,  relenting. 

Bursting  with  anger,  but  incapable  of  speech,  Innes 
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shouldered  his  rod,  made  a  gesture  of  farewell,  and 
strode  off  down  the  burnside.  Archie  watched  him  go 
without  moving.  He  was  sorry,  but  quite  unashamed. 
He  hated  to  be  inhospitable,  but  in  one  thing  he  was 
his  father's  son.  He  had  a  strong  sense  that  his  house 
was  his  own  and  no  man  else's;  and  to  lie  at  a  guest's 
mercy  was  what  he  refused.  He  hated  to  seem  harsh. 
But  that  was  Frank's  lookout.  If  Frank  had  been  com- 
monly discreet,  he  would  have  been  decently  courteous. 
And  there  was  another  consideration.  The  secret  he 
was  protecting  was  not  his  own  merely;  it  was  hers;  it 
belonged  to  that  inexpressible  she  who  was  fast  taking 
possession  of  his  soul,  and  whom  he  would  soon  have 
defended  at  the  cost  of  burning  cities.  By  the  time  he 
had  watched  Frank  as  far  as  the  Swingleburnfoot, 
appearing  and  disappearing  in  the  tarnished  heather, 
still  stalking  at  a  fierce  gait  but  already  dwindled  in 
the  distance  into  less  than  the  smallness  of  Lilliput,  he 
could  afford  to  smile  at  the  occurrence.  Either  Frank 
would  go,  and  that  would  be  a  relief — or  he  would  con- 
tinue to  stay,  and  his  host  must  continue  to  endure  him. 
And  Archie  was  now  free — by  devious  paths,  behind 
hillocks  and  in  the  hollow  of  burns — to  make  for  the 
trysting-place  where  Kirstie,  cried  about  by  the  cur- 
lew and  the  plover,  waited  and  burned  for  his  coming 
by  the  Covenanter's  stone. 

Innes  went  off  downhill  in  a  passion  of  resentment, 
easy  to  be  understood,  but  which  yielded  progressively 
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to  the  needs  of  his  situation.  He  cursed  Archie  for  a 
cold-hearted,  unfriendly,  rude  dog;  and  himself  still 
more  passionately  for  a  fool  in  having  come  to  Hermis- 
ton  when  he  might  have  sought  refuge  in  almost  any 
other  house  in  Scotland,  but  the  step  once  taken  was 
practically  irretrievable.  He  had  no  more  ready  money 
to  go  anywhere  else;  he  would  have  to  borrow  from 
Archie  the  next  club-night;  and  ill  as  he  thought  of  his 
host's  manners,  he  was  sure  of  his  practical  generosity. 
Frank's  resemblance  to  Talleyrand  strikes  me  as  im- 
aginary; but  at  least  not  Talleyrand  himself  could  have 
more  obediently  taken  his  lesson  from  the  facts.  He 
met  Archie  at  dinner  without  resentment,  almost  with 
cordiality.  You  must  take  your  friends  as  you  find 
them,  he  would  have  said.  Archie  couldn't  help  being 
his  father's  son,  or  his  grandfather's,  the  hypothetical 
weaver's,  grandson.  The  son  of  a  hunks,  he  was  still 
a  hunks  at  heart,  incapable  of  true  generosity  and  con- 
sideration; but  he  had  other  qualities  with  which  Frank 
could  divert  himself  in  the  meanwhile,  and  to  enjoy 
which  it  was  necessary  that  Frank  should  keep  his 
temper. 

So  excellently  was  it  controlled  that  he  awoke  next 
morning  with  his  head  full  of  a  different,  though  a 
cognate  subject.  What  was  Archie's  little  game?  Why 
did  he  shun  Frank's  company?  What  was  he  keeping 
secret?  Was  he  keeping  tryst  with  somebody,  and  was 
it  a  woman?  It  would  be  a  good  joke  and  a  fair  revenge 
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to  discover.  To  that  task  he  set  himself  with  a  great 
deal  of  patience,  which  might  have  surprised  his  friends, 
for  he  had  been  always  credited  not  with  patience  so 
much  as  brilliancy;  and  little  by  little,  from  one  point 
to  another,  he  at  last  succeeded  in  piecing  out  the  sit- 
uation. First  he  remarked  that,  although  Archie  set 
out  in  all  the  directions  of  the  compass,  he  always  came 
home  again  from  some  point  between  the  south  and 
west.  From  the  study  of  a  map,  and  in  consideration 
of  the  great  expanse  of  untenanted  moorland  running 
in  that  direction  towards  the  sources  of  the  Clyde,  he 
laid  his  finger  on  Cauldstaneslap  and  two  other  neigh- 
bouring farms,  Kingsmuirs  and  Polintarf.  But  it  was 
difficult  to  advance  farther.  With  his  rod  for  a  pretext, 
he  vainly  visited  each  of  them  in  turn;  nothing  was  to 
be  seen  suspicious  about  this  trinity  of  moorland  settle- 
ments. He  would  have  tried  to  follow  Archie,  had  it 
been  the  least  possible,  but  the  nature  of  the  land  pre- 
cluded the  idea.  He  did  the  next  best,  ensconced  him- 
self in  a  quiet  corner,  and  pursued  his  movements  with 
a  telescope.  It  was  equally  in  vain,  and  he  soon  wearied 
of  his  futile  vigilance,  left  the  telescope  at  home,  and 
had  almost  given  the  matter  up  in  despair,  when,  on 
the  twenty-seventh  day  of  his  visit,  he  was  suddenly 
confronted  with  the  person  whom  he  sought.  The  first 
Sunday  Kirstie  had  managed  to  stay  away  from  kirk  on 
some  pretext  of  indisposition,  which  was  more  truly 
modesty;  the  pleasure  of  beholding  Archie  seeming  too 
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sacred,  too  vivid  for  that  public  place.  On  the  two 
following  Frank  had  himself  been  absent  on  some  of 
his  excursions  among  the  neighbouring  families.  It 
was  not  until  the  fourth,  accordingly,  that  Frank  had 
occasion  to  set  eyes  on  the  enchantress.  With  the  first 
look,  all  hesitation  was  over.  She  came  with  the  Cauld- 
staneslap  party ;  then  she  lived  at  Cauldstaneslap.  Here 
was  Archie's  secret,  here  was  the  woman,  and  more 
than  that — though  I  have  need  here  of  every  manage- 
able attenuation  of  language — with  the  first  look,  he 
had  already  entered  himself  as  rival.  It  was  a  good 
deal  in  pique,  it  was  a  little  in  revenge,  it  was  much  in 
genuine  admiration:  the  devil  may  decide  the  propor- 
tions; I  cannot,  and  it  is  very  likely  that  Frank  could 
not. 

"Mighty  attractive  milkmaid,"  he  observed,  on  the 
way  home. 

"Who?"  said  Archie. 

"0,  the  girl  you're  looking  at — arn't  you?  Forward 
there  on  the  road.  She  came  attended  by  the  rustic 
bard;  presumably,  therefore,  belongs  to  his  exalted 
family.  The  single  objection!  for  the  Four  Black 
Brothers  are  awkward  customers.  If  anything  were  to 
go  wrong,  Gib  would  gibber,  and  Clem  would  prove 
inclement;  and  Dand  fly  in  danders,  and  Hob  blow  up 
in  gobbets.  It  would  be  a  Helliott  of  a  business!" 

"Very  humorous,  I  am  sure,"  said  Archie. 

"Well,  I  am  trying  to  be  so,"  said  Frank.     "It's 
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none  too  easy  in  this  place,  and  with  your  solemn 
society,  my  dear  fellow.  But  confess  that  the  milk- 
maid has  found  favour  in  your  eyes,  or  resign  all  claim 
to  be  a  man  of  taste." 

"It  is  no  matter,"  returned  Archie. 

But  the  other  continued  to  look  at  him,  steadily  and 
quizzically,  and  his  colour  slowly  rose  and  deepened 
under  the  glance,  until  not  impudence  itself  could  have 
denied  that  he  was  blushing.  And  at  this  Archie  lost 
some  of  his  control.  He  changed  his  stick  from  one 
hand  to  the  other,  and — "0,  for  God's  sake,  don't  be 
an  ass!"  he  cried. 

"Ass?  That's  the  retort  delicate  without  doubt," 
says  Frank.  "Beware  of  the  homespun  brothers,  dear. 
If  they  come  into  the  dance,  you'll  see  who's  an  ass. 
Think  now,  if  they  only  applied  (say)  a  quarter  as  much 
talent  as  I  have  applied  to  the  question  of  what  Mr. 
Archie  does  with  his  evening  hours,  and  why  he  is  so 
unaffectedly  nasty  when  the  subject's  touched  on — 

"You  are  touching  on  it  now,"  interrupted  Archie 
with  a  wince. 

"Thank  you.  That  was  all  I  wanted,  an  articulate 
confession,"  said  Frank. 

"I  beg  to  remind  you "  began  Archie. 

But  he  was  interrupted  in  turn.  "My  dear  fellow, 
don't.  It's  quite  needless.  The  subject's  dead  and 
buried."  And  Frank  began  to  talk  hastily  on  other 
matters,  an  art  in  which  he  was  an  adept,  for  it  was 
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his  gift  to  be  fluent  on  anything  or  nothing.  But  al- 
though Archie  had  the  grace  or  the  timidity  to  suffer 
him  to  rattle  on,  he  was  by  no  means  done  with  the 
subject.  When  he  came  home  to  dinner,  he  was  greeted 
with  a  sly  demand,  how  things  were  looking  "Cauld- 
staneslap  ways."  Frank  took  his  first  glass  of  port 
out  after  dinner  to  the  toast  of  Kirstie,  and  later  in 
the  evening  he  returned  to  the  charge  again. 

"I  say,  Weir,  you'll  excuse  me  for  returning  again 
to  this  affair.  I've  been  thinking  it  over,  and  I  wish 
to  beg  you  very  seriously  to  be  more  careful.  It's  not 
a  safe  business.  Not  safe,  my  boy,"  said  he. 

"What?"  said  Archie. 

"Well,  it's  your  own  fault  if  I  must  put  a  name  on 
the  thing;  but  really,  as  a  friend,  I  cannot  stand  by 
and  see  you  rushing  head  down  into  these  dangers. 
My  dear  boy,"  said  he,  holding  up  a  warning  cigar, 
"consider!  What  is  to  be  the  end  of  it?" 

"The  end  of  what?" — Archie,  helpless  with  irrita- 
tion, persisted  in  this  dangerous  and  ungracious  guard. 

"Well,  the  end  of  the  milkmaid;  or,  to  speak  more 
by  the  card,  the  end  of  Miss  Christina  Elliott  of  the 
Cauldestaneslap?  " 

"I  assure  you,"  Archie  broke  out,  "this  is  all  a  fig- 
ment of  your  imagination.  There  is  nothing  to  be 
said  against  that  young  lady;  you  have  no  right  to 
introduce  her  name  into  the  conversation. 

"I'll  make  a  note  of  it,"  said  Frank.     "She  shall 
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henceforth  be  nameless,  nameless,  nameless,  Grigalach ! 
I  make  a  note  besides  of  your  valuable  testimony  to  her 
character.  I  only  want  to  look  at  this  thing  as  a  man 
of  the  world.  Admitted  she's  an  angel — but,  my  good 
fellow,  is  she  a  lady?" 

This  was  torture  to  Archie.  "I  beg  your  pardon," 
he  said,  struggling  to  be  composed,  "but  because  you 
have  wormed  yourself  into  my  confidence ' ' 

"0,  come!"  cried  Frank.  "Your  confidence?  It  was 
rosy  but  unconsenting.  Your  confidence,  indeed?  Now, 
look!  This  is  what  I  must  say,  Weir,  for  it  concerns 
your  safety  and  good  character,  and  therefore  my  honour 
as  your  friend.  You  say  I  wormed  myself  into  your 
confidence.  Wormed  is  good.  But  what  have  I  done? 
I  have  put  two  and  two  together,  just  as  the  parish 
will  be  doing  to-morrow,  and  the  whole  of  Tweeddale 
in  two  weeks,  and  the  black  brothers — well,  I  won't 
put  a  date  on  that;  it  will  be  a  dark  and  stormy  morn- 
ing. Your  secret,  in  other  words,  is  poor  Poll's.  And 
I  want  to  ask  of  you  as  a  friend  whether  you  like  the 
prospect?  There  are  two  horns  to  your  dilemma,  and 
I  must  say  for  myself  I  should  look  mighty  ruefully  on 
either.  Do  you  see  yourself  explaining  to  the  Four 
Black  Brothers?  or  do  you  see  yourself  presenting  the 
milkmaid  to  papa  as  the  future  lady  of  Hermiston? 
Do  you?  I  tell  you  plainly,  I  don't!" 

Archie  rose.  "I  will  hear  no  more  of  this,"  he  said 
in  a  trembling  voice. 
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But  Frank  again  held  up  his  cigar.  "Tell  me  one 
thing  first.  Tell  me  if  this  is  not  a  friend's  part  that 
I  am  playing?" 

"I  believe  you  think  it  so,"  replied  Archie.  "I  can 
go  as  far  as  that.  I  can  do  so  much  justice  to  your 
motives.  But  I  will  hear  no  more  of  it.  I  am  going 
to  bed." 

"That's  right  Weir,"  said  Frank,  heartily.  "Go  to 
bed  and  think  over  it;  and  I  say,  man,  don't  forget 
your  prayers!  I  don't  often  do  the  moral — don't  go  in 
for  that  sort  of  thing — but  when  I  do  there's  one  thing 
sure,  that  I  mean  it." 

So  Archie  marched  off  to  bed,  and  Frank  sat  alone 
by  the  table  for  another  hour  or  so,  smiling  to  himself 
richly.  There  was  nothing  vindictive  in  his  nature; 
but,  if  revenge  came  in  his  way,  it  might  as  well  be 
good,  and  the  thought  of  Archie's  pillow  reflections 
that  night  was  indescribably  sweet  to  him.  He  felt  a 
pleasant  sense  of  power.  He  looked  down  on  Archie  as 
on  a  very  little  boy  whose  strings  he  pulled — as  on  a 
horse  whom  he  had  backed  and  bridled  by  sheer  power 
of  intelligence,  and  whom  he  might  ride  to  glory  or  the 
grave  at  pleasure.  Which  was  it  to  be?  He  lingered 
long,  relishing  the  details  of  schemes  that  he  was  too 
idle  to  pursue.  Poor  cork  upon  a  torrent,  he  tasted 
that  night  the  sweets  of  omnipotence,  and  brooded  like 
a  deity  over  the  strands  of  that  intrigue  which  was  to 
shatter  him  before  the  summer  waned. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

A  NOCTURNAL  VISIT 

KIRSTIE  had  many  causes  of  distress.  More  and  more 
as  we  grow  old — and  yet  more  and  more  as  we  grow 
old  and  are  women,  frozen  by  the  fear  of  age — we  come 
to  rely  on  the  voice  as  the  single  outlet  of  the  soul. 
Only  thus,  in  the  curtailment  of  our  means,  can  we  re- 
lieve the  straitened  cry  of  the  passion  within  us;  only 
thus,  in  the  bitter  and  sensitive  shyness  of  advancing 
years,  can  we  maintain  relations  with  those  vivacious 
figures  of  the  young  that  still  show  before  us  and  tend 
daily  to  become  no  more  than  the  moving  wall-paper 
of  life.  Talk  is  the  last  link,  the  last  relation.  But 
with  the  end  of  the  conversation,  when  the  voice  stops 
and  the  bright  face  of  the  listener  is  turned  away, 
solitude  falls  again  on  the  bruised  heart.  Kirstie  had 
lost  her  "cannie  hour  at  e'en;"  she  could  no  more  wan- 
der with  Archie,  a  ghost  if  you  will  but  a  happy  ghost, 
in  fields  Elysian.  And  to  her  it  was  as  if  the  whole 
world  had  fallen  silent;  to  him,  but  an  unremarkable 
change  of  amusements.  And  she  raged  to  know  it. 
The  effervescency  of  her  passionate  and  irritable  nature 
rose  within  her  at  times  to  bursting  point. 

This  is  the  price  paid  by  age  for  unseasonable  ardours 
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of  feeling.  It  must  have  been  so  for  Kirstie  at  any 
time  when  the  occasion  chanced;  but  it  so  fell  out  that 
she  was  deprived  of  this  delight  in  the  hour  when  she 
had  most  need  of  it,  when  she  had  most  to  say,  most  to 
ask,  and  when  she  trembled  to  recognize  her  sovereignty 
not  merely  in  abeyance  but  annulled.  For,  with  the 
clairvoyance  of  a  genuine  love,  she  had  pierced  the 
mystery  that  had  so  long  embarrassed  Frank.  She  was 
conscious,  even  before  it  was  carried  out,  even  on  that 
Sunday  night  when  it  began,  of  an  invasion  of  her 
rights;  and  a  voice  told  her  the  invader's  name.  Since 
then,  by  arts,  by  accident,  by  small  things  observed, 
and  by  the  general  drift  of  Archie's  humour,  she  had 
passed  beyond  all  possibility  of  doubt.  With  a  sense 
of  justice  that  Lord  Hermiston  might  have  envied,  she 
had  that  day  in  church  considered  and  admitted  the 
attractions  of  the  younger  Kirstie;  and  with  the  pro- 
found humanity  and  sentimentality  of  her  nature,  she 
had  recognised  the  coming  of  fate.  Not  thus  would 
she  have  chosen.  She  had  seen,  in  imagination,  Archie 
wedded  to  some  tall,  powerful,  and  rosy  heroine  of  the 
golden  locks,  made  in  her  own  image,  for  whom  she 
would  have  strewed  the  bride-bed  with  delight;  and 
now  she  could  have  wept  to  see  the  ambition  falsified. 
But  the  gods  had  pronounced,  and  her  doom  was  other- 
wise. 

She  lay  tossing  in  bed   that  night,  besieged  with 
feverish  thoughts.    There  were  dangerous  matters  pend- 
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ing,  a  battle  was  toward,  over  the  fate  of  which  she 
hung  in  jealousy,  sympathy,  fear,  and  alternate  loyalty 
and  disloyalty  to  either  side.  Now  she  was  reincar- 
nated in  her  niece,  and  now  in  Archie.  Now  she  saw, 
through  the  girl's  eyes,  the  youth  on  his  knees  to  her, 
heard  his  persuasive  instances  with  a  deadly  weakness, 
and  received  his  overmastering  caresses.  Anon,  with 
a  revulsion,  her  temper  raged  to  see  such  utmost  favours 
of  fortune  and  love  squandered  on  a  brat  of  a  girl,  one 
of  her  own  house,  using  her  own  name — a  deadly  in- 
gredient— and  that  "didnae  ken  her  ain  mind  an'  was 
as  black's  your  hat."  Now  she  trembled  lest  her  deity 
should  plead  in  vain,  loving  the  idea  of  success  for  him 
like  a  triumph  of  nature;  anon,  with  returning  loyalty 
to  her  own  family  and  sex,  she  trembled  for  Kirstie  and 
the  credit  of  the  Elliotts.  And  again  she  had  a  vision 
of  herself,  the  day  over  for  her  old-world  tales  and  local 
gossip,  bidding  farewell  to  her  last  link  with  life  and 
brightness  and  love;  and  behind  and  beyond,  she  saw 
but  the  blank  butt-end  where  she  must  crawl  to  die. 
Had  she  then  come  to  the  lees?  she,  so  great,  so  beauti- 
ful, with  a  heart  as  fresh  as  a  girl's  and  strong  as 
womanhood?  It  could  not  be,  and  yet  it  was  so;  and 
for  a  moment  her  bed  was  horrible  to  her  as  the  sides 
of  the  grave.  And  she  looked  forward  over  a  waste  of 
hours,  and  saw  herself  go  on  to  rage,  and  tremble, 
and  be  softened,  and  rage  again,  until  the  day  came 
and  the  labours  of  the  day  must  be  renewed. 
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Suddenly  she  heard  feet  on  the  stairs — his  feet,  and 
soon  after  the  sound  of  a  window-sash  flung  open.  She 
sat  up  with  her  heart  beating.  He  had  gone  to  his 
room  alone,  and  he  had  not  gone  to  bed.  She  might 
again  have  one  of  her  night  cracks;  and  at  the  entranc- 
ing prospect,  a  change  came  over  her  mind;  with  the 
approach  of  this  hope  of  pleasure,  all  the  baser  metal 
became  immediately  obliterated  from  her  thoughts. 
She  rose,  all  woman,  and  all  the  best  of  woman,  tender, 
pitiful,  hating  the  wrong,  loyal  to  her  own  sex — and 
all  the  weakest  of  that  dear  miscellany,  nourishing, 
cherishing  next  her  soft  heart,  voicelessly  flattering, 
hopes  that  she  would  have  died  sooner  than  have  ac- 
knowledged. She  tore  off  her  nightcap,  and  her  hair 
fell  about  her  shoulders  in  profusion.  Undying  coquetry 
awoke.  By  the  faint  light  of  her  nocturnal  rush,  she 
stood  before  the  looking-glass,  carried  her  shapely  arms 
above  her  head,  and  gathered  up  the  treasures  of  her 
tresses.  She  was  never  backward  to  admire  herself; 
that  kind  of  modesty  was  a  stranger  to  her  nature ;  and 
she  paused,  struck  with  a  pleased  wonder  at  the  sight. 
"Ye  daft  auld  wife!"  she  said,  answering  a  thought 
that  was  not;  and  she  blushed  with  the  innocent  con- 
sciousness of  a  child.  Hastily  she  did  up  the  massive 
and  shining  coils,  hastily  donned  a  wrapper,  and  with 
the  rushlight  in  her  hand,  stole  into  the  hall.  Below 
stairs  she  heard  the  clock  ticking  the  deliberate  seconds, 
and  Frank  jingling  with  the  decanters  in  the  dining- 
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room.  Aversion  rose  in  her,  bitter  and  momentary. 
"Nesty,  tippling  puggy!"  she  thought;  and  the  next 
moment  she  had  knocked  guardedly  at  Archie's  door 
and  was  bidden  enter. 

Archie  had  been  looking  out  into  the  ancient  black- 
ness pierced  here  and  there  with  a  rayless  star;  taking 
the  sweet  air  of  the  moors  and  the  night  into  his  bosom 
deeply;  seeking,  perhaps  finding,  peace  after  the  man- 
ner of  the  unhappy.  He  turned  round  as  she  came  in, 
and  showed  her  a  pale  face  against  the  window-frame. 

"Is  that  you,  Kirstie?"  he  asked.     "Come  in!" 

"It's  unco  late,  my  dear,"  said  Kirstie,  affecting 
unwillingness. 

"No,  no,"  he  answered,  "not  at  all.  Come  in,  if 
you  want  a  crack.  I  am  not  sleepy,  God  knows?" 

She  advanced,  took  a  chair  by  the  toilet  table  and  the 
candle,  and  set  the  rushlight  at  her  foot.  Something 
— it  might  be  in  the  comparative  disorder  of  her  dress, 
it  might  be  the  emotion  that  now  welled  in  her  bosom 
— had  touched  her  with  a  wand  of  transformation,  and 
she  seemed  young  with  the  youth  of  goddesses. 

"Mr.  Erchie,"  she  began,  "what's  this  that's  come 
to  ye?" 

"I  am  not  aware  of  anything  that  has  come,"  said 
Archie,  and  blushed  and  repented  bitterly  that  he  had 
let  her  in. 

"Oh,  my  dear,  that'll  no  dae!"  said  Kirstie.  "It's 
ill  to  blind  the  eyes  of  love.  Oh,  Mr.  Erchie,  tak'  a 
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thocht  ere  it's  ower  late.  Ye  shouldnae  be  impatient 
o'  the  braws  o'  life,  they'll  a'  come  in  their  saison, 
like  the  sun  and  the  rain.  Ye're  young  yet;  ye've 
mony  cantie  years  afore  ye.  See  and  dinnae  wreck 
yersel  at  the  outset  like  sae  money  ithers !  Hae  patience 
— they  telled  me  aye  that  was  the  owercome  o'  life — • 
hae  patience,  there's  a  braw  day  coming  yet.  Gude 
kens  it  never  cam  to  me;  and  here  I  am  wi'  nayther 
man  nor  bairn  to  ca'  my  ain,  wearying  a'  folks 
wi'  my  ill  tongue,  and  you  just  the  first,  Mr.  Erchie?" 

"I  have  a  difficulty  in  knowing  what  you  mean," 
said  Archie. 

"Weel,  and  I'll  tell  ye,"  she  said.  "It's  just  this, 
that  I'm  feared.  I'm  feared  for  ye,  my  dear.  Remem- 
ber, your  faither  is  a  hard  man,  reaping  where  he  has- 
nae  sowed  and  gaithering  where  he  hasnae  strawed- 
It's  easy  speakin',  but  mind!  Ye'll  have  to  look  in  the 
gurly  face  o'm,  where  it's  ill  to  look,  and  vain  to  look 
for  mercy.  Ye  mind  me  o'  a  bonny  ship  pitten  oot  into 
the  black  and  gowsty  seas — ye're  a'  safe  still  sittin' 
quait  and  crackin'  wi'  Kirstie  in  your  lown  chalmer; 
but  whaur  will  ye  be  the  morn,  andinwhatten  horror  o' 
the  fearsome  tempest,  cryin'  on  the  hills  to  cover  ye?" 

"Why,  Kirstie,  you're  very  enigmatical  to-night — 
and  very  eloquent, ' '  Archie  put  in. 

"And,  my  dear  Mr.  Erchie,"  she  continued,  with  a 
change  of  voice,  "ye  mauna  think  that  I  canna  sympa- 
thise wi'  ye.  Ye  mauna  think  that  I  havena  been  young 
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myseP.  Langsyne,  when  I  was  a  bit  lassie,  no  twenty 
yet — "  She  paused  and  sighed.  "Clean  and  caller, 
wi'  a  fit  like  the  hinney  bee,"  she  continued.  "I  was 
aye  big  and  buirdly,  ye  maun  understand;  a  bonny  fig- 
ure o'  a  woman,  though  I  say  it  that  suldna — built  to 
rear  bairns — braw  bairns  they  suld  hae  been,  and  grand 
I  would  hae  likit  it!  But  I  was  young,  dear,  wi'  the 
bonny  glint  o'  youth  in  my  e'en,  and  little  I  dreamed 
I'd  ever  be  tellin'  ye  this,  an  auld,  lanely,  rudas  wife! 
Weel,  Mr.  Erchie,  there  was  a  lad  cam*  courtin'  me, 
as  was  but  naetural.  Mony  had  come  before,  and  I 
would  nane  o'  them.  But  this  yin  had  a  tongue  to  wile 
the  birds  frae  the  lift  and  the  bees  frae  the  foxglove 
bells.  Deary  me,  but  it's  lang  syne.  Folk  have  deed 
sinsyne  and  been  buried,  and  are  forgotten,  and  bairns 
been  born  and  got  merrit  and  got  bairns  o'  their  ain. 
Sinsyne  woods  have  been  plantit,  and  have  grawn  up 
and  are  bonny  trees,  and  the  joes  sit  in  their  shadow, 
and  sinsyne  auld  states  have  changed  hands,  and  there 
have  been  wars  and  rumours  of  wars  on  the  face  of  the 
earth.  And  here  I'm  still — like  an  auld  droopit  craw 
— lookin'  on  and  craikin'?  But,  Mr.  Erchie,  do  ye  no 
think  that  I  have  mind  o'  it  a'  still?  I  was  dwalling 
then  in  my  faither's  house;  and  it's  a  curious  thing 
that  we  were  whiles  trysted  in  the  Deil's  Hags.  And 
do  ye  no  think  that  I  have  mind  of  the  bonny  simmer 
days,  the  lang  miles  o'  the  bluid-red  heather,  the  cryin' 
o'  the  whaups,  and  the  lad  and  the  lassie  that  was 
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trysted?  Do  ye  no  think  that  I  mind  how  the  hilly 
sweetness  ran  about  my  hairt.  Ay,  Mr.  Erchie,  I  ken 
the  way  o'  it — fine  do  I  ken  the  way — how  the  grace  o' 
God  takes  them  like  Paul  of  Tarsus,  when  they  think 
oit  least,  and  drives  the  pair  o'  them  into  a  land  which 
is  like  a  dream,  and  the  world  and  the  folks  in  't  are 
nae  mair  than  clouds  to  the  puir  lassie,  and  Heeven  nae 
mair  than  windle-straes,  if  she  can  but  pleesure  him! 
Until  Tarn  deed — that  was  my  story,"  she  broke  off  to 
say,  "he  deed,  and  I  wasna  at  the  buryin'.  But  while 
he  was  here,  I  could  take  care  o'  myseP.  And  can  yon 
puir  lassie?" 

Kirstie,  her  eyes  shining  with  unshed  tears,  stretched 
out  her  hand  towards  him  appealingly;  the  bright  and 
the  dull  gold  of  her  hair  flashed  and  smouldered  in  the 
coils  behind  her  comely  head,  like  the  rays  of  an  eternal 
youth;  the  pure  colour  had  risen  in  her  face;  and  Archie 
was  abashed  alike  by  her  beauty  and  her  story.  He 
came  towards  her  slowly  from  the  window,  took  up  her 
hand  in  his  and  kissed  it. 

"Kirstie,"  he  said  hoarsely,  "you  have  misjudged 
me  sorely.  I  have  always  thought  of  her,  I  wouldna 
harm  her  for  the  universe,  my  woman?" 

"Eh,  lad,  and  that's  easy  sayin',"  cried  Kirstie, 
"but  it's  nane  sae  easy  doin'!  Man,  do  ye  no  compre- 
hend that  it's  God's  wull  we  should  be  blendit  and 
glamoured,  and  have  nae  command  over  our  ain  mem- 
bers at  a  time  like  that?  My  bairn,"  she  cried,  still 
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holding  his  hand,  "think  o'  the  puir  lass!  have  pity 
upon  her,  Erchie!  and  0,  be  wise  for  twa?  Think  o' 
the  risk  she  rins!  I  have  seen  ye  and  what's  to  prevent 
ithers?  I  saw  ye  once  in  the  Hags,  in  my  ain  howl, 
and  I  was  wae  to  see  ye  there — in  part  for  the  omen, 
for  I  think  there's  a  weird  on  the  place — and  in  pairt 
for  pure  nakit  envy  and  bitterness  o'  hairt.  It's  strange 
ye  should  forgather  there  tae!  God!  but  yon  puir, 
thrawn,  auld  Covenanter's  seen  a  heap  o'  human  natur 
since  he  lookit  his  last  on  the  musket  barrels,  if  he 
never  saw  nane  afore, ' '  she  added  with  a  kind  of  wonder 
in  her  eyes.  "I  swear  by  my  honour  I  have  done  her 
no  wrong,"  said  Archie.  "I  swear  by  my  honour  and 
the  redemption  of  my  soul  that  there  shall  none  be 
done  her.  I  have  heard  of  this  before.  I  have  been 
foolish,  Kirstie,  not  unkind  and,  above  all,  not  base." 
"There's  my  bairn!"  said  Kirstie,  rising.  "I'll  can 
trust  ye  noo,  I'll  can  gang  to  my  bed  wi '  an  easy  hairt. ' ' 
And  then  she  saw  in  a  flash  how  barren  had  been  her 
triumph.  Archie  had  promised  to  spare  the  girl,  and 
he  would  keep  it;  but  who  had  promised  to  spare  Archie? 
What  was  to  be  the  end  of  it?  Over  a  maze  of  diffi- 
culties she  glanced,  and  saw,  at  the  end  of  every  pas- 
sage, the  flinty  countenance  of  Hermiston.  And  a  kind 
of  horror  fell  upon  her  at  what  she  had  done.  She  wore 
a  tragic  mask.  "Erchie,  the  Lord  peety  you,  dear, 
and  peety  me!  I  have  buildit  on  this  foundation," — 
laying  her  hand  heavily  on  his  shoulder — "and  buildit 
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hie,  and  pit  my  hairt  in  the  buildin'  of  it.  If  the  hale 
hypothec  were  to  fa',  I  think,  laddie,  I  would  dee! 
Excuse  a  daft  wife  that  loves  ye,  and  that  kenned  your 
mither.  And  for  His  name's  sake  keep  yersel'  frae 
inordinate  desires;  haud  your  heart  in  baith  your  hands, 
carry  it  canny  and  laigh;  dinna  send  it  up  like  a  bairn's 
kite  into  the  collies-hangie  o'  the  wunds?  Mind,  Mais- 
ter  Erchie  dear,  that  this  life's  a'  disappointment,  and 
a  mouthfu'  o'  mools  is  the  appointed  end." 

"Ay,  but  Kirstie,  my  woman,  you're  asking  me  ower 
much  at  last,"  said  Archie,  profoundly  moved,  and 
lapsing  into  the  broad  Scots.  "Ye're  asking  what  nae 
man  can  grant  ye,  what  only  the  Lord  of  heaven  can 
grant  ye  if  He  see  fit.  Ay!  And  can  even  He?  I  can 
promise  ye  what  I  shall  do,  and  you  can  depend  on  that. 
But  how  I  shall  feel — my  woman,  that  is  long  past 
thinking  of!" 

They  were  both  standing  by  now  opposite  each  other. 
The  face  of  Archie  wore  the  wretched  semblance  of  a 
smile;  hers  was  convulsed  for  a  moment. 

"Promise  me  ae  thing, "  she  cried,  in  a  sharp  voice. 
"Promise  me  ye '11  never  do  naething  without  telling 
me." 

"No,  Kirstie,  I  canna  promise  ye  that,"  he  replied. 
"I  have  promised  enough,  God  kens!" 

"May  the  blessing  of  God  lift  and  rest  upon  ye, 
dear!"  she  said. 

"God  bless  ye,  my  old  friend,"  said  he. 


CHAPTER   IX 
AT  THE  WEAVER'S  STONE 

IT  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  Archie  drew  near 
by  the  hill  path  to  the  Praying  Weaver's  stone.  The 
Hags  were  in  shadow.  But  still,  through  the  gate  of 
the  Slap,  the  sun  shot  a  last  arrow,  which  sped  far  and 
straight  across  the  surface  of  the  moss,  here  and  there 
touching  and  shining  on  a  tussock,  and  lighted  at  length 
on  the  gravestone  and  the  small  figure  awaiting  him 
there.  The  emptiness  and  solitude  of  the  great  moors 
seemed  to  be  concentred  there,  and  Kirstie  pointed  out 
by  that  figure  of  sunshine  for  the  only  inhabitant.  His 
first  sight  of  her  was  thus  excruciatingly  sad,  like  a 
glimpse  of  a  world  from  which  all  light,  comfort,  and 
society  were  on  the  point  of  vanishing.  And  the  next 
moment,  when  she  had  turned  her  face  to  him  and  the 
quick  smile  had  enlightened  it,  the  whole  face  of  nature 
smiled  upon  him  in  her  smile  of  welcome.  Archie's 
slow  pace  was  quickened ;  his  legs  hasted  to  her  though 
his  heart  was  hanging  back.  The  girl,  upon  her  side, 
drew  herself  together  slowly  and  stood  up,  expectant; 
she  was  all  languor,  her  face  was  gone  white;  her  arms 
ached  for  him,  her  soul  was  on  tip-toes.  But  he  de- 
ceived her,  pausing  a  few  steps  away,  not  less  white 
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than  herself,  and  holding  up  his  hand  with  a  gesture 
of  denial. 

"No,  Christina,  not  to-day,"  he  said.  "To-day  I 
have  to  talk  to  you  seriously.  Sit  ye  down,  please, 
there  where  you  were.  Please!"  he  repeated. 

The  revulsion  of  feeling  in  Christina's  heart  was 
violent.  To  have  longed  and  waited  these  weary  hours 
for  him,  rehearsing  her  endearments — to  have  seen  him 
at  last  come — to  have  been  ready  there,  breathless, 
wholly  passive,  his  to  do  what  he  would  with — and 
suddenly  to  have  found  herself  confronted  with  a  grey- 
faced,  harsh  schoolmaster — it  was  too  rude  a  shock. 
She  could  have  wept,  but  pride  withheld  her.  She  sat 
down  on  the  stone,  from  which  she  had  arisen,  part 
with  the  instinct  of  obedience,  part  as  though  she  had 
been  thrust  there.  What  was  this?  Why  was  she 
rejected?  Had  she  ceased  to  please?  She  stood  here 
offering  her  wares,  and  he  would  none  of  them!  And 
yet  they  were  all  his!  His  to  take  and  keep,  not  his 
to  refuse  though!  In  her  quick  petulant  nature,  a  mo- 
ment ago  on  fire  with  hope,  thwarted  love  and  wounded 
vanity  wrought.  The  schoolmaster  that  there  is  in  all 
men,  to  the  despair  of  all  girls  and  most  women,  was 
now  completely  in  possession  of  Archie.  He  had  passed 
a  night  of  sermons;  a  day  of  reflection;  he  had  come 
wound  up  to  do  his  duty;  and  the  set  mouth  which  in 
him  only  betrayed  the  effort  of  his  will,  to  her  seemed 
the  expression  of  an  averted  heart.  It  was  the  same 
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with  his  constrained  voice  and  embarrassed  utterance; 
and  if  so — if  it  was  all  over — the  pang  of  the  thought 
took  away  from  her  the  power  of  thinking. 

He  stood  before  her  some  way  off.  "Kirstie,  there's 
been  too  much  of  this.  We've  seen  too  much  of  each 
other. ' '  She  looked  up  quickly  and  her  eyes  contracted. 
"There's  no  good  ever  comes  of  these  secret  meetings. 
They're  not  frank,  not  honest  truly,  and  I  ought  to  have 
seen  it.  People  have  begun  to  talk;  and  it's  not  right 
of  me.  Do  you  see?" 

"I  see  somebody  will  have  been  talking  to  ye,"  she 
said  sullenly. 

"They  have,  more  than  one  of  them, ' '  replied  Archie. 

"And  whae  were  they?"  she  cried.  "And  what  kind 
o'  love  do  ye  ca'  that,  that's  ready  to  gang  round  like 
a  whirligig  at  folk  talking?  Do  ye  think  they  havena 
talked  to  me?" 

"Have  they  indeed?"  said  Archie,  with  a  quick 
breath.  "That  is  what  I  feared.  Who  were  they? 
Who  has  dared " 

Archie  was  on  the  point  of  losing  his  temper. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  not  any  one  had  talked  to  Chris- 
tina on  the  matter;  and  she  strenuously  repeated  her 
own  first  question  in  a  panic  of  self-defence. 

"Ah,  well!  what  does  it  matter?"  he  said.  "They 
were  good  folk  that  wished  well  to  us,  and  the  great 
affair  is  that  there  are  people  talking.  My  dear  girl, 
we  have  to  be  wise.  We  must  not  wreck  our  lives  at 
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the  outset.  They  may  be  long  and  happy  yet,  and  we 
must  see  to  it,  Kirstie,  like  God's  rational  creatures 
and  not  like  fool  children.  There  is  one  thing  we  must 
see  to  before  all.  You're  worth  waiting  for,  Kirstie! 
worth  waiting  for  a  generation;  it  would  be  enough 
reward." — And  here  he  remembered  the  schoolmaster 
again,  and  very  unwisely  took  to  following  wisdom. 
"The  first  thing  that  we  must  see  to,  is  that  there  shall 
be  no  scandal  about  for  my  father's  sake.  That  would 
ruin  all;  do  ye  no  see  that?" 

Kirstie  was  a  little  pleased,  there  had  been  some 
show  of  warmth  of  sentiment  in  what  Archie  had  said 
last.  But  the  dull  irritation  still  persisted  in  her 
bosom;  with  the  aboriginal  instinct,  having  suffered 
herself,  she  wished  to  make  Archie  suffer. 

And  besides,  there  had  come  out  the  word  she  had 
always  feared  to  hear  from  his  lips,  the  name  of  his 
father.  It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that,  during  so  many 
days  with  a  love  avowed  between  them,  some  reference 
had  not  been  made  to  their  conjoint  future.  It  had  in 
fact  been  often  touched  upon,  and  from  the  first  had 
been  the  sore  point.  Kirstie  had  wilfully  closed  the 
eye  of  thought;  she  would  not  argue  even  with  herself; 
gallant,  desperate  little  heart,  she  had  accepted  the 
command  of  that  supreme  attraction  like  the  call  of 
fate  and  marched  blindfold  on  her  doom.  But  Archie, 
with  his  masculine  sense  of  responsibility,  must  reason; 
he  must  dwell  on  some  future  good,  when  the  present 
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good  was  all  in  all  to  Kirstie;  he  must  talk — and  talk 
lamely,  as  necessity  drove  him — of  what  was  to  be. 
Again  and  again  he  had  touched  on  marriage;  again  and 
again  been  driven  back  into  indistinctness  by  a  memory 
of  Lord  Hermiston.  And  Kirstie  had  been  swift  to 
understand  and  quick  to  choke  down  and  smother  the 
understanding;  swift  to  leap  up  in  flame  at  a  mention 
of  that  hope,  which  spoke  volumes  to  her  vanity  and 
her  love,  that  she  might  one  day  be  Mrs.  Weir  of  Her- 
miston; swift,  also,  to  recognise  in  his  stumbling  or 
throttled  utterance  the  death-knell  of  these  expecta- 
tions, and  constant,  poor  girl!  in  her  large-minded 
madness,  to  go  on  and  to  reck  nothing  of  the  future. 
But  these  unfinished  references,  these  blinks  in  which 
his  heart  spoke,  and  his  memory  and  reason  rose  up  to 
silence  it  before  the  words  were  well  uttered,  gave  her 
unqualifiable  agony.  She  was  raised  up  and  dashed 
down  again  bleeding.  The  recurrence  of  the  subject 
forced  her,  for  however  short  a  time,  to  open  her  eyes 
on  what  she  did  not  wish  to  see;  and  it  had  invariably 
ended  in  another  disappointment.  So  now  again,  at  the 
mere  wind  of  its  coming,  at  the  mere  mention  of  his 
father's  name — who  might  seem  indeed  to  have  accom- 
panied them  in  their  whole  moorland  courtship,  an  awful 
figure  in  a  wig  with  an  ironical  and  bitter  smile,  present 
to  guilty  consciousness — she  fled  from  it  head  down. 

"Ye  havena  told  me  yet,"  she  said,  "who  was  it 
spoke?" 
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"Your  aunt  for  one,"  said  Archie. 

"Auntie  Kirstie?"  she  cried.  "And  what  do  I  care 
for  my  Auntie  Kirstie?" 

"She  cares  a  great  deal  for  her  niece,"  replied 
Archie,  in  a  kind  reproof. 

"Troth,  and  it's  the  first  I've  heard  of  it,"  retorted 
the  girl. 

"The  question  here  is  not  who  it  is,  but  what  they 
say,  what  they  have  noticed,"  pursued  the  lucid  school- 
master. "That  is  what  we  have  to  think  of  in  self- 
defence." 

"Auntie  Kirstie,  indeed!  A  bitter,  thrawn  auld 
maid  that's  fomented  trouble  in  the  country  before  I 
was  born,  and  will  be  going  it  still,  I  daur  say,  when 
I'm  deid!  It's  in  her  nature;  it's  as  natural  for  her 
as  it's  for  a  sheep  to  eat." 

"Pardon  me,  Kirstie,  she  was  not  the  only  one," 
interposed  Archie.  "I  had  two  warnings,  two  sermons, 
last  night,  both  most  kind  and  considerate.  Had  you 
been  there,  I  promise  you  you  would  have  grat,  my 
dear !  And  they  opened  my  eyes.  I  saw  we  were  going 
a  wrong  way." 

"Who  was  the  other  one?"     Kirstie  demanded. 

By  this  time  Archie  was  in  the  condition  of  a  hunted 
beast.  He  had  come,  braced  and  resolute;  he  was  to 
trace  out  a  line  of  conduct  for  the  pair  of  them  in  a 
few  cold,  convincing  sentences;  he  had  now  been  there 
some  time,  and  he  was  still  staggering  round  the  out- 
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works  and  undergoing  (what  he  felt  to  be  a  savage 
cross-examination. 

"Mr.  Frank!"  she  cried.  "What  nex',  I  would  like 
to  ken?" 

"He  spoke  most  kindly  and  truly." 

"What  like  did  he  say?" 

"I  am  not  going  to  tell  you;  you  have  nothing  to 
do  with  that, ' '  cried  Archie,  startled  to  find  he  had 
admitted  so  much. 

"0,  I  have  naething  to  do  with  it!"  she  repeated, 
springing  to  her  feet.  "A'body  at  Hermiston's  free 
to  pass  their  opinions  upon  me,  but  I  have  naething  to 
do  wi'  it!  Was  this  at  prayers  like?  Did  ye  ca'  the 
grieve  into  the  consultation?  Little  wonder  if  a'body's 
talking,  when  ye  make  a'body  ye're  confidants!  But 
as  you  say,  Mr.  Weir, — most  kindly,  most  considerately, 
most  truly,  I'm  sure, — I  have  naething  to  do  with  it. 
And  I  think  I'll  better  be  going.  I'll  be  wishing  you 
good  evening,  Mr.  Weir. ' '  And  she  made  him  a  stately 
curtsey,  shaking  as  she  did  so  from  head  to  foot,  with 
the  barren  ecstasy  of  temper. 

Poor  Archie  stood  dumbfounded.  She  had  moved 
some  steps  away  from  him  before  he  recovered  the  gift 
of  articulate  speech. 

"Kirstie!"  he  cried.     "0,  Kirstie  woman!" 

There  was  in  his  voice  a  ring  of  appeal,  a  clang  of 
mere  astonishment  that  showed  the  schoolmaster  was 
vanquished. 
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She  turned  round  on  him.  "What  do  ye  Kirstie  me 
for?"  she  retorted.  "What  have  ye  to  do  wi'  me? 
Gang  to  your  ain  freends  and  deave  them!" 

He  could  only  repeat  the  appealing  "Kirstie!" 

"Kirstie,  indeed!"  cried  the  girl,  her  eyes  blazing 
in  her  white  face.  "My  name  is  Miss  Christina  Elliott, 
I  would  have  ye  to  ken,  and  I  daur  ye  to  ca'  me  out  of 
it.  If  I  canna  get  love,  I'll  have  respect,  Mr.  Weir. 
I'm  come  of  decent  people,  and  I'll  have  respect.  What 
have  I  done  that  ye  should  lightly  me?  What  have  I 
done?  What  have  I  done?  0,  what  have  I  done?"  and 
her  voice  rose  upon  the  third  repetition.  "I  thocht — 
I  thocht — I  thocht  I  was  sae  happy ! ' '  and  the  first  sob 
broke  from  her  like  the  paroxysm  of  some  mortal 
sickness. 

Archie  ran  to  her.  He  took  the  poor  child  in  his 
arms,  and  she  nestled  to  his  breast  as  to  a  mother's, 
and  clasped  him  in  hands  that  were  strong  like  vices. 
He  felt  her  whole  body  shaken  by  the  throes  of  distress, 
and  had  pity  upon  her  beyond  speech.  Pity,  and  at  the 
same  time  a  bewildered  fear  of  this  explosive  engine 
in  his  arms,  whose  works  he  did  not  understand,  and 
yet  had  been  tampering  with.  There  arose  from  before 
him  the  curtains  of  boyhood,  and  he  saw  for  the  first 
time  the  ambiguous  face  of  woman  as  she  is.  In  vain 
he  looked  back  over  the  interview;  he  saw  not  where 

he  had  offended.     It  seemed  unprovoked,  a  wilful  con- 
vulsion of  brute  nature. 


EDITORIAL   NOTE 

WITH  the  word  last  printed,  "a  wilful  convulsion  of  brute 
nature, ' '  the  romance  of  Weir  of  Hermiston  breaks  off.  They 
were  dictated,  I  believe,  on  the  very  morning  of  the  writer's 
sudden  seizure  and  death.  Weir  of  Hermiston  thus  remains 
in  the  work  of  Stevenson  what  Edwin  Drood  is  in  the  work 
of  Dickens  or  Denis  Duval  in  that  of  Thackeray  :  or  rather  it 
remains  relatively  more,  for  each  of  those  fragments  holds 
an  honourable  place  among  its  author's  writings,  among 
Stevenson's  the  fragment  of  Weir  holds  certainly  the  highest. 

Readers  may  be  divided  in  opinion  on  the  question  whether 
they  would  or  they  would  not  wish  to  hear  more  of  the  in- 
tended course  of  the  story  and  destinies  of  the  characters. 
To  some,  silence  may  seem  best,  and  that  the  mind  should 
be  left  to  its  own  conjectures  as  to  the  sequel,  with  the  help 
of  such  indications  as  the  text  affords.  I  confess  that  this 
is  the  view  which  has  my  sympathy.  But  since  others,  and 
those  almost  certainly  a  majority,  are  anxious  to  be  told  all 
they  can,  and  since  editors  and  publishers  join  in  the  re- 
quest, I  can  scarce  do  otherwise  than  comply.  The  intended 
argument,  then,  so  far  as  it  was  known  at  the  time  of  the 
writer's  death  to  his  step-daughter  and  devoted  amanuensis, 
Mrs.  Strong,  was  nearly  as  follows  :  — 

Archie  persists  in  his  good  resolution  of  avoiding  further 
conduct  compromising  to  young  Kirstie's  good  name.  Taking 
advantage  of  the  situation  thus  created,  and  of  the  girl's 
unhappiness  and  wounded  vanity,  Frank  Innes  pursues  his 
purpose  of  seduction;  and  Kirstie,  though  still  caring  for 
Archie  in  her  heart,  allows  herself  to  become  Frank's  victim. 
Old  Kirstie  is  the  first  to  perceive  something  amiss  with  her, 
and  believing  Archie  to  be  the  culprit,  accuses  him,  thus 
making  him  aware  for  the  first  time  that  mischief  has  hap- 
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pened.  He  does  not  at  once  deny  the  charge,  but  seeks  out 
and  questions  young  Kirstie,  who  confesses  the  truth  to  him  ; 
and  he,  still  loving  her,  promises  to  protect  and  defend  her 
in  her  trouble.  He  then  has  an  interview  with  Frank  Innes 
on  the  moor,  which  ends  in  a  quarrel,  and  in  Archie  killing 
Frank  beside  the  Weaver's  Stone.  Meanwhile  the  Four 
Black  Brothers,  having  become  aware  of  their  sister's  be- 
trayal, are  bent  on  vengeance  against  Archie  as  her  sup- 
posed seducer.  They  are  about  to  close  in  upon  him  with 
this  purpose,  when  he  is  arrested  by  the  officers  of  the  law 
for  the  murder  of  Frank.  He  is  tried  before  his  own  father, 
the  Lord  Justice-Clerk,  found  guilty,  and  condemned  to 
death.  Meanwhile  the  elder  Kirstie,  having  discovered  from 
the  girl  how  matters  really  stand,  informs  her  nephews 
of  the  truth :  and  they,  in  a  great  revulsion  of  feeling  in 
Archie's  favour,  determine  on  an  action  after  the  ancient 
manner  of  their  house.  They  gather  a  following,  and  after 
a  great  fight  break  the  prison  where  Archie  lies  confined,  and 
rescue  him.  He  and  young  Kirstie  thereafter  escape  to 
America.  But  the  ordeal  of  taking  part  in  the  trial  of  his 
own  son  has  been  too  much  for  the  Lord  Justice-Clerk,  who 
dies  of  the  shock.  "I  do  not  know,"  adds  the  amanuensis, 
"what  becomes  of  old  Kirstie,  but  that  character  grew  and 
strengthened  so  in  the  writing  that  I  sure  he  had  some 
dramatic  destiny  for  her." 

The  plan  of  every  imaginative  work  is  subject,  of  course, 
to  change  under  the  artist's  hand  as  he  carries  it  out ;  and 
not  merely  the  character  of  the  elder  Kirstie,  but  other 
elements  of  the  design  no  less,  might  well  have  deviated 
from  the  lines  originally  traced.  It  seems  certain,  however, 
that  the  next  stage  in  the  relations  of  Archie  and  the  younger 
Kirstie  would  have  been  as  above  foreshadowed;  this  con- 
ception of  the  lover's  unconventional  chivalry  and  unshaken 
devotion  to  his  mistress  after  her  fault  is  very  character- 
istic of  the  author's  mind.  The  vengeance  to  be  taken  on  the 
seducer  beside  the  Weaver's  Stone  is  prepared  for  in  the 
first  word  of  the  Introduction :  while  the  situation  and  fate 
of  the  judge,  confronting  like  a  Brutus,  but  unable  to  sur- 
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vive,  the  duty  of  sending  his  own  son  to  the  gallows,  seems 
clearly  to  have  been  destined  to  furnish  the  climax  and  essential 
tragedy  of  the  tale.  How  this  circumstance  was  to  have 
been  brought  about  within  the  limits  of  legal  usage  and 
social  possibility,  seems  hard  to  conjecture  ;  but  it  -was  a 
point  to  which  the  author  had  evidently  given  careful  con- 
sideration. Mrs.  Strong  says  simpiy  that  the  Lord  Justice- 
Clerk,  like  an  old  Roman,  condemns  his  son  to  death ;  but  I 
am  assured  on  the  best  legal  authority  of  Scotland,  that  no 
judge,  however  powerful  either  by  character  or  office,  could 
have  insisted  on  presiding  at  the  trial  of  a  near  kinsman  of 
his  own.  The  Lord  Justice-Clerk  was  head  of  the  criminal 
justiciary  of  the  country  ;  he  might  have  insisted  on  his  right 
of  being  present  on  the  bench  when  his  son  was  tried ;  but 
he  would  never  have  been  allowed  to  preside  or  to  pass  sentence. 
Now  in  a  letter  of  Stevenson's  to  Mr.  Baxter,  of  October, 
1892,  I  find  him  asking  for  materials  in  terms  which  seem 
to  indicate  that  he  knew  this  this  quite  well :  —  "I  wish 
Pitcairn's  'Criminal  Trials,'  quam  primum.  Also  an  ab- 
solutely correct  text  of  the  Scots  judiciary  oath.  Also,  in 
case  Pitcairn  does  not  come  down  late  enough,  I  wish  as  full 
a  report  as  possible  of  a  Scotch  murder  trial  between  1790- 
1820.  Understand  the  fullest  possible.  Is  there  any  book 
which  would  guide  me  to  th«  following  facts  ?  The  Justice- 
Clerk  tries  some  people  capitally  on  circuit.  Certain  evidence 
cropping  up,  the  charge  is  transferred  to  the  Justice-Clerk's 
own  son.  Of  course  in  the  next  trial  the  Justice-Clerk  is 
excluded,  and  the  case  is  called  before  the  Lord  Justice- 
General.  Where  would  this  trial  have  to  be  ?  I  fear  in 
Edinburgh,  which  would  not  suit  my  view.  Could  it  be 
again  at  the  circuit  town?  The  point  was  referred  to  a 
quondam  fellow-member  with  Stevenson  of  the  Edinburgh 
Speculative  Society,  Mr.  Graham  Murray,  the  present 
Solicitor-General  for  Scotland  ;  whose  reply  was  to  the  effect 
that  there  would  be  no  difficulty  in  making  the  new  trial  take 
place  at  the  circuit  town  :  that  it  would  have  to  be  held  there 
in  spring  or  autumn,  before  two  Lords  of  Justiciary ;  and 
that  the  Lord  Justice-General  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
it,  this  title  being  at  the  date  in  question  only  a  nominal  one 
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held  by  a  laymen  (which  is  no  longer  the  case).  On  this 
Stevenson  writes,  "Graham  Murray's  note  re  the  venue  was 
highly  satisfactory,  and  did  me  all  the  good  in  the  world." 
The  terms  of  his  inquiry  seem  to  imply  that  he  intended 
other  persons,  before  Archie,  to  have  fallen  first  under 
suspicion  of  the  murder;  and  also — doubtless  in  order  to 
make  the  rescue  by  the  Black  Brothers  possible  —  that  he 
wanted  Archie  to  be  imprisoned  not  in  Edinburgh  but  in  the 
circuit  town.  But  they  do  not  show  how  he  meant  to  get 
over  the  main  difficulty,  which  at  the  same  time  he  fully 
recognises.  Can  it  have  been  that  Lord  Hermiston's  part 
was  to  have  been  limited  to  presiding  at  the  first  trial, 
where  the  evidence  incriminating  Archie  was  unexpectedly 
brought  forward,  and  to  directing  that  the  law  should  take 
its  course  ? 

Whether  the  final  escape  and  union  of  Archie  and  Christina 
would  have  proved  equally  essential  to  the  plot  may  perhaps 
to  some  readers  seem  questionable.  They  may  rather  feel 
that  a  tragic  destiny  is  foreshadowed  from  the  beginning  for 
all  concerned,  and  is  inherent  in  the  very  conditions  of  the 
tale.  But  on  this  point,  and  other  matters  of  general 
criticism  connected  with  it,  I  find  an  interesting  discussion 
by  the  author  himself  in  his  correspondence.  Writing  to 
Mr.  J.  M.  Barrie,  under  date  November  1,  1892,  and  criticis- 
ing that  author's  famous  story  of  The  Little  Minister, 
Stevenson  says :  — 

"  Your  descriptions  of  your  dealings  with  Lord  Rintoul  are 
frightfully  unconscientious.  .  .  .  The  Little  Minister 
ought  to  have  ended  badly ;  we  all  know  it  did,  and  we  are 
infinitely  grateful  to  you  for  the  grace  and  good  feeling 
with  which  you  have  lied  about  it.  If  you  had  told  the  truth, 
I  for  one  could  never  have  forgiven  you.  As  you  had  con- 
ceived and  written  the  earlier  parts,  the  truth  about  the  end, 
though  indisputably  true  to  fact,  would  have  been  a  lie,  or 
what  is  worse,  a  discord  in  art.  If  you  are  going  to  make 
a  book  end  badly,  it  must  end  badly  from  the  beginning. 
Now  your  book  began  to  end  well.  You  let  yourself  fall  in 
love  with,  and  fondle,  and  smile  at  your  puppets.  Once  you 
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had  done  that,  your  honour  was  committed  —  at  the  cost  of 
truth  to  life  you  were  bound  to  save  them.  It  is  the  blot  on 
Richard  Feverel  for  instance,  that  it  begins  to  end  well ;  and 
then  tricks  you  and  ends  ill.  But  in  this  case,  there  is  worse 
behind,  for  the  ill  ending  does  not  inherently  issue  from 
the  plot — the  story  had,  in  fact,  ended  well  after  the  great 
last  interview  between  Richard  and  Lucy — and  the  blind, 
illogical  bullet  which  smashes  all  has  no  more  to  do  between 
the  boards  than  a  fly  has  to  do  with  a  room  into  whose  open 
window  it  comes  buzzing.  It  might  have  so  happened ;  it 
needed  not ;  and  unless  needs  must,  we  have  no  right  to  pain 
our  readers.  I  have  had  a  heavy  case  of  conscience  of  the 
same  kind  about  my  Braxfield  story.  Braxfield — only  his 
name  is  Hermiston  —  has  a  son  who  is  condemned  to  death  ; 
plainly  there  is  a  fine  tempting  fitness  about  this — and  I 
meant  he  was  to  hang.  But  on  considering  my  minor 
characters,  I  saw  there  were  five  people  who  would — in  a 
sense,  who  must — break  prison  and  attempt  his  rescue.  They 
are  capable  hardy  folks  too,  who  might  very  well  succeed. 
Why  should  they  not  then  ?  Why  should  not  young  Hermiston 
escape  clear  out  of  the  country  ?  and  be  happy,  if  he  could, 
with  his — but  soft!  I  will  not  betray  my  secret  nor  my 
heroine.  .  .  ." 

To  pass,  now,  from  the  question  how  the  story  would  have 
ended  to  the  question  how  it  originated  and  grew  in  the 
writer's  mind.  The  character  of  the  hero,  Weir  of  Hermis- 
ton, is  avowedly  suggested  by  the  historical  personality  of 
Robert  Macqueen,  Lord  Braxfield.  This  famous  judge  has 
been  for  generations  the  subject  of  a  hundred  Edinburgh  tales 
and  anecdotes.  Readers  of  Stevenson's  essay  on  the  Raeborn 
exhibition,  in  Virginibus  Puerisque,  will  remember  how  he  is 
fascinated  by  Raeburn's  portrait  of  Braxfield,  even  as  Lock- 
hart  had  been  fascinated  by  a  different  portrait  of  the  same 
worthy  sixty  years  before  (see  Peter's  Letters  to  His  Kins- 
folk) ;  nor  did  his  interest  in  the  character  diminish  in  later 
life. 

Again,  the  case  of  a  judge  involved  by  the  exigencies  of 
his  office  in  a  strong  conflict  between  public  duty  and  private 
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interest  or  affection,  was  one  which  had  always  attracted 
and  exercised  Stevenson's  imagination.  In  the  days  when 
he  and  Mr.  Henley  were  collaborating  with  a  view  to  the 
stage,  Mr.  Henley  once  proposed  a  plot  founded  on  the  story 
of  Mr.  Justice  Harbottle  in  Sheridan  Le  Fanu's  In  a  Glass 
Darkly,  in  which  the  wicked  judge  goes  headlong  per  fas  et 
nefas  to  his  object  of  getting  the  husband  of  his  mistress 
hanged.  Some  time  letter  Stevenson  and  his  wife  together 
wrote  a  play  called  The  Hanging  Judge.  In  this,  the  title 
character  is  tempted  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  to  tamper 
with  the  course  of  justice,  in  order  to  shield  his  wife  from 
persecution  by  a  former  husband  who  reappears  after  being 
supposed  dead.  Bulwer's  novel  of  Paul  Clifford,  with  its 
final  situation  of  the  worldly-minded  judge,  Sir  William 
Brandon,  learning  that  the  highwayman  whom  he  is  in  the 
act  of  sentencing  is  his  own  son,  and  dying  of  the  knowledge, 
was  also  well  known  to  Stevenson,  and  no  doubt  counted  for 
something  in  the  suggestion  of  the  present  story. 

Once  more,  the  difficulties  often  attending  the  relation  of 
father  and  son  in  actual  life  had  pressed  heavily  on  Steven- 
son's mind  and  conscience  from  the  days  of  his  youth,  when 
in  obeying  the  law  of  his  own  nature  he  had  been  constrained 
to  disappoint,  distress,  and  for  a  time  to  be  much  misunder- 
stood by,  a  father  whom  he  justly  loved  and  admired  with 
all  his  heart.  Difficulties  of  this  kind  he  had  already  handled 
in  a  lighter  vein  once  or  twice  in  fiction — as  for  instance  in 
the  Story  of  a  Lie  and  in  The  Wrecker  —  before  he  grappled 
with  them  in  the  acute  and  tragic  phase  in  which  they  occur 
in  the  present  story. 

These  three  elements,  then,  the  interest  of  the  historical  per- 
sonality of  Lord  Braxfield,  the  problems  and  emotions  arising 
from  a  violent  conflict  between  duty  and  nature  in  a  judge,  and 
the  difficulties  due  to  incompatibility  and  misunderstanding 
between  father  and  son,  lie  at  the  foundations  of  the  present 
story.  To  touch  on  minor  matters,  it  is  perhaps  worth  notice, 
as  Mr.  Henley  reminds  me,  that  the  name  of  Weir  had  from 
of  old  a  special  significance  for  Stevenson's  imagination,  from 
the  traditional  fame  in  Edinburgh  of  Major  Weir,  burned  a's 
a  warlock,  together  with  his  sister,  under  circumstances  of 
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peculiar  atrocity.  Another  name,  that  of  the  episodical  per- 
sonage of  Mr.  Torrance  the  minister,  is  borrowed  direct  from 
life,  as  indeed  are  the  whole  figure  and  its  surroundings  — 
kirkyard,  kirk,  and  manse  —  down  even  to  the  black  thread 
mittens  :  witness  the  following  passage  from  a  letter  of  the 
early  seventies: — "I've  been  to  church  and  I  am  not  de- 
pressed —  a  great  step.  It  was  at  that  beautiful  church  [of 
Glencorse  in  the  Pentlands,  three  miles  from  his  father's 
country  home  at  Swanston],  It  is  a  little  cruciform  place, 
with  a  steep 'slate  roof.  The  small  kirkyard  is  full  of  old 
gravestones ;  one  of  a  Frenchman  from  Dunkerque,  I  sup- 
pose he  died  prisoner  in  the  military  prison  hard  by.  And 
one,  the  most  pathetic  memorial  I  ever  saw  :  a  poor  school- 
slate  in  a  wooden  frame,  with  the  inscription  cut  into  it 
evidently  by  the  father's  own  hand.  In  church,  old  Mr. 
Torrance  preached,  over  eighty  and  a  relic  of  times  forgot- 
ten, with  his  black  thread  gloves  and  mild  old  face."  A 
side  hint  for  a  particular  trait  in  the  character  of  Mrs.  Weir 
we  can  trace  in  some  family  traditions  concerning  the  writer's 
own  grandmother,  who  is  reported  to  have  valued  piety  much 
more  than  efficiency  in  her  domestic  servants.  The  other 
women  characters  seem,  so  far  as  his  friends  know,  to  have 
been  pure  creation,  and  especially  that  new  and  admirable 
incarnation  of  the  eternal  feminine  in  the  elder  Kirstie.  The 
little  that  he  says  about  her  himself  is  in  a  letter  written  a 
few  days  before  his  death  to  Mr.  Gosse.  The  allusions  are 
to  the  various  moods  and  attitudes  of  people  in  regard  to 
middle  age,  and  are  suggested  by  Mr.  Gosse 's  volume  of 
poems,  In  Russet  and  Silver.  ' '  It  seems  rather  funny, ' '  he 
writes,  "that  this  matter  should  come  up  just  now,  as  I  am 
at  present  engaged  in  treating  a  severe  case  of  middle  age  in 
one  of  my  stories,  The  Justice-Clerk.  The  case  is  that  of  a 
woman,  and  I  think  I  am  doing  her  justice.  You  will  be  in- 
terested, I  believe,  to  see  the  difference  in  our  treatments. 
Secreta  Vitae  [the  title  of  one  of  Mr.  Gosse's  poems]  comes 
nearer  to  the  case  of  my  poor  Kirstie."  From  the  wonder- 
ful midnight  scene  between  her  and  Archie,  we  may  judge 
what  we  have  lost  in  those  later  scenes  where  she  was  to 
have  taxed  him  with  the  fault  that  was  not  his  —  to  have 
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presently  learned  his  innocence  from  the  lips  of  his  supposed 
victim  —  to  have  then  vindicated  him  to  her  kinsmen  and 
fired  them  to  the  action  of  his  rescue.  The  scene  of  the 
prison-breaking  here  planned  by  Stevenson  would  have 
gained  interest  (as  will  already  have  occurred  to  readers)  from 
comparison  with  the  two  famous  precedents  in  Scott,  the 
Porteous  mob  and  the  breaking  of  Portanferry  Jail. 

The  best  account  of  Stevenson's  methods  of  imaginative 
work  is  in  the  following  sentences  from  a  letter  of  his  own 
to  Mr.  W.  Craibe  Angus  of  Glasgow  :  —  "I  am  still  'a  slow 
study,'  and  sit  for  a  .long  while  silent  on  my  eggs.  Un- 
conscious thought,  there  is  the  only  method  :  macerate  your 
subject,  let  it  boil  slow,  then  take  the  lid  off  and  look  in— and 
there  your  stuff  is  —  good  or  bad."  The  several  elements 
above  noted  having  been  left  to  work  for  many  years  in  his 
mind,  it  was  in  the  autumn  of  1892  that  he  was  moved  to 
"take  the  lid  off  and  look  in," — under  the  influence,  it  would 
seem,  of  a  special  and  overmastering  wave  of  that  feeling 
for  the  romance  of  Scottish  scenery  and  character  which  was 
at  all  times  so  strong  in  him,  and  which  his  exile  did  so  much 
to  intensify.  I  quote  again  from  his  letter  to  Mr.  Barrie  on 
November  1  in  that  year: — "It  is  a  singular  thing  that  I 
should  live  here  in  the  South  Seas  under  conditions  so  new 
and  so  striking,  and  yet  my  imagination  so  continually 
inhabit  the  cold  old  huddle  of  grey  hills  from  which  we  come. 
I  have  finished-  David  Balfour,  I  have  another  book  on  the 
stocks,  The  Young  Chevalier,  which  is  to  be  part  in  France 
and  part  in  Scotland,  and  to  deal  with  Prince  Charlie  about 
the  year  1749 ;  and  now  what  have  I  done  but  begun  a  third, 
which  is  to  be  all  moorland  together,  and  is  to  have  for  a 
centrepiece  a  figure  that  I  think  you  will  appreciate  —  that 
of  the  immortal  Braxfield.  Braxfield  himself  is  my  grand 
premier— or  since  you  are  so  much  involved  in  the  British 
drama,  let  me  say  my  heavy  lead." 

Writing  to  me  at  the  same  date  he  makes  the  same  an- 
nouncement more  briefly,  with  a  list  of  the  characters  and 
an  indication  of  the  scene  and  date  of  the  story.  To  Mr. 
Baxter  he  writes  a  month  later,  "I  have  a  novel  on  the 
stocks  to  be  called  The  Justice-Clerk.  It  is  pretty  Scotch ; 
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the  grand  premier  is  taken  from  Braxfield  (0,  by  the  by, 
send  me  Cockburn's  Memorials),  and  some  of  the  story  is, 
well,  queer.  The  heroine  is  seduced  by  one  man,  and  finally 
disappears  with  the  other  man  who  shot  him.  .  .  .  Mind 
you,  I  expect  The  Justice-Clerk  to  be  my  masterpiece.  My 
Braxfield  is  already  a  thing  of  beauty  and  a  joy  for  ever, 
and  so  far  as  he  has  gone  far  my  best  character."  From 
the  last  extract  it  appears  that  he  had  already  at  this  date 
drafted  some  of  the  earlier  chapters  of  the  book.  He  also 
about  the  same  time  composed  the  dedication  to  his  wife, 
who  found  it  pinned  to  her  bed-curtains  one  morning  on  awak- 
ing. It  was  always  his  habit  to  keep  several  books  in 
progress  at  the  same  time,  turning  from  one  to  another  as 
the  fancy  took  him,  and  finding  rest  in  the  change  of  labour; 
and  for  many  months  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  first 
illness, — then  a  voyage  to  Auckland, — then  work  on  the  Ebb- 
Tide,  on  a  new  tale  called  St.  Ives,  which  was  begun  during 
an  attack  of  influenza,  and  on  his  projected  book  of  family 
history, —  prevented  his  making  any  continuous  progress  with 
Weir.  In  August  1893  he  says  he  has  been  recasting  the 
beginning.  A  year  later,  still  only  the  first  four  or  five 
chapters  had  been  drafted.  Then,  in  the  last  weeks  of  his 
life,  he  attacked  the  task  again, 'in  a  sudden  heat  of  inspira- 
tion, and  worked  at  it  ardently  and  without  interruption  until 
the  end  came.  No  wonder  if  during  those  weeks  he  was 
sometimes  aware  of  a  tension  of  the  spirit  difficult  to  sustain. 
"How  can  I  keep  this  pitch?"  he  is  reported  to  have  said 
after  finishing  one  of  the  chapters.  To  keep  the  pitch  proved 
indeed  beyond  his  strength ;  and  that  frail  organism,  taxed 
so  long  and  so  unsparingly  in  obedience  to  his  indomitable 
will,  at  last  betrayed  him  in  mid  effort. 

There  remains  one  more  point  to  be  mentioned,  as  to  the 
speech  and  manners  of  the  Hanging  Judge  himself.  That 
these  are  not  a  whit  exaggerated,  in  comparison  with  what 
is  recorded  of  his  historic  prototype,  Lord  Braxfield,  is 
certain.  The  locus  classicus  in  regard  to  his  personage  is  in 
Lord  Cockburn's  Memorials  of  his  Time.  "  Strong  built  and 
dark,  with  rough  eyebrows,  powerful  eyes,  threatening  lips, 
and  a  low  growling  voice,  he  was  like  a  formidable  black- 
smith. His  accent  and  dialect  were  exaggerated  Scotch  ; 
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his  language,  like  his  thoughts,  short,  strong,  and  conclusive. 
Illiterate  and  without  any  taste  for  any  refined  enjoyment, 
strength  and  understanding  which  gave  him  power  without 
cultivation,  only  encouraged  him  to  a  more  contemptuous 
disdain  of  all  natures  less  coarse  than  his  own.  It  may  be 
doubted  if  he  was  ever  so  much  in  his  element  as  when 
tauntingly  repelling  the  last  despairing  claim  of  a  wretched 
culprit,  and  sending  him  to  Botany  Bay  or  the  gallows  with 
an  insulting  jest.  Yet  this  was  not  from  cruelty,  for  which 
he  was  too  strong  and  too  jovial,  but  from  cherished  coarse- 
ness."  Readers,  nevertheless,  who  are  at  all  acquainted 
with  the  social  history  of  Scotland  will  hardly  fail  to  have 
made  the  observation  that  Braxfield's  is  an  extreme  case  of 
eighteenth-century  manners,  as  he  himself  was  an  eighteenth- 
century  personage  (he  died  in  1799  in  his  seventy-eighth 
year) ;  and  that  for  the  date  in  which  the  story  is  cast  (1814) 
such  manners  are  somewhat  of  an  anachronism.  During  the 
generation  contemporary  with  the  French  Revolution  and 
the  Napoleonic  wars,— or  to  put  it  another  way,  the  genera- 
tion that  elapsed  between  the  days  when  Scott  roamed 
the  country  as  a  High  School  and  University  student  and 
those  when  he  settled  in  the  fulness  of  fame  and  prosperity 
at  Abbotsford, —  or  again  (the  allusions  will  appeal  to  readers 
of  the  admirable  Gait)  during  the  intervals  between  the  first 
and  the  last  provostry  of  Bailie  Pawkie  in  the  borough  of 
Gudetown,  or  between  the  earlier  and  the  final  ministrations 
of  Mr.  Balwhidder  in  the  parish  of  Dalmailing,- —  during  this 
period  a  great  softening  had  taken  place  in  Scottish  manners 
generally,  and  in  those  of  the  Bar  and  Bench  not  least. 
"Since  the  death  of  Lord  Justice-Clerk  Macqueen  of  Brax- 
field, "  says  Lockhart,  writing  about  1817,  "the  whole  ex- 
terior of  judical  deportment  has  been  quite  altered."  A 
similar  criticism  may  probably  hold  good  on  the  picture  of 
border  life  contained  in  the  chapter  concerning  the  Four 
Black  Brothers  of  Cauldstaneslap,  viz. ,  that  it  rather  sug- 
gests the  ways  of  an  earlier  generation  ;  nor  have  I  any  clue 
to  the  reasons  which  led  Stevenson  to  choose  this  particular 
date,  in  the  year  preceding  Waterloo,  for  a  story  which,  in 
regard  to  some  of  its  features  at  least,  might  seem  more 
naturally  placed  some  twenty-five  or  thirty  years  before. 
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If  the  reader  seeks,  farther,  to  know  whether  the  scenery 
of  Hermiston  can  be  identified  with  any  one  special  place 
familiar  to  the  writer's  early  experience,  the  answer,  I 
think,  must  be  in  the  negative.  Rather  it  is  distilled  from  a 
number  of  different  haunts  and  associations  among  the  moor- 
lands of  southern  Scotland.  In  the  dedication  and  in  a  letter 
to  me  he  indicates  the  Lammermuirs  as  the  scene  of  his 
tragedy,  and  Mrs.  Stevenson  (his  mother)  tells  me  that  she 
thinks  he  was  inspired  by  recollections  of  a  visit  paid  in  boy- 
hood to  an  uncle  living  at  a  remote  farmhouse  in  that  district 
called  Overshiels,  in  the  parish  of  Stow.  But  although  he 
may  have  thought  of  the  Lammermuirs  in  the  first  instance, 
we  have  already  found  him  drawing  his  description  of  the 
kirk  and  manse  from  another  haunt  of  his  youth,  namely, 
Glencorse  in  the  Pentlands.  And  passages  in  chapters  v  and 
viii  point  explicitly  to  a  third  district,  that  is,  the  country 
bordering  upon  Upper  Tweeddale  and  the  head  waters  of  the 
Clyde.  With  this  country  also  holiday  rides  and  excursions 
from  Peebles  had  made  him  familiar  as  a  boy :  and  this 
seems  certainly  the  most  natural  scene  of  the  story,  if  only 
from  its  proximity  to  the  proper  home  of  the  Elliotts,  which 
of  course  is  in  the  heart  of  the  Border,  especially  Teviotdale 
and  Ettrick.  Some  of  the  geographical  names  mentioned 
are  clearly  not  meant  to  furnish  literal  indications.  The 
Spango,  for  instance,  is  a  water  running,  I  believe,  not  into 
the  Tweed  but  into  the  Nith,  and  Crossmichael  as  the  name 
of  a  town  is  borrowed  from  Galloway. 

But  it  is  with  the  general  and  essential  that  the  artist 
deals,  and  questions  of  strict  historical  perspective  or  local 
definition  are  beside  the  mark  in  considering  his  work.  Nor 
will  any  reader  expect,  or  be  grateful  for,  comment  in  this 
place  on  matters  which  are  more  properly  to  the  point — on 
the  seizing  and  penetrating  power  of  the  author's  ripened  art 
as  exhibited  in  the  foregoing  pages,  the  wide  range  of 
character  and  emotion  over  which  he  sweeps  with  so  assured 
a  hand,  his  vital  poetry  of  vision  and  magic  of  presentment. 
Surely  no  son  of  Scotland  has  died  leaving  with  his  last 
breath  a  worthier  tribute  to  the  land  he  loved. 

SIDNEY  COLVIN. 


GLOSSARY 


ae,  one. 

antinomian,  one  of  a  sect  which  holds 
that  under  the  gospel  dispensation 
the  moral  law  is  not  obligatory. 

Auld  Hornie,  the  Devil. 

Lallan  t,  ballad. 
bauchles,  brogues,  old  shoes. 
bees  in  their  bonnet,  fads. 
birling:,  whirling. 
black-a-vised,  dark-complexioned. 
bonnet-laird,  small  landed  proprie- 
tor. 

bool,  ball. 

brae,  rising  ground. 
butt  end,  end  of  a  cottage. 
byre,  cow-house. 

ca',  drive. 
caller,  fresh. 
canna,  cannot. 
canny,  careful,  shrewd. 
cantie,  cheerful. 
carline,  an  old  woman. 
chalmer,  chamber. 
claes,  clothes. 
clamjamfry,  crowd. 
clavers,  idle  talk. 
cock-laird,  a  yeoman. 
collieshangie,  turmoil. 
crack,  to  converse. 
cuddy,  donkey. 
cuist,  cast. 
cutty,  slut. 

daft,  mad,  frolicsome. 
dander,  to  saunter. 
danders,  cinders. 
daurna,  dare  not. 
deave,  to  deafen. 


demmy  brokens,  demi-broquins. 

dirdum,  vigour. 

disjaskit,  worn  out,  disreputable 
looking. 

doer,  law  agent. 

dour,  hard. 

drumlie,  dark. 

dunting,  knocking. 

dule-tree,  the  tree  of  lamentation, 
the  hanging  tree :  dule  is  aZso 
Scota  for  boundary,  and  it  may 
mean  tiie  boundary  tree,  the  tree 
on  which  the  baron  hung  inter- 
lopers. 

dwaibly,  infirm,  rickety. 

earrand,  errand. 
ettercap,  vixen. 

f editing,  fighting. 

feck,  quantity,  portion. 

feckless,  feeble,  -pou)erless 

fell,  strong  and  fiery. 

fey,  unlike  yourself,  strange,  as 
persons  are  observed  to  be  in  the 
hour  of  approaching  death  or 
disaster. 

fit,  foot. 

flyped,  turned  up,  turned  inside  out. 

forgather,  to  fall  in  with. 

f  ule,  fool. 

f  ushionless,  pithless,  weak. 

f  yle,  to  soil,  to  defile. 

f ytement,  obloquy,  defilement. 

gaed,  went. 
gey  an',  very. 
gigot,  leg  of  mutton. 
girzie,  lit.  diminutive  ofGrizel;  here 
a  playful  nickname. 
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glaur,  mud. 

glint,  glance,  sparkle. 

gloaming,  twilight. 

glower,  to  scowl. 

gobbets,  small  lumps. 

gowden,  golden. 

gowsty,  gusty. 

grat,  wept. 

grieve,  land-steward. 

guddle,  to  catch  fish  with  the  hands 

by  groping  under  the  stones   or 

banks. 
guid,  good. 

gumption,  common  sense,  judgment. 
gurley,  stormy,  surly. 
gyte,  beside  itself. 

haddit,  held. 

bae,  have,  take. 

hale,  whole. 

heels-ower-hurdie,  heels  over  head. 

hinney,  honey. 

hirstle,  to  bustle. 

hizzie,  wench. 

howl,  hovel. 

hunkered,  crouched. 

hypothec,  lit.  a  term  in  Scots  law 
meaning  the  security  given  by  a 
tenant  to  a  landlord,  as  furniture, 
produce,  etc.  ;  by  metonymy  and 
colloquially  "the  whole  structure," 
"the  whole  affair." 

idleset,  idleness. 

infeftment,  a  term  in  Scots  law 
originally  synonymous  with  in- 
vestiture. 

jeely-piece,  a  slice  of  bread  and  jelly. 

jennipers,  juniper. 

jo,  sweetheart. 

justifeed,  executed,  made  the  victim 

of  justice. 
jyle,  jail. 

kebbuck,  cheese. 
ken,  to  know. 
kenspeckle,  conspicuous. 


kilted,  tucked  up. 
kyte,6e«v. 

laigh,  low. 

laird,  landed  proprietor. 

lane,  alone. 

lave,  rest,  remainder. 

lown,  lonely,  still. 

lynn,  cataract. 

macers,  officers  of  the  court  [cf .  Guv 
Mannering,  last  chapter]. 

maun,  must. 

menseful,  of  good  manners. 

mirk,  dark. 

miabegowk,  deception,  disappoint' 
ment. 

mools,  mould,  earth. 

muckle,  much,  great,  big. 

my  lane,  by  myself. 

nowt,  black  cattle. 

palmering,  walking  infirmly. 
pannel,   in   Scots   law,  the  accused 

person  in  a  criminal  action,  the 

prisoner. 

peel,  a  fortified  watchtower. 
plew-stilts,  plough-handles. 
policy,  ornamental  grounds  of  a 

country  mansion. 
puddock,  frog. 

quean,  wench. 

riff-raff,  rabble. 
risping,  grating. 
rowt,  to  roar,  to  rant. 
rowth,  abundance. 
rudas,  haggard  old  woman. 
runt,    an   old   cow   past   breeding; 
opprobriously,  an  old  woman. 

sab,  sob. 

sanguishes,  sandwiches. 

sasine,  in  Scots  law,  the  act  of  giving 
legal  possession  of  feudal  property, 
or,  colloquially,  the  deed  by  which 
that  possession  is  proved. 
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sclamber,  to  scramble. 

sculduddery,  impropriety,  grossness. 

session,    the    Court   of  Session,  the 

supreme  court  of  Scotland. 
shauchling,  shuffling. 
shoo,  to  chase  gently. 
siller,  money. 
sinsyne,  since  then. 
skailing-,  dispersing. 
skelp,  slap. 
skirling:,  screaming. 
skreigh-o'-day,  daybreak. 
snash,  abuse. 
sneisty,  supercilious. 
sooth,  to  hum. 
speir,  to  ask. 
speldering,  sprawling. 
splairge,  to  splash. 
spunk,  spirit,  fire. 
steik,  to  shut. 
Bugar-bool,  sugar-plum. 


telling  you,  a  good  thing  for  you. 
thir,  tfiese. 

thrawn,  cross-grained. 
toon,  town. 

two-names,   local  sobriquets  in  ad- 
dition to  patronymic. 
tyke,  dog. 

unchancy,  unlucky. 

unco,  strange,  extraordinary,  very. 

upsitten,  impertinent. 

vivers,  victuals. 

waling,  choosing. 

warrandise,  warranty. 

waur,  worse. 

weird,  destiny. 

whammle,  to  upset. 

whaup,  curlew. 

windlestrae,  crested  dog's-tail  grass. 


tawpie,  a  slow  foolish  slut. 


yin,  one. 
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A  CHILD'S  GARDEN  OF  VERSES 


TO 

ALISON   CUNNINGHAM 

FROM   HER  BOY 

For  the  long  nights  you  lay  awake 
And  watched  for  my  unworthy  sake: 
For  your  most  comfortable  hand 
Tfiat  led  me  through  the  uneven  land: 
For  all  the  story-books  you  read  : 
For  all  the  pains  you  comforted  : 
For  all  you  pitied,  all  you  bore, 
In  sad  and  happy  days  of  yore: — 
My  second  Mother,  my  first  Wife, 
The  angel  of  my  infant  life — 
From  the  sick  child,  now  well  and  old, 
Take,  nurse,  the  little  book  you  hold ! 

And  grant  it,  Heaven,  that  all  who  read 
May  find  as  dear  a  nurse  at  need, 
And  every  child  who  lists  my  rhyme, 
In  the  bright  fireside,  nursery  clime, 
May  hear  it  in  as  kind  a  voice 
As  made  my  childish  days  rejoice  ! 

R.  L.  S. 


BED  IN  SUMMER 

IN  winter  I  get  up  at  night 
And  dress  by  yellow  candle-light. 
In  summer,  quite  the  other  way, 
I  have  to  go  to  bed  by  day. 

I  have  to  go  to  bed  and  see 
The  birds  still  hopping  on  the  tree, 
Or  hear  the  grown-up  people's  feet 
Still  going  past  me  in  the  street. 

And  does  it  not  seem  hard  to  you, 
When  all  the  sky  is  clear  and  blue, 
And  I  should  like  so  much  to  play, 
To  have  to  go  to  bed  by  day  ? 

II 

A  THOUGHT 

IT  is  very  nice  to  think 
The  world  is  full  of  meat  and  drink, 
With  little  children  saying  grace 
In  every  Christian  kind  of  place. 

Ill 

AT  THE  SEA-SIDE 

WHEN  I  was  down  beside  the  sea 
A  wooden  spade  they  gave  to  me 
To  dig  the  sandy  shore. 

My  holes  were  empty  like  a  cup. 
In  every  hole  the  sea  came  up, 
Till  it  could  come  no  more. 
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IV 
YOUNG  NIGHT  THOUGHT 

ALL  night  long  and  every  night, 
When  my  mama  puts  out  the  light, 
I  see  the  people  marching  by, 
As  plain  as  day,  before  my  eye. 

Armies  and  emperors  and  kings, 
All  carrying  different  kinds  of  things, 
And  marching  in  so  grand  a  way, 
You  never  saw  the  like  by  day. 

So  fine  a  show  was  never  seen 
At  the  great  circus  on  the  green; 
For  every  kind  of  beast  and  man 
Is  marching  in  that  caravan. 

At  first  they  move  a  little  slow, 
But  still  the  faster  on  they  go, 
And  still  beside  them  close  I  keep 
Until  we  reach  the  Town  of  Sleep. 


A  CHILD  should  always  say  what's  true 
And  speak  when  he  is  spoken  to. 
And  behave  mannerly  at  table; 
At  least  as  far  as  he  is  able. 


VI 

RAIN 

THE  rain  is  raining  all  around, 
It  falls  on  field  and  tree, 
It  rains  on  the  umbrellas  here, 
And  on  the  ships  at  sea. 
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VII 

PIRATE  STORY 

THREE  of  us  afloat  in  the  meadow  by  the  swing, 
Three  of  us  aboard  in  the  basket  on  the  lea. 

Winds  are  in  the  air,  they  are  blowing  in  the  spring, 
And  waves  are  on  the  meadow  like  the  waves  there 
are  at  sea. 

Where  shall  we  adventure,  to-day  that  we're  afloat, 
Wary  of  the  weather  and  steering  by  a  star? 

Shall  it  be  to  Africa,  a-steering  of  the  boat, 
To  Providence,  or  Babylon,  or  off  to  Malabar? 

Hi!  but  here's  a  squadron  a-rowing  on  the  sea — 
Cattle  on  the  meadow  a-charging  with  a  roar! 
Quick,  and  we'll  escape  them,  they're  as  mad  as  they 

can  be, 

The  wicket  is  the  harbour  and  the  garden  is  the 
shore. 


VIII 
FOREIGN  LANDS 

UP  into  the  cherry  tree 
Who  should  climb  but  little  me? 
I  held  the  trunk  with  both  my  hands 
And  looked  abroad  on  foreign  lands. 

I  saw  the  next  door  garden  lie, 
Adorned  with  flowers,  before  my  eye, 
And  many  pleasant  places  more 
That  I  had  never  seen  before. 

I  saw  the  dimpling  river  pass 
And  be  the  sky's  blue  looking-glass; 
The  dusty  roads  go  up  and  down 
With  people  tramping  into  town. 
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If  I  could  find  a  higher  tree 
Farther  and  farther  I  should  see, 
To  where  the  grown-up  river  slips 
Into  the  sea  among  the  ships, 

To  where  the  roads  on  either  hand 
Lead  onward  into  fairy  land, 
Where  all  the  children  dine  at  five, 
And  all  the  playthings  come  alive. 

IX 
WINDY  NIGHTS 

WHENEVER  the  moon  and  stars  are  set, 
Whenever  the  wind  is  high, 

All  night  long  in  the  dark  and  wet, 
A  man  goes  riding  by 

Late  in  the  night  when  the  fires  are  out, 

Why  does  he  gallop  and  gallop  about? 

Whenever  the  trees  are  crying  aloud, 
And  ships  are  tossed  at  sea, 

By,  on  the  highway,  low  and  loud, 
By  at  the  gallop  goes  he. 

By  at  the  gallop  he  goes,  and  then 

By  he  comes  back  at  the  gallop  again. 

X 

TRAVEL 

I  SHOULD  like  to  rise  and  go 
Where  the  golden  apples  grow; — 
Where  below  another  sky 
Parrot  islands  anchored  lie, 
And,  watched  by  cockatoos  and  goats, 
Lonely  Crusoes  building  boats; — 
Where  in  sunshine  reaching  out 
Eastern  cities,  miles  about, 
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Are  with  mosque  and  minaret 

Among  sandy  gardens  set, 

And  the  rich  goods  from  near  and  far 

Hang  for  sale  in  the  bazaar; — 

Where  the  Great  Wall  round  China  goes, 

And  on  one  side  the  desert  blows, 

And  with  bell  and  voice  and  drum, 

Cities  on  the  other  hum; — 

Where  are  forests,  hot  as  fire, 

Wide  as  England,  tall  as  a  spire, 

Full  of  apes  and  cocoa-nuts 

And  the  negro  hunters'  huts; — 

Where  the  knotty  crocodile 

Lies  and  blinks  in  the  Nile, 

And  the  red  flamingo  flies 

Hunting  fish  before  his  eyes; — 

Where  in  jungles,  near  and  far, 

Man-devouring  tigers  are, 

Lying  close  and  giving  ear 

Lest  the  hunt  be  drawing  near, 

Or  a  comer-by  be  seen 

Swinging  in  a  palanquin; — 

Where  among  the  desert  sands 

Some  deserted  city  stands, 

All  its  children,  sweep  and  prince, 

Grown  to  manhood  ages  since, 

Not  a  foot  in  street  or  house, 

Not  a  stir  of  child  or  mouse, 

And  when  kindly  falls  the  night, 

In  all  the  town  no  spark  of  light. 

There  I'll  come  when  I'm  a  man 

With  a  camel  caravan; 

Light  a  fire  in  the  gloom 

Of  some  dusty  dining-room; 

See  the  pictures  on  the  walls, 

Heroes,  fights  and  festivals; 

And  in  a  corner  find  the  toys 

Of  the  old  Egyptian  boys. 
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XI 

SINGING 

OF  speckled  eggs  the  birdie  sings 
And  nests  among  the  trees; 

The  sailor  sings  of  ropes  and  things 
In  ships  upon  the  seas. 

The  children  sing  in  far  Japan, 
The  children  sing  in  Spain; 

The  organ  with  the  organ  man 
Is  singing  in  the  rain. 

XII 

LOOKING  FORWARD 

WHEN  I  am  grown  to  man's  estate 
I  shall  be  very  proud  and  great, 
And  tell  the  other  girls  and  boys 
Not  to  meddle  with  my  toys. 

XIII 
A  GOOD  PLAY 

WE  built  a  ship  upon  the  stairs 
All  made  of  the  back-bedroom  chairs, 
And  filled  it  full  of  sofa  pillows 
To  go  a-sailing  on  the  billows. 

We  took  a  saw  and  several  nails, 
And  water  in  the  nursery  pails; 
And  Tom  said,   "Let  us  also  take 
An  apple  and  a  slice  of  cake;" — 
Which  was  enough  for  Tom  and  me 
To  go  a-sailing  on,  till  tea. 

We  sailed  along  for  days  and  days, 
And  had  the  very  best  of  plays; 
But  Tom  fell  out  and  hurt  his  knee, 
So  there  was  no  one  left  but  me. 
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DARK  brown  is  the  river, 

Golden  is  the  sand. 
It  flows  along  for  ever, 

With  trees  on  either  hand. 

Green  leaves  a-floating, 

Castles  of  the  foam, 
Boats  of  mine  a-boating — 

Where  will  all  come  home? 

On  goes  the  river 

And  out  past  the  mill, 
Away  down  the  valley, 

Away  down  the  hill. 

Away  down  the  river, 
A  hundred  miles  or  more, 

Other  little  children 

Shall  bring  my  boats  ashore. 

XV 

AUNTIE'S  SKIRTS 

WHENEVER  Auntie  moves  around, 
Her  dresses  make  a  curious  sound; 
They  trail  behind  her  up  the  floor, 
And  trundle  after  through  the  door. 

XVI 

THE  LAND  OF  COUNTERPANE 

WHEN  I  was  sick  and  lay  a-bed, 
I  had  two  pillows  at  my  head, 
And  all  my  toys  beside  me  lay 
To  keep  me  happy  all  the  day. 
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And  sometimes  for  an  hour  or  so 
I  watched  my  leaden  soldiers  go, 
With  different  uniforms  and  drills, 
Among  the  bed-clothes,  through  the  hills. 

And  sometimes  sent  my  ships  in  fleets 
All  up  and  down  among  the  sheets; 
Or  brought  my  trees  and  houses  out, 
And  planted  cities  all  about. 

I  was  the  giant  great  and  still 
That  sits  upon  the  pillow-hill, 
And  sees  before  him,  dale  and  plain, 
The  pleasant  Land  of  Counterpane. 


XVII 

THE  LAND  OF  NOD 

FROM  breakfast  on  through  all  the  day 
At  home  among  my  friends  I  stay, 
But  every  night  I  go  abroad 
Afar  into  the  Land  of  Nod. 

All  by  myself  I  have  to  go, 

With  none  to  tell  me  what  to  do — 

All  alone  beside  the  streams 

And  up  the  mountain-sides  of  dreams. 

The  strangest  things  are  there  for  me, 
Both  things  to  eat  and  things  to  see, 
And  many  frightening  sights  abroad 
Till  morning  in  the  Land  of  Nod. 

Try  as  I  like  to  find  the  way, 
I  never  can  get  back  by  day, 
Nor  can  remember  plain  and  clear 
The  curious  music  that  I  hear. 
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XVIII 

MY  SHADOW 

I  HAVE  a  little  shadow  that  goes  in  and  out  with  me, 
And  what  can  be  the  use  of  him  is  more  than  I  can  see. 
He  is  very,  very  like  me  from  the  heels  up  to  the  head; 
And  I  see  him  jump  before  me,  when  I  jump  into  my  bed. 

The  funniest  thing  about  him  is  the  way  he  likes  to 

grow — 

Not  at  all  like  proper  children, which  is  always  very  slow; 
For  he  sometimes  shoots  up  taller  like  an  india-rubber 

ball, 
And  he  sometimes  gets  so  little  that  there's  none  of 

him  at  all. 

He  hasn't  got  a  notion  of  how  children  ought  to  play, 
And  can  only  make  a  fool  of  me  in  every  sort  of  way. 
He  stays  so  close  beside  me,  he's  a  coward  you  can  see; 
I'd  think  shame  to  stick  to  nursie  as  that  shadow  sticks 
to  me! 

One  morning,  very  early,  before  the  sun  was  up, 
I  rose  and  found  the  shining  dew  on  every  buttercup; 
But  my  lazy  little  shadow,  like  an  arrant  sleepy-head, 
Had  stayed  at  home  behind  me  and  was  fast  asleep  in 
bed. 

XIX 

SYSTEM 

EVERY  night  my  prayers  I  say, 
And  get  my  dinner  every  day; 
And  every  day  that  I've  been  good, 
I  get  an  orange  after  food. 

The  child  that  is  not  clean  and  neat, 
With  lots  of  toys  and  things  to  eat, 
He  is  a  naughty  child,  I'm  sure — 
Or  else  his  dear  papa  is  poor. 


538  A  CHILD'S  GARDEN  OF  VERSES 

XX 

A  GOOD   BOY 

I  WOKE  before  the  morning,  I  was  happy  all  the  day, 
I  never  said  an  ugly  word,  but  smiled  and  stuck  to  play. 

And  now  at  last  the  sun  is  going  down  behind  the 

wood, 
And  I  am  very  happy,  for  I  know  that  I've  been  good. 

My  bed  is  waiting  cool  and  fresh,  with  linen  smooth 

and  fair. 
And  I  must  off   to  sleepsin-by,   and    not  forget  my 

prayer. 

I  know  that,  till  to-morrow  I  shall  see  the  sun  arise, 
No  ugly  dream  shall  fright  my  mind,  no  ugly  sight  my 
eyes. 

But  slumber  hold  me  tightly  till  I  waken  in  the  dawn, 
And  hear  the  thrushes  singing  in  the  lilacs  round  the 
lawn. 

XXI 

ESCAPE  AT  BEDTIME 

THE  lights  from  the  parlour  and  kitchen  shone  out 

Through  the  blinds  and  the  windows  and  bars; 
And  high  overhead  and  all  moving  about, 

There  were  thousands  of  millions  of  stars. 
There  ne'er  were  such  thousands  of  leaves  on  a  tree, 

Nor  of  people  in  church  or  the  Park, 
As  the  crowds  of  the  stars  that  looked  down  upon  me, 

And  that  glittered  and  winked  in  the  dark. 

The  Dog,  and  the  Plough,  and  the  Hunter,  and  all, 

And  the  star  of  the  sailor,  and  Mars, 
These  shone  in  the  sky,  and  the  pail  by  the  wall 

Would  be  half  full  of  water  and  stars. 
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They  saw  me  at  last,  and  they  chased  me  with  cries, 
And  they  soon  had  me  packed  into  bed; 

But  the  glory  kept  shining  and  bright  in  my  eyes, 
And  the  stars  going  round  in  my  head. 

XXII 
MARCHING  SONG 

BRING  the  comb  and  play  upon  it! 

Marching,  here  we  come! 
Willie  cocks  his  highland  bonnet, 

Johnnie  beats  the  drum. 

Mary  Jane  commands  the  party, 

Peter  leads  the  rear; 
Feet  in  time,  alert  and  hearty, 

Each  a  Grenadier! 

All  in  the  most  martial  manner 

Marching  double-quick; 
While  the  napkin  like  a  banner 

Waves  upon  the  stick! 

Here's  enough  of  fame  and  pillage, 

Great  commander  Jane! 
Now  that  we've  been  round  the  village, 

Let's  go  home  again. 

XXIII 
THE  COW 

THE  friendly  cow  all  red  and  white, 

I  love  with  all  my  heart: 
She  gives  me  cream  with  all  her  might 

To  eat  with  apple-tart. 

She  wanders  lowing  here  and  there, 

And  yet  she  cannot  stray, 
All  in  the  pleasant  open  air, 

The  pleasant  light  of  day; 
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And  blown  by  all  the  winds  that  pass 
And  wet  with  all  the  showers, 

She  walks  among  the  meadow  grass 
And  eats  the  meadow  flowers. 


XXIV 

HAPPY  THOUGHT 

THE  world  is  so  full  of  a  number  of  things 
I'm  sure  we  should  all  be  as  happy  as  kings. 


XXV 

THE  WIND 

I  SAW  you  toss  the  kites  on  high 
And  blow  the  birds  about  the  sky; 
And  all  around  I  heard  you  pass, 
Like  ladies'  skirts  across  the  grass — 
0  wind,  a-blowing  all  day  long 
0  wind,  that  sings  so  loud  a  song! 

I  saw  the  different  things  you  did, 
But  always  you  yourself  you  hid. 
I  felt  you  push,  I  heard  you  call, 
I  could  not  see  yourself  at  all — 

0  wind,  a-blowing  all  day  long, 
0  wind,  that  sings  so  loud  a  song! 

0  you  that  are  so  strong  and  cold, 
0  blower,  are  you  young  or  old? 
Are  you  a  beast  of  field  and  tree, 
Or  just  a  stronger  child  than  me? 
O  wind,  a-blowing  all  day  long, 
O  wind,  that  sings  so  loud  a  song! 
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XXVI 

KEEPSAKE  MILL 

OVER  the  borders,  a  sin  without  pardon, 
Breaking  the  branches  and  crawling  below, 

Out  through  the  breach  in  the  wall  of  the  garden, 
Down  by  the  banks  of  the  river,  we  go. 

Here  is  the  mill  with  the  humming  of  thunder, 
Here  is  the  weir  with  the  wonder  of  foam, 

Here  is  the  sluice  with  the  race  running  under — 
Marvellous  places,  though  handy  to  home! 

Sounds  of  the  village  grow  stiller  and  stiller, 
Stiller  the  note  of  the  birds  on  the  hill; 

Dusty  and  dim  are  the  eyes  of  the  miller, 
Deaf  are  his  ears  with  the  moil  of  the  mill. 

Years  may  go  by,  and  the  wheel  in  the  river 
Wheel  as  it  wheels  for  us,  childen,  to-day, 

Wheel  and  keep  roaring  and  foaming  for  ever — 
Long  after  all  of  the  boys  are  away. 

Home  from  the  Indies  and  home  from  the  ocean, 
Heroes  and  soldiers  we  all  shall  come  home; 

Still  we  shall  find  the  old  mill  wheel  in  motion, 
Turning  and  churning  that  river  to  foam. 

You  with  the  bean  that  I  gave  when  we  quarrelled, 

I  with  your  marble  of  Saturday  last, 
Honoured  and  old  and  all  gaily  apparelled, 

Here  we  shall  meet  and  remember  the  past. 
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XXVII 

GOOD  AND  BAD  CHILDREN 

CHILDREN,  you  are  very  little, 
And  your  bones  are  very  brittle; 
If  you  would  grow  great  and  stately, 
You  must  try  to  walk  sedately. 

You  must  still  be  bright  and  quiet, 
And  content  with  simple  diet; 
And  remain,  through  all  bewild'ring, 
Innocent  and  honest  children. 

Happy  hearts  and  happy  faces, 
Happy  play  in  grassy  places — 
That  was  how,  in  ancient  ages, 
Children  grew  to  kings  and  sages. 

But  the  unkind  and  the  unruly, 
And  the  sort  who  eat  unduly, 
They  must  never  hope  for  glory — 
Theirs  is  quite  a  different  story! 

Cruel  children,  crying  babies, 

All  grow  up  as  geese  and  and  gabies, 

Hated,  as  their  age  increases 

By  their  nephews  and  their  nieces. 


LITTLE  Indian,  Sioux  or  Crow, 

Little  frosty  Eskimo, 

Little  Turk  or  Japanee, 

O!  don't  you  wish  that  you  were  me? 
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You  have  seen  the  scarlet  trees 
And  the  lions  over  seas; 
You  have  eaten  ostrich  eggs, 
And  turned  the  turtles  off  their  legs. 

Such  a  life  is  very  fine, 
But  it's  not  so  nice  as  mine: 
You  must  often,  as  you  trod, 
Have  wearied  not  to  be  abroad. 

You  have  curious  things  to  eat, 
I  am  fed  on  proper  meat; 
You  must  dwell  beyond  the  foam, 
But  I  am  safe  and  live  at  home. 

Little  Indian,  Sioux  or  Crow, 

Little  frosty  Eskimo, 

Little  Turk  or  Japanee, 
0!  don't  you  wish  that  you  were  me? 


XXIX 

THE  SUN'S  TRAVELS 

THE  sun  is  not  a-bed,  when  I 

At  night  upon  my  pillow  lie; 

Still  round  the  earth  his  way  he  takes, 

And  morning  after  morning  makes. 

While  here  at  home,  in  shining  day, 
We  round  the  sunny  garden  play, 
Each  little  Indian  sleepy-head 
Is  being  kissed  and  put  to  bed. 

And  when  at  eve  I  rise  from  tea, 
Day  dawns  beyond  the  Atlantic  Sea; 
And  all  the  children  in  the  West 
Are  getting  up  and  being  dressed. 
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XXX 

THE  LAMPLIGHTER 

MY  tea  is  nearly  ready  and  the  sun  has  left  the  sky; 
It's  time  to  take  the  window  to  see  Leerie  going  by; 
For  every  night  at  teatime  and  before  you  take  your  seat, 
With  lantern  and  with  ladder  he  comes  posting  up  the 
street. 

Now  Tom  would  be  a  driver  and  Maria  go  to  sea, 
And  my  papa's  a  banker  and  as  rich  as  he  can  be; 
But  I,  when  I  am  stronger  and  can  choose  what  I'm  to  do, 
0  Leerie,  I'll  go  round  at  night  and  light  the  lamps 
with  you! 

For  we  are  very  lucky,  with  a  lamp  before  the  door, 
And  Leerie  stops  to  light  it  as  he  lights  so  many  more; 
And  0!    before   you  hurry  by  with   ladder  and  with 

light, 
0  Leerie,  see  a  little  child  and  nod  to  him  to-night! 


XXXI 

MY  BED  IS  A  BOAT 

MY  bed  is  like  a  little  boat; 

Nurse  helps  me  in  when  I  embark; 
She  girds  me  in  my  sailor's  coat 

And  starts  me  in  the  dark. 

At  night,  I  go  on  board  and  say 

Good-night  to  all  my  friends  on  shore; 

I  shut  my  eyes  and  sail  away 
And  see  and  hear  no  more. 

And  sometimes  things  to  bed  I  take, 
As  prudent  sailors  have  to  do; 

Perhaps  a  slice  of  wedding-cake, 
Perhaps  a  toy  or  two. 
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All  night  across  the  dark  we  steer; 

But  when  the  day  returns  at  last, 
Safe  in  my  room,  beside  the  pier, 

I  find  my  vessel  fast. 

XXXII 

THE  MOON 

THE  moon  has  a  face  like  the  clock  in  the  hall; 
She  shines  on  thieves  on  the  garden  wall, 
On  streets  and  fields  and  harbour  quays, 
And  birdies  asleep  in  the  forks  of  the  trees. 

The  squalling  cat  and  the  squeaking  mouse, 
The  howling  dog  by  the  door  of  the  house, 
The  bat  that  lies  in  bed  at  noon, 
All  love  to  be  out  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

But  all  of  the  things  that  belong  to  the  day 
Cuddle  to  sleep  to  be  out  of  her  way; 
And  flowers  and  children  close  their  eyes 
Till  up  in  the  morning  the  sun  shall  arise. 

XXXIII 

THE  SWING 

How  do  you  like  to  go  up  in  a  swing, 

Up  in  the  air  so  blue? 
Oh,  I  do  think  it  the  pleasantest  thing 

Ever  a  child  can  do! 

Up  in  the  air  and  over  the  wall, 

Till  I  can  see  so  wide, 
Rivers  and  trees  and  cattle  and  all 

Over  the  countryside — 

Till  I  look  down  on  the  garden  green, 

Down  on  the  roof  so  brown — 
Up  in  the  air  I  go  flying  again, 

Up  in  the  air  and  down! 
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XXXIV 

TIME  TO  RISE 

A  BIRDIE  with  a  yellow  bill 
Hopped  upon  the  window-sill, 
Cocked  his  shining  eye  and  said: 
"Ain't  you  'shamed,  you  sleepy-head!" 

XXXV 

LOOKING-GLASS  RIVER 

SMOOTH  it  slides  upon  its  travel, 
Here  a  wimple,  there  a  gleam — 
0  the  clean  gravel! 
0  the  smooth  stream! 

Sailing  blossoms,  silver  fishes, 
Paven  pools  as  clear  as  air — 
How  a  child  wishes 
To  live  down  there! 

We  can  see  our  coloured  faces 
Floating  on  the  shaken  pool 
Down  in  cool  places, 
Dim  and  very  cool; 

Till  a  wind  or  water  wrinkle, 
Dipping  marten,  plumping  trout, 
Spreads  in  a  twinkle 
And  blots  all  out. 

See  the  rings  pursue  each  other; 
All  below  grows  black  as  night, 
Just  as  if  mother 
Had  blown  out  the  light! 

Patience,  children,  just  a  minute — 
See  the  spreading  circles  die; 
The  stream  and  all  in  it 
Will  clear  by-and-by. 
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XXXVI 

FAIRY  BREAD 

COME  up  here,  0  dusty  feet! 

Here  is  fairy  bread  to  eat. 
Here  in  my  retiring  room, 

Children,  you  may  dine 
On  the  golden  smell  of  broom 

And  the  shade  of  pine; 
And  when  you  have  eaten  well, 

Fairy  stories  hear  and  tell. 


XXXVII 

FROM  A  RAILWAY  CARRIAGE 

FASTER  than  fairies,  faster  than  witches, 
Bridges  and  houses,  hedges  and  ditches; 
And  charging  along  like  troops  in  a  battle, 
All  through  the  meadows  the  horses  and  cattle: 
All  of  the  sights  of  the  hill  and  the  plain 
Fly  as  thick  as  driving  rain; 
And  ever  again,  in  the  wink  of  an  eye, 
Painted  stations  whistle  by. 

Here  is  a  child  who  clambers  and  scrambles, — 

All  by  himself  and  gathering  brambles; 

Here  is  a  tramp  who  stands  and  gazes; 

And  there  is  the  green  for  stringing  the  daisies! 

Here  is  a  cart  run  away  in  the  road 

Lumping  along  with  man  and  load; 

And  here  is  a  mill  and  there  is  a  river: 

Each  a  glimpse  and  gone  for  ever! 
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XXXVIII 

WINTER-TIME 

LATE  lies  the  wintry  sun  a-bed, 
A  frosty,  fiery  sleepy-head; 
Blinks  but  an  hour  or  two;  and  then, 
A  blood-red  orange,  sets  again. 

Before  the  stars  have  left  the  skies, 
At  morning  in  the  dark  I  rise; 
And  shivering  in  my  nakedness, 
By  the  cold  candle,  bathe  and  dress. 

Close  by  the  jolly  fire  I  sit 
To  warm  my  frozen  bones  a  bit; 
Or  with  a  reindeer-sled,  explore 
The  colder  countries  round  the  door. 

When  to  go  out,  my  nurse  doth  wrap 
Me  in  my  comforter  and  cap; 
The  cold  wind  burns  my  face,  and  blows 
Its  frosty  pepper  up  my  nose. 

Black  are  my  steps  on  silver  sod; 
Thick  blows  my  frosty  breath  abroad ; 
And  tree  and  house,  and  hill  and  lake, 
Are  frosted  like  a  wedding-cake. 


XXXIX 

THE  HAYLOFT 

THROUGH  all  the  pleasant  meadow-side 
The  grass  grew  shoulder-high, 

Till  the  shining  scythes  went  far  and  wide 
And  cut  it  down  to  dry. 
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These  green  and  sweetly  smelling  crops 

They  led  in  waggons  home; 
And  they  piled  them  here  in  mountain-tops 

For  mountaineers  to  roam. 

Here  is  Mount  Clear,  Mount  Rusty-Nail, 

Mount  Eagle  and  Mount  High; — 
The  mice  that  in  these  mountains  dwell, 

No  happier  are  than  I! 

0  what  a  joy  to  clamber  there, 

O  what  a  place  for  play, 
With  the  sweet,  the  dim,  the  dusty  air, 

The  happy  hills  of  hay! 


XL 

FAREWELL  TO  THE  FARM 

THE  coach  is  at  the  door  at  last; 
The  eager  children,  mounting  fast 
And  kissing  hands,  in  chorus  sing: 
Good-bye,  good-bye,  to  everything! 

To  house  and  garden,  field  and  lawn, 
The  meadow-gates  we  swang  upon, 
To  pump  and  stable,  tree  and  swing, 
Good-bye,  good-bye,  to  everything! 

And  fare  you  well  for  evermore, 
O  ladder  at  the  hayloft  door, 
0  hayloft  where  the  cobwebs  cling, 
Good-bye,  good-bye,  to  everything! 

Crack  goes  the  whip,  and  off  we  go; 
The  trees  and  houses  smaller  grow; 
Last,  round  the  woody  turn  we  swing: 
Good-bye,  good-bye,  to  everything! 


550  A  CHILD'S  GARDEN  OF  VERSES 

XLI 

NORTH-WEST  PASSAGE 
1.     GOOD-NIGHT 

WHEN  the  bright  lamp  is  carried  in, 
The  sunless  hours  again  begin; 
O'er  all  without,  in  field  and  lane, 
The  haunted  night  returns  again. 

Now  we  behold  the  embers  flee 
About  the  firelit  hearth;  and  see 
Our  faces  painted  as  we  pass, 
Like  pictures,  on  the  window-glass. 

Must  we  to  bed  indeed?     Well  then, 
Let  us  arise  and  go  like  men, 
And  face  with  an  undaunted  tread 
The  long  black  passage  up  to  bed. 

Farewell,  0  brother,  sister,  sire! 
0  pleasant  party  round  the  fire! 
The  songs  you  sing,  the  tales  you  tell, 
Till  far  to-morrow,  fare  ye  well ! 

2.     SHADOW  MARCH 

All  round  the  house  is  the  jet-black  night; 

It  stares  through  the  window-pane; 
It  crawls  in  the  corners,  hiding  from  the  light, 

And  it  moves  with  the  moving  flame. 

Now  my  little  heart  goes  a-beating  like  a  drum, 
With  the  breath  of  the  Bogie  in  my  hair; 

And  all  round  the  candle  the  crooked  shadows  come, 
And  go  marching  along  up  the  stair. 

The  shadow  of  the  balusters,  the  shadow  of  the  lamp, 
The  shadow  of  the  child  that  goes  to  bed — 

All  the  wicked  shadows  coming,  tramp,  tramp,  tramp, 
With  the  black  night  overhead. 
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3.      IN  PORT 

Last,  to  the  chamber  where  I  lie 
My  fearful  footsteps  patter  nigh, 
And  come  from  out  the  cold  and  gloom 
Into  my  warm  and  cheerful  room. 

There,  safe  arrived,  we  turn  about 
To  keep  the  coming  shadows  out, 
And  close  the  happy  door  at  last 
On  all  the  perils  that  we  past. 

Then,  when  mama  goes  by  to  bed, 
She  shall  come  in  with  tip-toe  tread, 
And  see  me  lying  warm  and  fast 
And  in  the  Land  of  Nod  at  last. 


THE  CHILD  ALONE 

i 

THE   UNSEEN  PLAYMATE 

WHEN  children  are  playing  alone  on  the  green, 
In  comes  the  playmate  that  never  was  seen. 
When  children  are  happy  and  lonely  and  good, 
The  Friend  of  the  Children  comes  out  of  the  wood. 

Nobody  heard  him  and  nobody  saw, 

His  is  a  picture  you  never  could  draw, 

But  he's  sure  to  be  present,  abroad  or  at  home, 

When  children  are  happy  and  playing  alone. 

He  lies  in  the  laurels,  he  runs  on  the  grass, 
He  sings  when  you  tinkle  the  musical  glass; 
Whene'er  you  are  happy  and  cannot  tell  why, 
The  Friend  of  the  Children  is  sure  to  be  by! 

He  loves  to  be  little,  he  hates  to  be  big, 
'Tis  he  that  inhabits  the  caves  that  you  dig; 
'Tis  he  when  you  play  with  your  soldiers  of  tin 
That  sides  with  the  Frenchmen  and  never  can  win. 

'Tis  he,  when  at  night  you  go  off  to  your  bed, 
Bids  you  go  to  your  sleep  and  not  trouble  your  head ; 
For  wherever  they're  lying,  in  cupboard  or  shelf, 
'Tis  he  will  take  care  of  your  playthings  himself! 
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II 

MY  SHIP  AND  I 

0  IT'S  I  that  am  the  captain  of  a  tidy  little  ship, 
Of  a  ship  that  goes  a-sailing  on  the  pond; 

And  my  ship  it  keeps  a- turning  all  around  and  all  about; 

But  when  I'm  a  little  older,  I  shall  find  the  secret  out 
How  to  send  my  vessel  sailing  on  beyond. 

For  I  mean  to  grow  as  little  as  the  dolly  at  the  helm, 

And  the  dolly  I  intend  to  come  alive; 
And  with  him  beside  to  help  me,  it's  a-sailing  I  shall  go, 
It's  a-sailing  on  the  water,  when  the  jolly  breezes  blow 

And  the  vessel  goes  a  divie-divie-dive. 

0  it's  then  you'll  see  me  sailing  through  the  rushes 
and  the  reeds, 

And  you'll  hear  the  water  singing  at  the  prow; 
For  beside  the  dolly  sailor,  I'm  to  voyage  and  explore, 
To  land  upon  the  island  where  no  dolly  was  before, 

And  to  fire  the  penny  cannon  in  the  bow. 


Ill 

MY  KINGDOM 

DOWN  by  a  shining  water  well 
I  found  a  very  little  dell, 

No  higher  than  my  head. 
The  heather  and  the  gorse  about 
In  summer  bloom  were  coming  out, 

Some  yellow  and  some  red. 

I  called  the  little  pool  a  sea; 
The  little  hills  were  big  to  me; 

For  I  am  very  small. 
I  made  a  boat,  I  made  a  town, 
I  searched  the  caverns  up  and  down, 

And  named  them  one  and  all. 
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And  all  about  was  mine,  I  said, 
The  little  sparrows  overhead, 

The  little  minnows  too. 
This  was  the  world  and  I  was  king, 
For  me  the  bees  came  by  to  sing, 

For  me  the  swallows  flew. 

I  played  there  were  no  deeper  seas, 
Nor  any  wider  plains  than  these, 

Nor  other  kings  than  me. 
At  last  I  heard  my  mother  call 
Out  from  the  house  at  evenfall, 

To  call  me  home  to  tea. 

And  I  must  rise  and  leave  my  dell, 
And  leave  my  dimpled  water  well, 

And  leave  my  heather  blooms. 
Alas!  and  as  my  home  I  neared, 
How  very  big  my  nurse  appeared, 

How  great  and  cool  the  rooms! 


IV 

PICTURE-BOOKS  IN  WINTER 

SUMMER  fading,  winter  comes — 
Frosty  mornings,  tingling  thumbs, 
Window  robins,  winter  rooks, 
And  the  picture  story-books. 

Water  now  is  turned  to  stone 
Nurse  and  I  can  walk  upon; 
Still  we  find  the  flowing  brooks 
In  the  picture  story-books. 

All  the  pretty  things  put  by, 
Wait  upon  the  children's  eye, 
Sheep  and  shepherds,  trees  and  crooks, 
In  the  picture  story-books. 
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We  may  see  how  all  things  are 
Seas  and  cities,  near  and  far, 
And  the  flying  fairies'  looks, 
In  the  picture  story-books. 

How  am  I  to  sing  your  praise, 
Happy  chimney-corner  days, 
Sitting  safe  in  nursery  nooks, 
Reading  picture  story-books? 


V 

MY  TREASURES 

THESE  nuts,  that  I  keep  in  the  back  of  the  nest 
Where  all  my  lead  soldiers  are  lying  at  rest, 
Were  gathered  in  autumn  by  nursie  and  me 
In  a  wood  with  a  well  by  the  side  of  the  sea. 

This  whistle  we  made  (and  how  clearly  it  sounds!) 
By  the  side  of  a  field  at  the  end  of  the  grounds. 
Of  a  branch  of  a  plane,  with  a  knife  of  my  own, 
It  was  nursie  who  made  it,  and  nursie  alone! 

The  stone,  with  the  white  and  the  yellow  and  grey, 
We  discovered  I  cannot  tell  how  far  away; 
And  I  carried  it;  back  although  weary  and  cold, 
For  though  father  denies  it,  I'm  sure  it  is  gold. 

But  of  all  my  treasures  the  last  is  the  king, 
For  there's  very  few  children  possess  such  a  thing; 
And  that  is  a  chisel,  both  handle  and  blade, 
Which  a  man  who  was  really  a  carpenter  made. 
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VI 

BLOCK   CITY 

WHAT  are  you  able  to  build  with  your  blocks? 
Castles  and  palaces,  temples  and  docks. 
Rain  may  keep  raining,  and  others  go  roam, 
But  I  can  be  happy  and  building  at  home. 

Let  the  sofa  be  mountains,  the  carpet  be  sea, 

There  I'll  establish  a  city  for  me: 

A  kirk  and  a  mill  and  a  palace  beside, 

And  a  harbour  as  well  where  my  vessels  may  ride. 

Great  is  the  palace  with  pillar  and  wall, 
A  sort  of  a  tower  on  the  top  of  it  all, 
And  steps  coming  down  in  an  orderly  way 
To  where  my  toy  vessels  lie  safe  in  the  bay. 

This  one  is  sailing  and  that  one  is  moored: 
Hark  to  the  song  of  the  sailors  on  board! 
And  see  on  the  steps  of  my  palace,  the  kings 
Coming  and  going  with  presents  and  things! 

Now  I  have  done  with  it,  down  let  it  go! 
All  in  a  moment  the  town  is  laid  low. 
Block  upon  block  lying  scattered  and  free, 
What  is  there  left  of  my  town  by  the  sea? 

Yet  as  I  saw  it,  I  see  it  again, 
The  kirk  and  the  palace,  the  ships  and  the  men, 
And  as  long  as  I  live  and  where'er  I  may  be, 
I'll  always  remember  my  town  by  the  sea. 
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VII 

THE  LAND  OF  STORY-BOOKS 

AT  evening' when  the  lamp  is  lit, 
Around  the  fire  my  parents  sit; 
They  sit  at  home  and  talk  and  sing, 
And  do  not  play  at  anything. 

Now,  with  my  little  gun,  I  crawl 
All  in  the  dark  along  the  wall, 
And  follow  round  the  forest  track 
Away  behind  the  sofa  back. 

There,  in  the  night,  where  none  can  spy, 
All  in  my  hunter's  camp  I  lie, 
And  play  at  books  that  I  have  read 
Till  it  is  time  to  go  to  bed. 

These  are  the  hills,  these  are  the  woods, 
These  are  my  starry  solitudes; 
And  there  the  river  by  whose  brink 
The  roaring  lions  come  to  drink. 

I  see  the  others  far  away 
As  if  in  firelit  camp  they  lay, 
And  I,  like  to  an  Indian  scout, 
Around  their  party  prowled  about. 

So,  when  my  nurse  comes  in  for  me, 
Home  I  return  across  the  sea, 
And  go  to  bed  with  backward  looks 
At  my  dear  Land  of  Story-books. 
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VIII 

ARMIES  IN  THE  FIRE 

THE  lamps  now  glitter  down  the  street;' 
Faintly  sound  the  falling  feet; 
And  the  blue  even  slowly  falls 
About  the  garden  trees  and  walls. 

Now  in  the  falling  of  the  gloom 
The  red  fire  paints  the  empty  room: 
And  warmly  on  the  roof  it  looks, 
And  flickers  on  the  backs  of  books. 

Armies  march  by  tower  and  spire 
Of  cities  blazing,  in  the  fire; — 
Till  as  I  gaze  with  staring  eyes, 
The  armies  fade,  the  lustre  dies. 

Then  once  again  the  glow  returns; 
Again  the  phantom  city  burns; 
And  down  the  red-hot  valley,  lo! 
The  phantom  armies  marching  go! 

Blinking  embers,  tell  me  true 
Where  are  those  armies  marching  to, 
And  what  the  burning  city  is 
That  crumbles  in  your  furnaces! 


WHEN  at  home  alone  I  sit 

And  am  very  tired  of  it, 

I  have  just  to  shut  my  eyes 

To  go  sailing  through  the  skies- 

To  go  sailing  far  away 

To  the  pleasant  Land  of  Play; 

To  the  fairy  land  afar 

Where  the  Little  People  are; 
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Where  the  clover-tops  are  trees, 
And  the  rain-pools  are  the  seas, 
And  the  leaves  like  little  ships 
Sail  about  on  tiny  trips; 
And  above  the  daisy  tree 

Through  the  grasses, 
High  o'erhead  the  Bumble  Bee 

Hums  and  passes. 
In  that  forest  to  and  fro  I  can  wander, 

I  can  go; 

See  the  spider  and  the  fly 
And  the  ants  go  marching  by 
Carrying  parcels  with  their  feet 
Down  the  green  and  grassy  street. 
I  can  in  the  sorrel  sit 
Where  the  ladybird  alit. 
I  can  climb  the  jointed  grass; 

And  on  high 
See  the  greater  swallows  pass 

In  the  sky, 

And  the  round  sun  rolling  by 
Heeding  no  such  things  as  I. 

Through  that  forest  I  can  pass 
Till,  as  in  a  looking-glass, 
Humming  fly  and  daisy  tree 
And  my  tiny  self  I  see, 
Painted  very  clear  and  neat 
On  the  rain-pool  at  my  feet. 
Should  a  leaflet  come  to  land 
Drifting  near  to  where  I  stand, 
Straight  I'll  board  that  tiny  boat 
Round  the  rain-pool  sea  to  float. 

Little  thoughtful  creatures  sit 
On  the  grassy  coasts  of  it; 
Little  things  with  lovely  eyes 
See  me  sailing  with  surprise. 
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Some  are  clad  in  armour  green — 
(These  have  sure  to  battle  been!) — 
Some  are  pied  with  ev'ry  hue, 
Black  and  crimson,  gold  and  blue; 
Some  have  wings  and  swift  are  gone;- 
But  they  all  look  kindly  on. 

When  my  eyes  I  once  again 
Open,  and  see  all  things  plain: 
High  bare  walls,  great  bare  floor ; 
Great  big  knobs  on  drawer  and  door; 
Great  big  people  perched  on  chairs, 
Stitching  tucks  and  mending  tears, 
Each  a  hill  that  I  could  climb, 
And  talking  nonsense  all  the  time — 

0  dear  me, 

That  I  could  be 
A  sailor  on  the  rain-pool  sea, 
A  climber  in  the  clover  tree, 
And  just  come  back,  a  sleepy-head, 
Late  at  night  to  go  to  bed. 


GARDEN  DAYS 


NIGHT  AND   DAY 

WHEN  the  golden  day  is  done, 
Through  the  closing  portal, 

Child  and  garden,  flower  and  sun, 
Vanish  all  things  mortal. 

As  the  blinding  shadows  fall 

As  the  rays  diminish, 
Under  evening's  cloak,  they  all 

Roll  away  and  vanish. 

Garden  darkened,  daisy  shut, 
Child  in  bed,  they  slumber — 

Glow-worm  in  the  highway  rut, 
Mice  among  the  lumber. 

In  the  darkness  houses  shine, 
Parents  move  with  candles; 

Till  on  all,  the  night  divine 
Turns  the  bedroom  handles. 

Till  at  last  the  days  begins 

In  the  east  a-breaking, 
In  the  hedges  and  the  whins 

Sleeping  birds  a-waking. 

In  the  darkness  shapes  of  things, 
Houses,  trees  and  hedges, 

Clearer  grow;  and  sparrow's  wings 
Beat  on  window  ledges. 
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These  shall  wake  the  yawning  maid; 

She  the  door  shall  open — 
Finding  dew  on  garden  glade 

And  the  morning  broken. 

There  my  garden  grows  again 
Green  and  rosy  painted, 

As  at  eve  behind  the  pane 
From  my  eyes  it  fainted. 

Just  as  it  was  shut  away, 

Toy-like,  in  the  even, 
Here  I  see  it  glow  with  day 

Under  glowing  heaven. 

Every  path  and  every  plot, 

Every  bush  of  roses, 
Every  blue  forget-me-not 

Where  the  dew  reposes, 

"Up!"  they  cry,  "the  day  is  come 
On  the  smiling  valleys: 

We  have  beat  the  morning  drum; 
Playmate,  join  your  allies!" 


II 

NEST  EGGS 

BIRDS  all  the  sunny  day 
Flutter  and  quarrel 

Here  in  the  arbour-like 
Tent  of  the  laurel. 

Here  in  the  fork 

The  brown  nest  is  seated ; 
Four  little  blue  eggs 

The  mother  keeps  heated. 


A  CHILD'S  GARDEN  OF  VERSES  563 

While  we  stand  watching  her, 

Staring  like  gabies, 
Safe  in  each  egg  are  the 

Bird's  little  babies. 

Soon  the  frail  eggs  they  shall 

Chip,  and  upspringing, 
Make  all  the  April  woods 

Merry  with  singing. 

Younger  than  we  are 

0  children,  and  frailer, 
Soon  in  blue  air  they'll  be, 

Singer  and  sailor. 

We,  so  much  older, 

Taller  and  stronger, 
We  shall  look  down  on  the 

Birdies  no  longer. 

They  shall  go  flying 

With  musical  speeches 
High  overhead  in  the 

Tops  of  the  beeches. 

In  spite  of  our  wisdom 

And  sensible  talking, 
We  on  our  feet  must  go 

Plodding  and  walking. 


Ill 
THE  FLOWERS 

ALL  the  names  I  know  from  nurse: 
Gardener's  garters,  Shepherd's  purse, 
Bachelor's  buttons,  Lady's  smock, 
And  the  Lady  Hollyhock. 
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Fairy  places,  fairy  things, 

Fairy  woods  where  the  wild  bee  wings, 

Tiny  trees  for  tiny  dames — 

These  must  all  be  fairy  names! 

Tiny  woods  below  whose  boughs 
Shady  fairies  weave  a  house; 
Tiny  tree-tops,  rose  or  thyme, 
Where  the  braver  fairies  climb! 

Fair  are  grown-up  people's  trees, 
But  the  fairest  woods  are  these; 
Where  if  I  were  not  so  tall, 
I  should  live  for  good  and  all. 


IV 

SUMMER  SUN 

GREAT  is  the  sun,  and  wide  he  goes 
Through  empty  heaven  without  repose; 
And  in  the  blue  and  glowing  days 
More  thick  than  rain  he  showers  his  rays. 

Though  closer  still  the  blinds  we  pull 
To  keep  the  shady  parlour  cool, 
Yet  he  will  find  a  chink  or  two 
To  slip  his  golden  fingers  through. 

The  dusty  attic  spider-clad 
He,  through  the  keyhole,  maketh  glad; 
And  through  the  broken  edge  of  tiles, 
Into  the  laddered  hayloft  smiles. 

Meantime  his  golden  face  around 
He  bares  to  all  the  garden  ground, 
And  sheds  a  warm  and  glittering  look 
Among  the  ivy's  inmost  nook. 
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Above  the  hills,  along  the  blue, 
Round  the  bright  air  with  footing  true, 
To  please  the  child,  to  paint  the  rose, 
The  gardener  of  the  World,  he  goes. 


THE   DUMB  SOLDIER 

WHEN  the  grass  was  closely  mown, 
Walking  on  the  lawn  alone, 
In  the  turf  a  hole  I  found 
And  hid  a  soldier  underground. 

Spring  and  daisies  came  apace; 
Grasses  hide  my  hiding  place; 
Grasses  run  like  a  green  sea 
O'er  the  lawn  up  to  my  knee. 

Under  grass  alone  he  lies, 
Looking  up  with  leaden  eyes, 
Scarlet  coat  and  pointed  gun, 
To  the  stars  and  to  the  sun. 

When  the  grass  is  ripe  like  grain, 
When  the  scythe  is  stoned  again, 
When  the  lawn  is  shaven  clear, 
Then  my  hole  shall  reappear. 

I  shall  find  him,  never  fear, 
I  shall  find  my  grenadier; 
But  for  all  that's  gone  and  come, 
I  shall  find  my  soldier  dumb. 

He  has  lived,  a  little  thing, 
In  the  grassy  woods  of  spring; 
Done,  if  he  could  tell  me  true, 
Just  as  I  should  like  to  do. 
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He  has  seen  the  starry  hours 
And  the  springing  of  the  flowers; 
And  the  fairy  things  that  pass 
In  the  forests  of  the  grass. 

In  the  silence  he  has  heard 
Talking  bee  and  ladybird, 
And  the  butterfly  has  flown 
O'er  him  as  he  lay  alone. 

Not  a  word  will  he  disclose, 
Not  a  word  of  all  he  knows. 
I  must  lay  him  on  the  shelf, 
And  make  up  the  tale  myself. 


VI 

AUTUMN  FIRES 

IN  the  other  gardens 

And  all  up  the  vale, 
From  the  autumn  bonfires 

See  the  smoke  trail ! 

Pleasant  summer  over 

And  all  the  summer  flowers, 
The  red  fire  blazes, 

The  grey  smoke  towers. 

Sing  a  song  of  seasons! 

Something  bright  in  all ! 
Flowers  in  the  summer, 

Fires  in  the  fall ! 
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VII 

THE  GARDENER 

THE  gardener  does  not  love  to  talk, N 
He  makes  me  keep  the  gravel  walk; 
And  when  he  puts  his  tools  away, 
He  locks  the  door  and  takes  the  key. 

Away  behind  the  currant  row 
Where  no  one  else  but  cook  may  go, 
Far  in  the  plots,  I  see  him  dig, 
Old  and  serious,  brown  and  big. 

He  digs  the  flowers,  green,  red  and  blue, 
Nor  wishes  to  be  spoken  to. 
He  digs  the  flowers  and  cuts  the  hay, 
And  never  seems  to  want  to  play. 

Silly  gardener!  summer  goes, 
And  winter  comes  with  pinching  toes, 
When  in  the  garden  bare  and  brown 
You  must  lay  your  barrow  down. 

Well  now,  and  while  the  summer  stays, 
To  profit  by  these  garden  days, 
0  how  much  wiser  you  would  be 
To  play  at  Indian  wars  with  me! 


VIII 

HISTORICAL  ASSOCIATIONS 

DEAR  Uncle  Jim,  this  garden  ground 
That  now  you  smoke  your  pipe  around, 
Has  seen  immortal  actions  done 
And  valiant  battles  lost  and  won. 
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Here  we  had  best  on  tip- toe  tread, 
While  I  for  safety  march  ahead, 
For  this  is  that  enchanted  ground 
Where  all  who  loiter  slumber  sound. 

Here  is  the  sea,  here  is  the  sand, 
Here  is  simple  Shepherd's  Land, 
Here  are  the  fairy  hollyhocks, 
And  there  are  Ali  Baba's  rocks. 

But  yonder,  see!  apart  and  high, 
Frozen  Siberia  lies;  where  I, 
With  Robert  Bruce  and  William  Tell, 
Was  bound  by  an  enchanter's  spell. 


ENVOYS 


TO  WILLIE  AND   HENRIETTA 

IF  two  may  read  aright 
These  rhymes  of  old  delight 
And  house  and  garden  play, 
You  two,  my  cousins,  and  you  only,  may. 

You  in  a  garden  green 
With  me  were  king  and  queen, 
Were  hunter,  soldier,  tar, 
And  all  the  thousand  things  that  children  are. 

Now  in  the  elders'  seat 
We  rest  with  quiet  feet, 
And  from  the  window-bay 
We  watch  the  children,  our  successors,  play. 

"Time  was,"  the  golden  head 
Irrevocably  said; 
But  time  which  none  can  bind, 
While  flowing  fast  away,  leaves  love  behind. 


II 

TO   MY  MOTHER 

You  too,  my  mother,  read  my  rhymes 
For  love  of  unforgotten  times, 
And  you  may  chance  to  hear  once  more 
The  little  feet  along  the  floor. 
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III 

TO  AUNTIE 

CHIEF  of  our  aunts — not  only  I, 

But  all  your  dozen  of  nurselings  cry — 

What  did  the  other  children  do  ? 

And  what  were  childhood,  wanting  you  ? 


IV 

TO  MINNIE 

THE  red  room  with  the  giant  bed 

Where  none  but  elders  laid  their  head; 

The  little  room  where  you  and  I 

Did  for  a  while  together  lie 

And,  simple  suitor,  I  your  hand 

In  decent  marriage  did  demand; 

The  great  day  nursery,  best  of  all 

With  pictures  pasted  on  the  wall 

And  leaves  upon  the  blind — 

A  pleasant  room  wherein  to  wake 

And  hear  the  leafy  garden  shake 

And  rustle  in  the  wind — 

And  pleasant  there  to  lie  in  bed 

And  see  the  pictures  overhead — 

The  wars  about  Sebastopol, 

The  grinning  guns  along  the  wall, 

The  daring  escalade, 

The  plunging  ships,  the  bleating  sheep, 

The  happy  children  ankte-deep 

And  laughing  as  they  wade: 

All  these  are  vanished  clean  away, 

And  the  old  manse  is  changed  to-day; 

It  wears  an  altered  face 

And  shields  a  stranger  race. 
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The  river,  on  from  mill  to  mill, 
Flows  past  our  childhood's  garden  still; 
But  ah!  we  children  never  more 
Shall  watch  it  from  the  water-door! 
Below  the  yew — it  still  is  there — 
Our  phantom  voices  haunt  the  air 
As  we  were  still  at  play, 
And  I  can  hear  them  call  and  say: 
"How  far  is  it  to  Babylon?" 

Ah,  far  enough,  my  dear, 

Far,  far  enough  from  here — 

Yet  you  have  farther  gone ! 

"Can  I  get  there  by  candle-light?" 

So  goes  the  old  refrain 

I  do  not  know — perchance  you  might — 

But  only,  children,  hear  it  right, 

Ah,  never  to  return  again! 

The  eternal  dawn,  beyond  a  doubt, 

Shall  break  on  hill  and  plain, 

And  put  all  the  stars  and  candles  out, 

Ere  we  be  young  again. 

To  you  in  distant  India,  these 

I  send  across  the  seas, 

Nor  count  it  far  across. 

For  which  of  us  forgets 

The  Indian  cabinets, 

The  bones  of  antelope,  the  wings  of  albatross, 

The  pied  and  painted  birds  and  beans, 

The  junks  and  bangles,  beads  and  screens, 

The  gods  and  sacred  bells, 

And  the  loud-humming,  twisted  shells! 

The  level  of  the  parlour  floor 

Was  honest,  homely,  Scottish  shore; 

But  when  we  climbed  upon  a  chair, 

Behold  the  gorgeous  East  was  there! 

Be  this  a  fable;  and  behold 

Me  in  the  parlour  as  of  old, 
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And  Minnie  just  above  me  set 
In  the  quaint  Indian  cabinet! 
Smiling  and  kind,  you  grace  a  shelf 
Too  high  for  me  to  reach  myself. 
Reach  down  a  hand,  my  dear,  and  take 
These  rhymes  for  old  acquaintance'  sake! 


V 

TO   MY  NAME-CHILD 


SOME  day  soon  this  rhyming  volume,  if  you  learn  with 

proper  speed, 

Little  Louis  Sanchez,  will  be  given  you  to  read. 
Then  shall  you  discover,  that  your  name  was  printed 

down 
By   the   English    printers,    long    before,    in    London 

town. 

In  the  great  and  busy  city  where  the  East  and  West 

are  met, 

All  the  little  letters  did  the  English  printer  set; 
While   you   thought  of   nothing,  and    were   still  too 

young  to  play, 
Foreign  people  thought  of  you  in  places  far  away. 

Ay,  and  while  you  slept,  a  baby,  over  all  the  English 

lands 

Other  little  children  took  the  volume  in  their  hands; 
Other  children  questioned,  in  their  homes  across  the 

seas: 
Who  was   little   Louis,    won't  you   tell   us,  mother, 

please? 
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ii 

Now  that  you  have  spelt  your  lesson,  lay  it  down  and 

go  and  play, 
Seeking  shells  and  seaweed  on  the  sands  of  Monterey, 

Watching  all  the  mighty  whalebones,  lying  buried  by 

the  breeze, 
Tiny  sandy-pipers,  and  the  huge  Pacific  seas. 

And  remember  in  your  playing,  as  the  sea-fog  rolls  to 

you, 

Long  ere  you  could  read  it,  how  I  told  you  what  to  do; 
And  that  while  you  thought  of  no  one,  nearly  half  the 

world  away 
Some  one  thought  of  Louis  on  the  beach  of  Monterey! 


VI 

TO  ANY  READER 

As  from  the  house  your  mother  sees 
You  playing  round  the  garden  trees, 
So  you  may  see,  if  you  will  look 
Through  the  windows  of  this  book, 
Another  child,  far,  far  away, 
And  in  another  garden,  play. 
But  do  not  think  you  can  at  all, 
By  knocking  on  the  window,  call 
That  child  to  hear  you.     He  intent 
Is  all  on  his  play-business  bent. 
He  does  not  hear;  he  will  not  look, 
Nor  yet  be  lured  out  of  this  book. 
For,  long  ago,  the  truth  to  say, 
He  has  grown  up  and  gone  away, 
And  it  is  but  a  child  of  air 
That  lingers  in  the  garden  there. 
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Of  all  my  verse,  like  not  a  single  line; 

But  like  my  title,  for  it  is  not  mine. 

That  title  from  a  better  man  I  stole  : 

Ah,  how  much  better,  had  I  stol'n  the  whole! 


DEDICATION 

THERE  are  men  and  classes  of  men  that  stand  above  the 
common  herd :  the  soldier,  the  sailor,  and  the  shepherd 
not  unf  requently ;  the  artist  rarely ;  rarelier  still,  the 
clergyman ;  the  physician  almost  as  a  rule.  He  is  the 
flower  (such  as  it  is)  of  our  civilisation  ;  and  when  that 
stage  of  man  is  done  with,  and  only  remembered  to  be 
marvelled  at  in  history,  he  will  be  thought  to  have  shared 
as  little  as  any  in  the  defects  of  the  period,  and  most 
notably  exhibited  the  virtues  of  the  race.  Generosity 
he  has,  such  as  is  possible  to  those  who  practise  an  art, 
never  to  those  who  drive  a  trade ;  discretion,  tested  by 
a  hundred  secrets ;  tact,  tried  in  a  thousand  embarrass- 
ments ;  and  what  are  more  important,  Heraclean  cheer- 
fulness and  courage.  So  it  is  that  he  brings  air  and 
cheer  into  the  sick-room,  and  often  enough,  though  not 
so  often  as  he  wishes,  brings  healing. 

Gratitude  is  but  a  lame  sentiment ;  thanks,  when  they 
are  expressed,  are  often  more  embarrassing  than  wel- 
come ;  and  yet  I  must  set  forth  mine  to  a  few  out  of 
many  doctors  who  have  brought  me  comfort  and  help : 
to  Dr.  Willey  of  San  Francisco,  whose  kindness  to  a 
stranger  it  must  be  as  grateful  to  him,  as  it  is  touching 
to  me,  to  remember ;  to  Dr.  Karl  Ruedi  of  Davos,  the 
good  genius  of  the  English  in  his  frosty  mountains ;  to 
Dr.  Herbert  of  Paris,  whom  I  knew  only  for  a  week,  and 
to  Dr.  Caissot  of  Montpellier,  whom  I  knew  only  for  ten 
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days,  and  who  have  yet  written  their  names  deeply  in 
my  memory ;  to  Dr.  Brandt  of  Royat ;  to  Dr.  Wakefield 
of  Nice  ;  to  Dr.  Chepnell,  whose  visits  make  it  a  pleasure 
to  be  ill ;  to  Dr.  Horace  Dobell,  so  wise  in  counsel ;  to 
Sir  Andrew  Clark,  so  unwearied  in  kindness  ;  and  to  that 
wise  youth,  my  uncle,  Dr.  Balfour. 

I  forget  as  many  as  I  remember ;  and  I  ask  both  to 
pardon  me,  these  for  silence,  those  for  inadequate  speech. 
But  one  name  I  have  kept  on  purpose  to  the  last,  because 
it  is  a  household  word  with  me,  and  because  if  I  had  not 
received  favours  from  so  many  hands  and  so  many 
quarters  of  the  world,  it  should  have  stood  upon  this 
page  alone  :  that  of  my  friend  Thomas  Bodley  Scott  of 
Bournemouth.  Will  he  accept  this,  although  shared 
among  so  many,  for  a  dedication  to  himself  ?  and  when 
next  my  ill-fortune  (which  has  thus  its  pleasant  side) 
brings  him  hurrying  to  me  when  he  would  fain  sit  down 
to  meat  or  lie  down  to  rest,  will  he  care  to  remember 
that  he  takes  this  trouble  for  one  who  is  not  fool  enough 
to  be  ungrateful? 

R.  L.  S. 

SKERRYVOBE, 

BOURNEMOUTH. 


I 

ENVOY 

Go,  little  book,  and  wish  to  all 

Flowers  in  the  garden,  meat  in  the  hall, 

A  bin  of  wine,  a  spice  of  wit, 

A  house  with  lawns  enclosing  it, 

A  living  river  by  the  door, 

A  nightingale  in  the  sycamore! 


II 
A  SONG  OF  THE  ROAD 

THE  gauger  walked  with  willing  foot, 
And  aye  the  gauger  played  the  flute; 
And  what  should  Master  Gauger  play 
But  Over  the  hills  and  far  away  ? 

Whene'er  I  buckle  on  my  pack 
And  foot  it  gaily  in  the  track, 

0  pleasant  gauger,  long  since  dead, 

1  hear  you  fluting  on  ahead. 

You  go  with  me  the  self-same  way — 
The  self-same  air  for  me  you  play; 
For  I  do  think  and  so  do  you 
It  is  the  tune  to  travel  to. 

For  who  would  gravely  set  his  face 
To  go  to  this  or  t'other  place? 
There's  nothing  under  heave 'n  so  blue 
That's  fairly  worth  the  travelling  to. 
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On  every  hand  the  roads  begin, 
And  people  walk  with  zeal  therein; 
But  wheresoe'er  the  highways  tend, 
Be  sure  there's  nothing  at  the  end. 

Then  follow  you,  wherever  hie 
The  travelling  mountains  of  the  sky. 
Or  let  the  streams  in  civil  mode 
Direct  your  choice  upon  a  road; 

For  one  and  all,  or  high  or  low, 
Will  lead  you  where  you  wish  to  go; 
And  one  and  all  go  night  and  day 
Over  the  hills  and  far  away  ! 
FOREST  OF  MONTARGIS,  1878. 


Ill 

THE  CANOE  SPEAKS 

ON  the  great  streams  the  ships  may  go 

About  men's  business  to  and  fro. 

But  I,  the  egg-shell  pinnace,  sleep 

On  crystal  waters  ankle-deep: 

I,  whose  diminutive  design, 

Of  sweeter  cedar,  pithier  pine, 

Is  fashioned  on  so  frail  a  mould, 

A  hand  may  launch,  a  hand  withhold: 

I,  rather,  with  the  leaping  trout 

Wind,  among  lilies,  in  and  out; 

I,  the  unnamed,  inviolate, 

Green,  rustic  rivers,  navigate; 

My  dipping  paddle  scarcely  shakes 

The  berry  in  the  bramble-brakes; 

Still  forth  on  my  green  way  I  wend 

Beside  the  cottage  garden-end; 

And  by  the  nested  angler  fare, 

And  take  the  lovers  unaware. 
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By  willow  wood  and  water  wheel 
Speedily  fleets  my  touching  keel ; 
By  all  retired  and  shady  spots 
Where  prosper  dim  forget-me-nots; 
By  meadows  where  at  afternoon 
The  growing  maidens  troop  in  June 
To  loose  their  girdles  on  the  grass. 
Ah!  speedier  than  before  the  glass 
The  backward  toilet  goes;  and  swift 
As  swallows  quiver,  robe  and  shift 
And  the  rough  country  stockings  lie 
Around  each  young  divinity. 
When,  following  the  recondite  brook, 
Sudden  upon  this  scene  I  look, 
And  light  with  unfamiliar  face 
On  chaste  Diana's  bathing-place, 
Loud  ring  the  hills  about  and  all 
The  shallows  are  abandoned.   .  .  . 

IV 

IT  is  the  season  now  to  go 
About  the  country  high  and  low, 
Among  the  lilacs  hand  in  hand, 
And  two  by  two  in  fairy  land. 

The  brooding  boy,  the  sighing  maid, 
Wholly  fain  and  half  afraid, 
Now  meet  along  the  hazel' d  brook 
To  pass  and  linger,  pause  and  look. 

A  year  ago,  and  blithely  paired, 
Their  rough-and-tumble  play  they  shared; 
They  kissed  and  quarrelled,  laughed  and  cried, 
A  year  ago  at  Eastertide. 

With  bursting  heart,  with  fiery  face, 

She  strove  against  him  in  the  race; 

He  unabashed  her  garter  saw, 

That  now  would  touch  her  skirts  with  awe. 
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Now  by  the  stile  ablaze  she  stops, 
And  his  demurer  eyes  he  drops; 
Now  they  exchange  averted  sighs 
Or  stand  and  marry  silent  eyes. 

And  he  to  her  a  hero  is 
And  sweeter  she  than  primroses; 
Their  common  silence  dearer  far 
Than  nightingale  or  mavis  are. 

Now  when  they  sever  wedded  hands, 
Joy  trembles  in  their  bosom-strands, 
And  lovely  laughter  leaps  and  falls 
Upon  their  lips  in  madrigals. 


V 

THE  HOUSE  BEAUTIFUL 

A  NAKED  house,  a  naked  moor, 
A  shivering  pool  before  the  door, 
A  garden  bare  of  flowers  and  fruit, 
And  poplars  at  the  garden  foot : 
Such  is  the  place  that  I  live  in, 
Bleak  without  and  bare  within. 

Yet  shall  your  ragged  moor  receive 
The  incomparable  pomp  of  eve, 
And  the  cold  glories  of  the  dawn 
Behind  your  shivering  trees  be  drawn; 
And  when  the  wind  from  place  to  place 
Doth  the  unmoored  cloud-galleons  chase, 
Your  garden  gloom  and  gleam  again, 
With  leaping  sun,  with  glancing  rain. 
Here  shall  the  wizard  moon  ascend 
The  heavens,  in  the  crimson  end 
Of  day's  declining  splendour;  here 
The  army  of  the  stars  appear. 
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The  neighbour  hollows,  dry  or  wet, 
Spring  shall  with  tender  flowers  beset; 
And  oft  the  morning  muser  see 
Larks  rising  from  the  broomy  lea, 
And  every  fairy  wheel  and  thread 
Of  cobweb  dew-bedi amended. 
When  daisies  go,  shall  winter-time 
Silver  the  simple  grass  with  rime; 
Autumnal  frosts  enchant  the  pool 
And  make  the  cart-ruts  beautiful ; 
And  when  snow-bright  the  moor  expands, 
How  shall  your  children  clap  their  hands! 
To  make  this  earth,  our  hermitage, 
A  cheerful  and  a  changeful  page, 
God's  bright  and  intricate  device 
Of  days  and  seasons  doth  suffice. 

VI 
A  VISIT  FROM  THE  SEA 

FAR  from  the  loud  sea  beaches 
Where  he  goes  fishing  and  crying, 

Here  in  the  inland  garden 
Why  is  the  sea-gull  flying? 

Here  are  no  fish  to  dive  for; 

Here  is  the  corn  and  lea; 
Here  are  the  green  trees  rustling. 

Hie  away  home  to  sea! 

Fresh  is  the  river  water 

And  quiet  among  the  rushes; 
This  is  no  home  for  the  sea-gull, 

But  for  the  rooks  and  thrushes. 

Pity  the  bird  that  has  wandered! 

Pity  the  sailor  ashore! 
Hurry  him  home  to  the  ocean, 

Let  him  come  here  no  more! 


584  UNDERWOODS 

High  on  the  sea-cliff  ledges 

The  white  gulls  are  trooping  and  crying, 
Here  among  rooks  and  roses, 

Why  is  the  sea-gull  flying? 


VII 

TO  A  GARDENER 

FRIEND,  in  my  mountain-side  demesne, 
My  plain-beholding,  rosy,  green 
And  linnet-haunted  garden  ground, 
Let  still  the  esculents  abound. 
Let  first  the  onion  flourish  there, 
Rose  among  roots,  the  maiden-fair, 
Wine-scented  and  poetic  soul 
Of  the  capacious  salad  bowl. 
Let  thyme  the  mountaineer  (to  dress 
The  tinier  birds)  and  wading  cress, 
The  lover  of  the  shallow  brook, 
From  all  my  plots  and  borders  look. 
Nor  crisp  and  ruddy  radish,  nor 
Pease-cods  for  the  child's  pinafore 
Be  lacking;  nor  of  salad  clan 
The  last  and  least  that  ever  ran 
About  great  nature's  garden  beds. 
Nor  thence  be  missed  the  speary  heads 
Of  artichoke;  nor  thence  the  bean 
That  gathered  innocent  and  green 
Outsavours  the  belauded  pea. 

These  tend,  I  prithee;  and  for  me, 
Thy  most  long-suffering  master,  bring 
In  April,  when  the  linnets  sing 
And  the  days  lengthen  more  and  more, 
At  sundown  to  the  garden  door. 
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And  I,  being  provided  thus, 
Shall,  with  superb  asparagus, 
A  book,  a  taper,  and  a  cup 
Of  country  wine,  divinely  sup. 
LA  SOLITUDE,  HYERES. 


VIII  . 

TO   MINNIE 
(With  a  hand-glass) 
A  PICTURE-FRAME  for  you  to  fill, 

A  paltry  setting  for  your  face, 
A  thing  that  has  no  worth  until 

You  lend  it  something  of  your  grace, 

I  send  (unhappy  I  that  sing 
Laid  by  awhile  upon  the  shelf) 

Because  I  would  not  send  a  thing 
Less  charming  than  you  are  yourself. 

And  happier  than  I,  alas! 

(Dumb  thing,  I  envy  its  delight) 
'Twill  wish  you  well,  the  looking-glass, 

And  look  you  in  the  face  to-night. 


IX 

TO  K.    DE  M. 

A  LOVER  of  the  moorland  bare, 

And  honest  country  winds,  you  were; 

The  silver-skimming  rain  you  took; 

And  loved  the  floodings  of  the  brook, 

Dew,  frost  and  mountains,  fire  and  seas, 

Tumultuary  silences, 

Winds  that  in  darkness  fifed  a  tune, 

And  the  high-riding  virgin  moon. 
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And  as  the  berry,  pale  and  sharp, 
Springs  on  some  ditch's  counterscarp 
In  our  ungenial,  native  north — 
You  put  your  frosted  wildings  forth, 
And  on  the  heath,  afar  from  man, 
A  strong  and  bitter  virgin  ran. 

The  berry  ripened  keeps  the  rude 
And  racy  flavour  of  the  wood. 
And  you  that  loved  the  empty  plain 
All  redolent  of  wind  and  rain, 
Around  you  still  the  curlew  sings — • 
The  freshness  of  the  weather  clings — 
The  maiden  jewels  of  the  rain 
Sit  in  your  dabbled  locks  again. 


TO  N.   V.    DE  G.    S. 

THE  unfathomable  sea,  and  time,  and  tears, 

The  deeds  of  heroes  and  the  crimes  of  kings 

Dispart  us;  and  the  river  of  events 

Has,  for  an  age  of  years,  to  east  and  west 

More  widely  borne  our  cradles.     Thou  to  me 

Art  foreign,  as  when  seamen  at  the  dawn 

Descry  a  land  far  off  and  know  not  which. 

So  I  approach  uncertain;  so  I  cruise 

Round  thy  mysterious  islet,  and  behold 

Surf  and  great  mountains  and  loud  river-bars, 

And  from  the  shore  hear  inland  voices  call. 

Strange  is  the  seaman's  heart;  he  hopes,  he  fears; 

Draws  closer  and  sweeps  wider  from  that  coast; 

Last,  his  rent  sail  refits,  and  to  the  deep 

His  shattered  prow  uncomforted  puts  back. 

Yet  as  he  goes  he  ponders  at  the  helm 

Of  that  bright  island ;  where  he  feared  to  touch, 

His  spirit  readventures;  and  for  years, 
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Where  by  his  wife  he  slumbers  safe  at  home, 
Thoughts  of  that  land  revisit  him;  he  sees 
The  eternal  mountains  beckon,  and  awakes 
Yearning  for  that  far  home  that  might  have  been. 

XI 

TO  WILL  H.   LOW 

YOUTH  now  flees  on  feathered  foot, 
Faint  and  fainter  sounds  the  flute, 
Rarer  songs  of  gods;  and  still 
Somewhere  on  the  sunny  hill, 
Or  along  the  winding  stream, 
Through  the  willows,  flits  a  dream: 
Flits,  but  shows  a  smiling  face, 
Flees,  but  with  so  quaint  a  grace, 
Nor  can  choose  to  stay  at  home, 
All  must  follow,  all  must  roam. 

This  is  unborn  beauty;  she 
Now  in  air  floats  high  and  free, 
Takes  the  sun  and  breaks  the  blue; — 
Late  with  stooping  pinion  flew 
Raking  hedgerow  trees,  and  wet 
Her  wing  in  silver  streams,  and  set 
Shining  foot  on  temple  roof: 
Now  again  she  flies  aloof, 
Coasting  mountain  clouds  and  kist 
By  the  evening's  amethyst. 

In  wet  wood  and  miry  lane, 
Still  we  pant  and  pound  in  vain; 
Still  with  leaden  foot  we  chase 
Waning  pinion,  fainting  face; 
Still  with  grey  hair  we  stumble  on, 
Till,  behold,  the  vision  gone! 
Where  hath  fleeting  beauty  led? 
To  the  doorway  of  the  dead. 
Life  is  over,  life  was  gay: 
We  have  come  the  primrose  way. 
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XII 

TO  MRS.    WILL  H.    LOW 

EVEN  in  the  bluest  noonday  of  July, 

There  could  not  run  the  smallest  breath  of  wind 

But  all  the  quarter  sounded  like  a  wood; 

And  in  the  chequered  silence  and  above 

The  hum  of  city  cabs  that  sought  the  Bois, 

Suburban  ashes  shivered  into  song. 

A  patter  and  a  chatter  and  a  chirp 

And  a  long  dying  hiss — it  was  as  though 

Starched  old  brocaded  dames  through  all  the  house 

Had  trailed  a  strident  skirt,  or  the  whole  sky 

Even  in  a  wink  had  over-brimmed  in  rain. 

Hark,  in  these  shady  parlours,  how  it  talks 

Of  the  near  autumn,  how  the  smitten  ash 

Trembles  and  augurs  floods!     0  not  too  long 

In  these  inconstant  latitudes  delay, 

0  not  too  late  from  the  unbeloved  north 

Trim  your  escape!     For  soon  shall  this  low  roof 

Resound  indeed  with  rain,  soon  shall  your  eyes 

Search  the  foul  garden,  search  the  darkened  rooms, 

Nor  find  one  jewel  but  the  blazing  log. 

12  RUE  VERNIER,  Paris. 

XIII 

TO  H.    F.    BROWN 
(Written  during  a  dangerous  sickness) 

1  SIT  and  wait  a  pair  of  oars 
On  cis-Elysian  river-shores. 
Where  the  immortal  dead  have  sate, 
'Tis  mine  to  sit  and  meditate; 
To  reascend  life's  rivulet, 
Without  remorse,  without  regret; 
And  sing  my  Alma  Genetrix 
Among  the  willows  of  the  Styx. 
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And  lo,  as  my  serener  soul 
Did  these  unhappy  shores  patrol, 
And  wait  with  an  attentive  ear 
The  coming  of  the  gondolier, 
Your  fire-surviving  roll  I  took, 
Your  spirited  and  happy  book;1 
Whereon,  despite  my  frowning  fate, 
It  did  my  soul  so  recreate 
That  all  my  fancies  fled  away 
On  a  Venetian  holiday. 

Now,  thanks  to  your  triumphant  care, 

Your  pages  clear  as  April  air, 

The  sails,  the  bells,  the  birds,  I  know, 

And  the  far-off  Friulan  snow; 

The  land  and  sea,  the  sun  and  shade, 

And  the  blue  even  lamp-inlaid. 

For  this,  for  these,  for  all,  0  friend, 

For  your  whole  book  from  end  to  end — 

For  Paron  Piero's  muttonham — 

I  your  defaulting  debtor  am. 

Perchance,  reviving,  yet  may  I 
To  your  sea-paven  city  hie, 
And  in  afelze,  some  day  yet 
Light  at  your  pipe  my  cigarette. 


XIV 

TO  ANDREW  LANG 

DEAR  Andrew,  with  the  brindled  hair, 
Who  glory  to  have  thrown  in  air, 
High  over  arm,  the  trembling  reed, 
By  Ale  and  Kail,  by  Till  and  Tweed: 
An  equal  craft  of  hand  you  show 
The  pen  to  guide,  the  fly  to  throw: 

1Life  on  the  Lagoons,  by  H.  F.  Brown,  originally  burned 
in  the  fire  at  Messrs.  Kegan  Paul,  Trench  &  Co.  'a. 
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I  count  you  happy  starred;  for  God, 
When  He  with  inkpot  and  with  rod 
Endowed  you,  bade  your  fortune  lead 
For  ever  by  the  crooks  of  Tweed, 
For  ever  by  the  woods  of  song, 
And  lands  that  to  the  Muse  belong; 
Or  if  in  peopled  streets,  or  in 
The  abhorred  pedantic  sanhedrin, 
It  should  be  yours  to  wander,  still 
Airs  of  the  morn,  airs  of  the  hill, 
The  plover  Forest  and  the  seas 
That  break  about  the  Hebrides, 
Should  follow  over  field  and  plain 
And  find  you  at  the  window-pane; 
And  you  again  see  hill  and  peel, 
And  the  bright  springs  gush  at  your  heel. 
So  went  the  fiat  forth,  and  so 
Garrulous  like  a  brook  you  go, 
With  sound  of  happy  mirth  and  sheen 
Of  daylight — whether  by  the  green 
You  fare  that  moment,  or  the  grey; 
Whether  you  dwell  in  March  or  May; 
Or  whether  treat  of  reels  and  rods 
'  Or  of  the  old  unhappy  gods: 
Still  like  a  brook  your  page  has  shone, 
And  your  ink  sings  of  Helicon. 


XV 

ET  TU  IN  ARCADIA  VIXISTI 

(To  R.  A.  M.  S.) 

IN  ancient  tales,  0  friend,  thy  spirit  dwelt; 

There,  from  of  old,  thy  childhood  passed;  and  there 

High  expectation,  high  delights  and  deeds, 

Thy  fluttering  heart  with  hope  and  terror  moved. 

And  thou  hast  heard  of  yore  the  Blatant  Beast, 

And  Roland's  horn,  and  that  war-scattering  shout 
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Of  all-unarmed  Achilles,  aegis-crowned. 

And  perilous  lands  thou  sawest,  sounding  shores 

And  seas  and  forests  drear,  island  and  dale 

And  mountain  dark.    For  thou  with  Tristram  rod'st 

Or  Bedevere,  in  farthest  Lyonesse. 

Thou  hadst  a  booth  in  Samarcand,  whereat 

Side-looking  Magians  trafficked;  thence,  by  night, 

An  Afreet  snatched  thee,  and  with  wings  upbore 

Beyond  the  Aral  mount;  or,  hoping  gain, 

Thou,  with  a  jar  of  money,  didst  embark, 

For  Balsorah,  by  sea.     But  chiefly  thou 

In  that  clear  air  took'st  life;  in  Arcady 

The  haunted,  land  of  song;  and  by  the  wells 

Where  most  the  gods  frequent.     There  Chiron  old, 

In  the  Pelethronian  antre,  taught  thee  lore. 

The  plants,  he  taught,  and  by  the  shining  stars 

In  forests  dim  to  steer.     There  hast  thou  seen 

Immortal  Pan  dance  secret  in  a  glade, 

And  dancing,  roll  his  eyes;  these,  where  they  fell, 

Shed  glee,  and  through  the  congregated  oaks 

A  flying  horror  winged;  while  all  the  earth 

To  the  god's  pregnant  footing  thrilled  within. 

Or  whiles,  beside  the  sobbing  stream,  he  breathed, 

In  his  clutched  pipe,  unformed  and  wizard  strains, 

Divine  yet  brutal;  which  the  forest  heard, 

And  thou,  with  awe;  and  far  upon  the  plain 

The  unthinking  ploughman  started  and  gave  ear. 

Now  things  there  are  that,  upon  him  who  sees, 
A  strong  vocation  lay;  and  strains  there  are 
That  whoso  hears  shall  hear  for  evermore. 
For  evermore  thou  hear'st  immortal  Pan 
And  those  melodious  godheads,  ever  young 
And  ever  quiring,  on  the  mountains  old. 

What  was  this  earth,  child  of  the  gods,  to  thee? 
Forth  from  thy  dreamland  thou,  a  dreamer,  cam'st, 
And  in  thine  ears  the  olden  music  rang, 
And  in  thy  mind  the  doings  of  the  dead, 
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And  those  heroic  ages  long  forgot. 

To  a  so  fallen  earth,  alas!  too  late, 

Alas!  in  evil  days,  thy  steps  return, 

To  list  at  noon  for  nightingales,  to  grow 

A  dweller  on  the  beach  till  Argo  come 

That  came  long  since,  a  lingerer  by  the  pool 

Where  that  desired  angel  bathes  no  more. 

As  when  the  Indian  to  Dakota  comes, 
Or  farthest  Idaho,  and  where  he  dwelt, 
He  with  his  clan,  a  humming  city  finds; 
Thereon  awhile,  amazed,  he  stares,  and  then 
To  right  and  leftward,  like  a  questing  dog, 
Seeks  first  the  ancestral  altars,  then  the  hearth 
Long  cold  with  rains,  and  where  old  terror  lodged, 
And  where  the  dead.     So  thee  undying  Hope, 
With  all  her  pack,  hunts  screaming  through  the  years: 
Here,  there,  thou  fleeest;  but  nor  here  nor  there 
The  pleasant  gods  abide,  the  glory  dwells. 

That,  that  was  not  Apollo,  not  the  god. 

This  was  not  Venus,  though  she  Venus  seemed 

A  moment.     And  though  fair  yon  river  move, 

She,  all  the  way,  from  disenchanted  fount 

To  seas  unhallowed  runs;  the  gods  forsook 

Long  since  her  trembling  rushes;  from  her  plains 

Disconsolate,  long  since  adventure  fled; 

And  now  although  the  inviting  river  flows, 

And  every  poplared  cape,  and  every  bend 

Or  willowy  islet,  win  upon  thy  soul 

And  to  thy  hopeful  shallop  whisper  speed; 

Yet  hope  not  thou  at  all;  hope  is  no  more; 

And  0,  long  since  the  golden  groves  are  dead, 

The  faery  cities  vanished  from  the  land ! 
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XVI 

TO  W.    E.    HENLEY 

THE  year  runs  through  her  phases;  rain  and  sun, 
Springtime  and  summer  pass;  winter  succeeds; 
But  one  pale  season  rules  the  house  of  death. 
Cold  falls  the  imprisoned  daylight;  fell  disease 
By  each  lean  pallet  squats,  and  pain  and  sleep 
Toss  gaping  on  the  pillows. 

But  O  thou! 

Uprise  and  take  thy  pipe.     Bid  music  flow, 
Strains  by  good  thoughts  attended,  like  the  spring 
The  swallows  follow  over  land  and  sea. 
Pain  sleeps  at  once;  at  once,  with  open  eyes, 
Dozing  despair  awakes.     The  shepherd  sees 
His  flock  come  bleating  home;  the  seaman  hears 
Once  more  the  cordage  rattle.     Airs  of  home! 
Youth,  love  and  roses  blossom;  the  gaunt  ward 
Dislimns  and  disappears,  and,  opening  out, 
Shows  brooks  and  forests,  and  the  blue  beyond 
Of  mountains. 

Small  the  pipe;  but  0!  do  thou, 
Peak-faced  and  suffering  piper,  blow  therein 
The  dirge  of  heroes  dead;  and  to  these  sick, 
These  dying,  sound  the  triumph  over  death. 
Behold!  each  greatly  breathes;  each  tastes  a  joy 
Unknown  before,  in  dying;  for  each  knows 
A  hero  dies  with  him — though  unfulfilled, 
Yet  conquering  truly — and  not  dies  in  vain. 

So  is  pain  cheered,  death  comforted;  the  house 
Of  sorrow  smiles  to  listen.     Once  again — 
0  thou,  Orpheus  and  Heracles,  the  bard 
And  the  deliverer,  touch  the  stops  again! 
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XVII 
HENRY  JAMES 

WHO  comes  to-night?    We  ope  the  doors  in  vain. 
Who  comes?     My  bursting  walls,  can  you  contain 
The  presences  that  now  together  throng 
Your  narrow  entry,  as  with  flowers  and  song, 
As  with  the  air  of  life,  the  breath  of  talk? 
Lo,  how  these  fair  immaculate  women  walk 
Behind  their  jocund  maker;  and  we  see 
Slighted  De  Mauves,  and  that  far  different  she, 
Gressie,  the  trivial  sphynx;  and  to  our  feast 
Daisy  and  Barb  and  Chancellor  (she  not  least!) 
With  all  their  silken,  all  their  airy  kin, 
Do  like  unbidden  angels  enter  in. 
But  he,  attended  by  these  shining  names, 
Comes  (best  of  all)  himself — our  welcome  James. 


XVIII 

THE  MIRROR  SPEAKS 

WHERE  the  bells  peal  far  at  sea 
Cunning  fingers  fashioned  me. 
There  on  palace  walls  I  hung 
While  that  Consuelo  sung; 
But  I  heard,  though  I  listened  well, 
Never  a  note,  never  a  trill, 
Never  a  beat  of  the  chiming  bell. 
There  I  hung  and  looked,  and  there 
In  my  grey  face,  faces  fair 
Shone  from  under  shining  hair. 
Well  I  saw  the  poising  head, 
But  the  lips  moved  and  nothing  said; 
And  when  lights  were  in  the  hall, 
Silent  moved  the  dancers  all. 
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So  awhile  I  glowed,  and  then 
Fell  on  dusty  days  and  nr.en; 
Long  I  slumbered  packed  in  straw, 
Long  I  none  but  dealers  saw; 
Till  before  my  silent  eye 
One  that  sees  came  passing  by. 
Now  with  an  outlandish  grace, 
To  the  sparkling  fire  I  face 
In  the  blue  room  at  Skerry vore; 
Where  I  wait  until  the  door 
Open,  and  the  Prince  of  Men, 
Henry  James,  shall  come  again. 

XIX 

KATHARINE 

WE  see  you  as  we  see  a  face 
That  trembles  in  a  forest  place 
Upon  the  mirror  of  a  pool 
For  ever  quiet,  clear  and  cool; 
And  in  the  wayward  glass,  appears 
To  hover  between  smiles  and  tears, 
Elfin  and  human,  airy  and  true, 
And  backed  by  the  reflected  blue. 

XX 

TO  F.   J.   S. 

| 

I  READ,  dear  friend,  in  your  dear  face 
Your  life's  tale  told  with  perfect  grace; 
The  river  of  your  life,  I  trace 
Up  the  sun-chequered,  devious  bed 
To  the  far-distant  fountain-head. 

Not  one  quick  beat  of  your  warm  heart, 
Nor  thought  that  came  to  you  apart, 
Pleasure  nor  pity,  love  nor  pain 
Nor  sorrow,  has  gone  by  in  vain; 
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But  as  some  lone,  wood-wandering  child 
Brings  home  with  him  at  evening  mild 
The  thorns  and  flowers  of  all  the  wild, 
From  your  whole  life,  0  fair  and  true, 
Your  flowers  and  thorns  you  bring  with  you! 


XXI 

REQUIEM 

UNDER  the  wide  and  starry  sky, 
Dig  the  grave  and  let' me  lie. 
Glad  did  I  live  and  gladly  die, 
And  I  laid  me  down  with  a  will. 

This  be  the  verse  you  grave  for  me: 
Here  he  lies  where  he  longed  to  be; 
Home  is  the  sailor,  home  from  sea, 
And  the  hunter  home  from  the  hill. 


XXII 

THE  CELESTIAL  SURGEON 

IF  I  have  faltered  more  or  less 
In  my  great  task  of  happiness; 
If  I  have  moved  among  my  race 
And  shown  no  glorious  morning  face; 
If  beams  from  happy  human  eyes 
Have  moved  me  not;  if  morning  skies, 
Books,  and  my  food,  and  summer  rain 
Knocked  on  my  sullen  heart  in  vain: — 
Lord,  Thy  most  pointed  pleasure  take 
And  stab  my  spirit  broad  awake; 
Or,  Lord,  if  too  obdurate  I, 
Choose  Thou,  before  that  spirit  die, 
A  piercing  pain,  a  killing  sin, 
And  to  my  dead  heart  run  them  in! 
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XXIII 
OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SNOWS 

OUT  of  the  sun,  out  of  the  blast, 

Out  of  the  world,  alone  I  past 

Across  the  moor  and  through  the  wood 

To  where  the  monastery  stood. 

There  neither  lute  nor  breathing  fife, 

Nor  rumour  of  the  world  of  life, 

Nor  confidences  low  and  dear, 

Shall  strike  the  meditative  ear. 

Aloof,  unhelpful  and  unkind, 

The  prisoners  of  the  iron  mind, 

Where  nothing  speaks  except  the  hell 

The  unfraternal  brothers  dwell. 

Poor  passionate  men,  still  clothed  afresh 

With  agonising  folds  of  flesh; 

Whom  the  clear  eyes  solicit  still 

To  some  bold  output  of  the  will, 

While  fairy  Fancy  far  before 

And  musing  Memory-Hold-the-door 

Now  to  heroic  death  invite 

And  now  uncurtain  fresh  delight: 

O,  little  boots  it  thus  to  dwell 

On  the  remote  unneighboured  hill! 

0  to  be  up  and  doing,  0 
Unfearing  and  unshamed  to  go 
In  all  the  uproar  and  the  press 
About  my  human  business! 
My  undissuaded  heart  I  hear 
Whisper  courage  in  my  ear. 
With  voiceless  calls,  the  ancient  earth 
Summons  me  to  a  daily  birth. 
Thou,  O  my  love,  ye,  0  my  friends — 
The  gist  of  life,  the  end  of  ends — 
To  laugh,  to  love,  to  live,  to  die, 
Ye  call  me  by  the  ear  and  eye ! 
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Forth  from  the  casemate,  on  the  plain 
Where  honour  has  the  world  to  gain, 
Pour  forth  and  bravely  do  your  part, 
0  knights  of  the  unshielded  heart! 
Forth  and  for  ever  forward! — out 
From  prudent  turret  and  redoubt, 
And  in  the  mellay  charge  amain, 
To  fall  but  yet  to  rise  again! 
Captive?  ah,  still,  to  honour  bright, 
A  captive  soldier  of  the  right! 
Or  free  and  fighting,  good  with  ill? 
Unconquering  but  unconquered  still! 

And  ye,  0  brethren,  what  if  God, 

When  from  Heav'n's  top  He  spies  abroad, 

And  sees  on  this  tormented  stage 

The  noble  war  of  mankind  rage: 

What  if  His  vivifying  eye, 

O  monks,  should  pass  your  corner  by? 

For  still  the  Lord  is  Lord  of  might; 

In  deeds,  in  deeds,  He  takes  delight; 

The  plough,  the  spear,  the  laden  barks, 

The  field,  the  founded  city,  marks; 

He  marks  the  smiler  of  the  streets, 

The  singer  upon  garden  seats; 

He  sees  the  climber  in  the  rocks; 

To  Him,  the  shepherd  folds  his  flocks. 

For  those  He  loves  that  underprop 

With  daily  virtues  Heaven's  top, 

And  bear  the  falling  sky  with  ease, 

Unfrowning  caryatides. 

Those  He  approves  that  ply  the  trade, 

That  rock  the  child,  that  wed  the  maid, 

That  with  weak  virtues,  weaker  hands, 

Sow  gladness  on  the  peopled  lands, 

And  still  with  laughter,  song  and  shout, 

Spin  the  great  wheel  of  earth  about. 

But  ye? — 0  ye  who  linger  still 

Here  in  your  fortress  on  the  hill, 
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With  placid  face,  with  tranquil  breath, 
The  unsought  volunteers  off  death, 
Our  cheerful  General  on  high 
With  careless  looks  may  pass  you  by. 


XXIV 

NOT  yet,  my  soul,  these  friendly  fields  desert, 
Where  thou  with  grass,  and  rivers,  and  the  breeze 
And  the  bright  face  of  day,  thy  dalliance  hadst; 
Where  to  thine  ear  first  sang  the  enraptured  birds; 
Where  love  and  thou  that  lasting  bargain  made. 
The  ship  rides  trimmed,  and  from  the  eternal  shore 
Thou  hearest  airy  voices;  but  not  yet 
Depart,  my  soul,  not  yet  awhile  depart. 

Freedom  is  far,  rest  far.     Thou  art  with  life 
Too  closely  woven,  nerve  with  nerve  intwined; 
Service  still  craving  service,  love  for  love, 
Love  for  dear  love,  still  suppliant  with  tears. 
Alas,  not  yet  thy  human  task  is  done! 
A  bond  at  birth  is  forged;  a  debt  doth  lie 
Immortal  on  mortality.     It  grows — 
By  vast  rebound  it  grows,  unceasing  growth; 
Gift  upon  gift,  alms  upon  alms,  upreared, 
From  man,  from  God,  from  nature,  till  the  soul 
At  that  so  huge  indulgence  stands  amazed. 

Leave  not,  my  soul,  the  unfoughten  field,  nor  leave 
Thy  debts  dishonoured,  nor  thy  place  desert 
Without  due  service  rendered.     For  thy  life, 
Up,  spirit,  and  defend  that  fort  of  clay, 
Thy  body,  now  beleaguered ;  whether  soon 
Or  late  she  fall;  whether  to-day  thy  friends 
Bewail  thee  dead,  or,  after  years,  a  man 
Grown  old  in  honour  and  the  friend  of  peace. 
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Contend,  my  soul,  for  moments  and  for  hours; 
Each  is  with  service  pregnant;  each  reclaimed 
Is  as  a  kingdom  conquered,  where  to  reign. 
As  when  a  captain  rallies  to  the  fight 
His  scattered  legions,  and  beats  ruin  back, 
He,  on  the  field,  encamps,  well  pleased  in  mind. 
Yet  surely  him  shall  fortune  overtake, 
Him  smite  in  turn,  headlong  his  ensigns  drive; 
And  that  dear  land,  now  safe,  to-morrow  fall. 
But  he,  unthinking,  in  the  present  good 
Solely  delights,  and  all  the  camps  rejoice 


XXV 

IT  is  not  yours,  0  mother,  to  complain, 

Not,  mother,  yours  to  weep, 
Though  nevermore  your  son  again 

Shall  to  your  bosom  creep, 

Though  nevermore  again  you  watch  your  baby  sleep. 

Though  in  the  greener  paths  of  earth, 

Mother  and  child,  no  more 
We  wander;  and  no  more  the  birth 

Of  me,  whom  once  you  bore, 

Seems  still  the  brave  reward  that  once  it  seemed  of 
yore; 

Though  as  all  passes,  day  and  night, 

The  seasons  and  the  years, 
From  you,  0  mother,  this  delight, 

This  also  disappears-^- 

Some  profit  yet  survives  of  all  your  pangs  and  tears. 

The  child,  the  seed,  the  grain  of  corn, 

The  acorn  on  the  hill, 
Each  for  some  separate  end  is  born 

In  season  fit,  and  still 

Each  must  in  strength  arise  to  work  the  almighty 
will. 
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So  from  the  hearth  the  children  flee, 

By  that  almighty  hand       f 
Austerely  led;  so  one  by  sea 

Goes  forth,  and  one  by  land; 

Nor  aught  of  all  man's  sons  escapes  from  that  com- 
mand. 

So  from  the  sally  each  obeys 

The  unseen  almighty  nod; 
So  till  the  ending  all  their  ways 

Blindfolded  loth  have  trod: 

Nor  knew  their  task  at  all,  but  were  the  tools  of 
God. 

And  as  the  fervent  smith  of  yore 

Beat  out  the  glowing  blade, 
Nor  wielded  in  the  front  of  war 

The  weapons  that  he  made, 

But  in  the  tower  at  home  still  plied  his  ringing 
trade ; 

So  like  a  sword  the  son  shall  roam 

On  nobler  missions  sent; 
And  as  the  smith  remained  at  home 

In  peaceful  turret  pent, 

So  sits  the  while  at  home  the  mother  well  content. 


XXVI 

THE  SICK   CHILD 

Child.     0  MOTHER,  lay  your  hand  on  my  brow! 
0  mother,  mother,  where  am  I  now? 
Why  is  the  room  so  gaunt  and  great? 
Why  am  I  lying  awake  so  late? 

Mother.  Fear  not  at  all:  the  night  is  still. 

Nothing  is  here  that  means  you  ill — 
Nothing  but  lamps  the  whole  town  through, 
And  never  a  child  awake  but  you. 
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Child.     Mother,  mother,  speak  low  in  my  ear, 

Some  of  the  things  are  so  great  and  near, 
Some  are  so  small  and  far  away, 
I  have  a  fear  that  I  cannot  say. 
What  have  I  done,  and  what  do  I  fear, 
And  why  are  you  crying,  mother  dear? 

Mother.  Out  in  the  city,  sounds  begin; 

Thank  the  kind  God,  the  carts  come  in! 
An  hour  or  two  more  and  God  is  so  kind, 
The  day  shall  be  blue  in  the  window-blind, 
Then  shall  my  child  go  sweetly  asleep, 
And  dream  of  the  birds  and  the  hills  of 
sheep. 


XXVII 

IN  MEMORIAM   F.  A.  S. 

YET,  0  stricken  heart,  remember,  O  remember 
How  of  human  days  he  lived  the  better  part. 

April  came  to  bloom  and  never  dim  December 
Breathed  its  killing  chills  upon  the  head  or  heart. 

Doomed  to  know  not  Winter,  only  Spring,  a  being 
Trod  the  flowery  April  blithely  for  a  while. 

Took  his  fill  of  music,  joy  of  thought  and  seeing, 
Came  and  stayed  and  went,  nor  ever  ceased  to  smile. 

Came  and  stayed  and  went,  and  now  when  all  is  fin- 
ished, 

You  alone  have  crossed  the  melancholy  stream, 
Yours  the  pang,  but  his,  O  his,  the  undiminished 

Undecaying  gladness,  undeparted  dream. 

All  that  life  contains  of  torture,  toil,  and  treason, 
Shame,  dishonour,  death,  to  him  were  but  a  name. 

Here,  a  boy,  he  dwelt  through  all  the  singing  season 
And  ere  the  day  of  sorrow  departed  as  he  came. 

DAVOS,  1881. 
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XXVIII 

TO   MY   FATHER 

PEACE  and  her  huge  invasion  to  these  shores 
Puts  daily  home;  innumerable  sails 
Dawn  on  the  far  horizon  and  draw  near; 
Innumerable  loves,  uncounted  hopes 
To  our  wild  coasts,  not  darkling  now,  approach: 
Not  now  obscure,  since  thou  and  thine  are  there, 
And  bright  on  the  lone  isle,  the  foundered  reef, 
The  long,  resounding  foreland,  Pharos  stands. 

These  are  thy  works,  0  father,  these  thy  crown; 
Whether  on  high  the  air  be  pure,  they  shine 
Along  the  yellowing  sunset,  and  all  night 
Among  the  unnumbered  stars  of  God  they  shine; 
Or  whether  fogs  arise  and  far  and  wide 
The  low  sea-level  drown — each  finds  a  tongue 
And  all  night  long  the  tolling  bell  resounds: 
So  shine,  so  toll,  till  night  be  overpast, 
Till  the  stars  vanish,  till  the  sun  return, 
And  in  the  haven  rides  the  fleet  secure. 

In  the  first  hour,  the  seaman  in  his  skiff 

Moves  through  the  unmoving  bay,  to  where  the  town 

Its  earliest  smoke  into  the  air  upbreathes 

And  the  rough  hazels  climb  along  the  beach. 

To  the  tugg'd  oar  the  distant  echo  speaks. 

The  ship  lies  resting,  where  by  reef  and  roost 

Thou  and  thy  lights  have  led  her  like  a  child. 

This  hast  thou  done,  and  I — can  I  be  base? 

I  must  arise,  0  father,  and  to  port 

Some  lost,  complaining  seaman  pilot  home. 
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XXIX 

IN  THE  STATES 

WITH  half  a  heart  I  wander  here 

As  from  an  age  gone  by 
A  brother — yet  though  young  in  years, 

An  elder  brother,  I. 

You  speak  another  tongue  than  mine, 
Though  both  were  English  born. 

I  towards  the  night  of  time  decline, 
You  mount  into  the  morn. 

Youth  shall  grow  great  and  strong  and  free, 

But  age  must  still  decay: 
To-morrow  for  the  States — for  me, 

England  and  Yesterday. 
SAN  FRANCISCO. 


XXX 

A  PORTRAIT 

I  AM  a  kind  of  farthing  dip, 

Unfriendly  to  the  nose  and  eyes; 

A  blue-behinded  ape,  I  skip 
Upon  the  trees  of  Paradise. 

At  mankind's  feast,  I  take  my  place 
In  solemn,  sanctimonious  state, 

And  have  the  air  of  saying  grace 
While  I  defile  the  dinner  plate. 

I  am  "the  smiler  with  the  knife," 
The  battener  upon  garbage,  I— 

Dear  Heaven,  with  such  a  rancid  life, 
Were  it  not  better  far  to  die? 
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Yet  still,  about  the  human  pale, 

I  love  to  scamper,  love  to  race, 
To  swing  by  my  irreverent  tail 

All  over  the  most  holy  place; 

And  when  at  length,  some  golden  day, 
The  unfailing  sportsman,  aiming  at, 

Shall  bag,  me — all  the  world  shall  say: 
Thank  God,  and  there's  an  end  of  that ! 


XXXI 

SING  clearlier,  Muse,  or  evermore  be  still, 
Sing  truer  or  no  longer  sing! 
No  more  the  voice  of  melancholy  Jacques 
To  wake  a  weeping  echo  in  the  hill; 
But  as  the  boy,  the  pirate  of  the  spring, 
From  the  green  elm  a  living  linnet  takes, 
One  natural  verse  recapture — then  be  still. 


XXXII 

A  CAMP1 

THE  bed  was  made,  the  room  was  fit, 
By  punctual  eve  the  stars  were  lit; 
The  air  was  still,  the  water  ran, 
No  need  was  there  for  maid  or  man, 
When  we  put  up,  my  ass  and  I, 
At  God's  green  caravanserai. 

1  From  Travels  with  a  Donkey. 
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XXXIII 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  CAMISARDS  l 

WE  travelled  in  the  print  of  olden  wars, 
Yet  all  the  land  was  green, 
And  love  we  found,  and  peace, 
Where  fire  and  war  had  been. 

They  pass  and  smile,  the  children  of  the  sword — 
No  more  the  sword  they  wield; 
And  0,  how  deep  the  corn 
Along  the  battlefield ! 

XXXIV 

SKERRYVORE 

FOR  love  of  lovely  words,  and  for  the  sake 
Of  those,  my  kinsmen  and  my  countrymen, 
Who  early  and  late  in  the  windy  ocean  toiled 
To  plant  a  star  for  seamen,  where  was  then 
The  surfy  haunt  of  seals  and  cormorants: 
I,  on  the  lintel  of  this  cot,  inscribe 
The  name  of  a  strong  tower. 

XXXV 

SKERRYVORE:  THE  PARALLEL 

HERE  all  is  sunny,  and  when  the  truant  gull 

Skims  the  green  level  of  the  lawn,  his  wing 

Dispetals  roses;  here  the  house  is  framed 

Of  kneaded  brick  and  the  plumed  mountain  pine, 

Such  clay  as  artists  fashion  and  such  wood 

As  the  tree-climbing  urchin  breaks.     But  there 

Eternal  granite  hewn  from  the  living  isle 

1  From  Travels  with  a  Donkey. 
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And  dowelled  with  brute  iron,  rears  a  tower 
That  from  its  wet  foundation  to  its  crown 
Of  glittering  glass,  stands,  in  the  sweep  of  winds, 
Immovable,  immortal,  eminent. 


XXXVI 

MY  house,  I  say.     But  hark  to  the  sunny  doves 
That  make  my  roof  the  arena  of  their  loves, 
That  gyre  about  the  gable  all  day  long 
And  fill  the  chimneys  with  their  murmurous  song: 
Our  house,  they  say;  and  mine,  the  cat  declares 
And  spreads  his  golden  fleece  upon  the  chairs; 
And  mine  the  dog  and  rises  stiff  with  wrath 
If  any  alien  foot  profane  the  path. 
So,  too,  the  buck  that  trimmed  my  terraces, 
Our  whilom  gardener,  called  the  garden  his; 
Who  now  deposed,  surveys  my  plain  abode 
And  his  late  kingdom  only  from  the  road. 


XXXVII 

MY  body  which  my  dungeon  is 
And  yet  my  parks  and  palaces: — 

Which  is  so  great  that  there  I  go 
All  the  day  long  to  and  fro 
And  when  the  night  begins  to  fall 
Throw  down  my  bed  and  sleep  while  all 
The  building  hums  with  wakefulness — 
Even  as  a  child  of  savages 
When  evening  takes  her  on  her  way 
(She  having  roamed  a  summer's  day 
Along  the  mountain-sides  and  scalp) 
Sleeps  in  an  antre  of  that  alp: — 

Which  is  so  broad  and  high  that  there, 
As  in  the  topless  fields  of  air 
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My  fancy  soars  like  to  a  kite 
And  faints  in  the  blue  infinite: — 

Which  is  so  strong,  my  strongest  throes 
And  the  rough  world's  besieging  blows 
Not  break  it,  and  so  weak  withal, 
Death  ebbs  and  flows  in  its  loose  wall 
As  the  green  sea  in  fishers'  nets 
And  tops  its  topmost  parapets: — 

Which  is  so  wholly  mine  that  I 
Can  wield  its  whole  artillery, 
And  mine  so  little,  that  my  soul 
Dwells  in  perpetual  control, 
And  I  but  think  and  speak  and  do 
As  my  dead  fathers  move  me  to: — 

If  this  born  body  of  my  bones 
The  beggared  soul  so  barely  owns, 
What  money  passed  from  hand  to  hand, 
What  creeping  custom  of  the  land, 
What  deed  of  author  or  assign, 
Can  make  a  house  a  thing  of  mine! 


XXXVIII 

SAY  not  of  me  that  weakly  I  declined 
The  labours  of  my  sires,  and  fled  the  sea, 
The  towers  we  founded  and  the  lamps  we  lit, 
To  play  at  home  with  paper  like  a  child. 
But  rather  say:  In  the  afternoon  of  time 
A  strenuous  family  dusted  from,  its  hands 
The  sand  of  granite,  and  beholding  far 
Along  the  sounding  coast  its  pyramids 
And  tall  memorials  catch  the  dying  sun, 
Smiled  well  content,  and  to  this  childish  task 
Around  the  fire  addressed  its  evening  hours. 


SONGS    OF    TRAVEL  AND 
OTHER   VERSES1 

I 

THE  VAGABOND 
(To  an  air  of  Schubert) 

GIVE  to  me  the  life  I  love 

Let  the  lave  go  by  me, 
Give  the  jolly  heaven  above 

And  the  by-way  nigh  me. 
Bed  in  the  bush  with  stars  to  see, 

Bread  I  dip  in  the  river — 
There's  the  life  for  a  man  like  me, 

There's  the  life  for  ever. 

Let  the  blow  fall  soon  or  late, 

Let  what  will  be  o'er  me; 
Give  the  face  of  earth  around 

And  the  road  before  me. 
Wealth  I  seek  not,  hope  nor  love, 

Nor  a  friend  to  know  me; 
All  I  seek  the  heaven  above 

And  the  road  below  me. 

Or  let  autumn  fall  on  me 

Where  afield  I  linger, 
Silencing  the  bird  on  tree, 

Biting  the  blue  finger: 

l  Copyright,  1895, 1896,  by  Charles  Scribner's  Sons 
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White  as  meal  the  frosty  field — 
Warm  the  fireside  haven — 

Not  to  autumn  will  I  yield, 
Not  to  winter  even! 

Let  the  blow  fall  soon  or  late. 

Let  what  will  be  o'er  me; 
Give  the  face  of  earth  around 

And  the  road  before  me. 
Wealth  I  ask  not,  hope  nor  love, 

Nor  a  friend  to  know  me. 
All  I  ask  the  heaven  above 

And  the  road  below  me. 


II 

YOUTH  AND  LOVE — I 

ONCE  only  by  the  garden  gate 
Our  lips  we  joined  and  parted. 

I  must  fulfil  an  empty  fate 
And  travel  the  uncharted. 

Hail  and  farewell!     I  must  arise, 

Leave  here  the  fatted  cattle, 
And  paint  on  foreign  lands  and  skies 
,  My  Odyssey  of  battle. 

The  untented  Kosmos  my  abode, 

I  pass,  a  wilful  stranger: 
My  mistress  still  the  open  road 

And  the  bright  eyes  of  danger. 

Come  ill  or  well,  the  cross,  the  crown, 
The  rainbow  or  the  thunder, 

I  fling  my  soul  and  body  down 
For  God  to  plough  them  under. 
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III 
YOUTH  AND  LOVE — II 

To  the  heart  of  youth  the  world  is  a  highwayside 
Passing  for  ever,  he  fares;  and  on  either  hand, 

Deep  in  the  garden  golden  pavilions  hide, 

Nestle  in  orchard  bloom,  and  far  on  the  level  land 

Call  him  with  lighted  lamp  in  the  eventide. 

Thick  as  the  stars  at  night  when  the  moon  is  down, 
Pleasures  assail  him.     He  to  his  nobler  fate 

Fares;  and  but  waves  a  hand  as  he  passes  on, 

Cries  but  a  wayside  word  to  her  at  the  garden  gate, 

Sings  but  a  boyish  stave  and  his  face  is  gone. 


IV 

THE  UNFORGOTTEN — I 

IN  dreams,  unhappy,  I  behold  you  stand 

As  heretofore: 
The  unremembered  tokens  in  your  hand 

Avail  no  more. 

No  more  the  morning  glow,  no  more  the  grace, 

Enshrines,  endears. 
Cold  beats  the  light  of  time  upon  your  face 

And  shows  your  tears. 

He  came,  he  went.     Perchance  you  wept  awhile 

And  then  forgot. 
Ah  me!  but  he  that  left  you  with  a  smile 

Forgets  you  not. 
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V 

THE  UNFORGOTTEN — II 

SHE  rested  by  the  Broken  Brook, 
She  drank  of  Weary  Well, 

She  moved  beyond  my  lingering  look, 
Ah,  whither  none  can  tell ! 

She  came,  she  went.     In  other  lands, 

Perchance  in  fairer  skies, 
Her  hands  shall  cling  with  other  hands, 

Her  eyes  to  other  eyes. 

She  vanished.     In  the  sounding  town, 

Will  she  remember  too? 
Will  she  recall  the  eyes  of  brown 

As  I  recall  the  blue? 


VI 

THE  infinite  shining  heavens 
Rose  and  I  saw  in  the  night 

Uncountable  angel  stars 

Showering  sorrow  and  light. 

I  saw  them  distant  as  heaven, 
Dumb  and  shining  and  dead, 

And  the  idle  stars  of  the  night 
Were  dearer  to  me  than  bread. 

Night  after  night  in  my  sorrow 
The  stars  stood  over  the  sea, 

Till  lo!  I  looked  in  the  dusk 

And  a  star  had  come  down  to  me. 
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VII 

MADRIGAL 

PLAIN  as  the  glistering  planets  shine 
When  winds  have  cleaned  the  skies, 

Her  love  appeared,  appealed  for  mine 
And  wantoned  in  her  eyes. 

Clear  as  the  shining  tapers  burned 

On  Cytherea's  shrine, 
Those  brimming,  lustrous  beauties  turned, 

And  called  and  conquered  mine. 

The  beacon-lamp  that  Hero  lit 

No  fairer  shone  on  sea, 
No  plainlier  summoned  will  and  wit, 

Than  hers  encouraged  me. 

I  thrilled  to  feel  her  influence  near, 

I  struck  my  flag  at  sight. 
Her  starry  silence  smote  my  ear 

Like  sudden  drums  at  night. 

I  ran  as,  at  the  cannon's  roar, 

The  troops  the  ramparts  man — 
As  in  the  holy  house  of  yore 

The  willing  Eli  ran. 

Here,  lady,  lo!  that  servant  stands 

You  picked  from  passing  men, 
And  should  you  need  nor  heart  nor  hands 

He  bows  and  goes  again. 
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VIII 

To  you,  let  snow  and  roses 

And  golden  locks  belong. 
These  are  the  world's  enslavers, 

Let  these  delight  the  throng. 
For  her  of  duskier  lustre 

Whose  favour  still  I  wear, 
The  snow  be  in  her  kirtle, 

The  rose  be  in  her  hair! 

The  hue  of  highland  rivers 

Careering,  full  and  cool, 
From  sable  on  to  golden, 

From  rapid  on  to  pool — 
The  hue  of  heather-honey, 

The  hue  of  honey-bees, 
Shall  tinge  her  golden  shoulder, 

Shall  gild  her  tawny  knees. 


IX 

LET  BEAUTY  AWAKE 

LET  Beauty  awake  in  the  morn  from  beautiful  dreams, 

Beauty  awake  from  rest! 

Let  Beauty  awake 

For  Beauty's  sake 
In  the  hour  when  the  birds  awake  in  the  brake 

And  the  stars  are  bright  in  the  west! 

Let  Beauty  awake  in  the  eve  from  the  slumber  of  day, 

Awake  in  the  crimson  eve! 

In  the  day's  dusk  end 

When  the  shades  ascend, 
Let  her  wake  to  the  kiss  of  a  tender  friend 

To  render  again  and  receive! 
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I  KNOW  not  how  it  is  with  you  —  • 

I  love  the  first  and  last, 
The  whole  field  of  the  present  view, 

The  whole  flow  of  the  past. 

One  tittle  of  the  things  that  are, 
Nor  you  should  change  nor  I  — 

One  pebble  in  our  path  —  one  star 
In  all  our  heaven  of  sky. 

Our  lives,  and  every  day  and  hour, 

One  symphony  appear: 
One  road,  one  garden  —  every  flower 

And  every  bramble  dear. 


XI 

I  WILL  make  you  brooches  and  toys  for  your  delight 
Of  bird-song  at  morning  and  star-shine  at  night. 
I  will  make  a  palace  fit  for  you  and  me 
Of  green  days  in  forests  and  blue  days  at  sea. 

I  will  make  my  kitchen,  and  you  shall  keep  your  room, 
Where  white  flows  the  river  and   bright  blows  the 

broom, 
And  you  shall  wash  your  linen  and  keep  your  body 

white 
In  rainfall  at  morning  and  dewfall  at  night. 

And  this  shall  be  for  music  when  no  one  else  is  near, 
The  fine  song  for  singing,  the  rare  song  to  hear! 
That  only  I  remember,  that  only  you  admire, 
Of  the  broad  road  that   stretches  and   the   roadside 
fire. 
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XII 

WE   HAVE  LOVED   OF  YORE 
(To  an  air  of  Diahelli) 

BERRIED  brake  and  reedy  island, 

Heaven  below,  and  only  heaven  above, 
Through  the  sky's  inverted  azure 

Softly  swam  the  boat  that  bore  our  love. 
Bright  were  your  eyes  as  the  day; 
Bright  ran  the  stream, 
Bright  hung  the  sky  above. 
Days  of  April,  airs  of  Eden, 

How  the  glory  died  through  golden  hours, 
And  the  shining  moon  arising 

How  the  boat  drew  homeward  filled  with  flowers! 
Bright  were  your  eyes  in  the  night: 
We  have  lived,  my  love — 
0,  we  have  loved,  my  love. 

Frost  has  bound  our  flowing  river, 

Snow  has  whitened  all  our  island  brake, 
And  beside  the  winter  fagot 

Joan  and  Darby  doze  and  dream  and  wake. 
Still,  in  the  river  of  dreams 
Swims  the  boat  of  love — 
Hark!  chimes  the  falling  oar! 
And  again  in  winter  evens 

When  on  firelight  dreaming  fancy  feeds, 
In  those  ears  of  aged  lovers 

Love's  own  river  warbles  in  the  reeds. 
Love  still  the  past,  0,  my  love! 
We  have  lived  of  yore, 
0,  we  have  loved  of  yore. 
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XIII 

DITTY 

(To  an  air  from  Bach) 

THE  cock  shall  crow 

In  the  morning  grey, 
The  bugles  blow 

At  the  break  of  day: 

The  cock  shall  sing  and  the  merry  bugles  ring, 
And  all  the  little  brown  birds  sing  upon  the  spray. 

The  thorn  shall  blow 

In  the  month  of  May, 
And  my  love  shall  go 

In  her  holiday  array: 
But  I  shall  lie  in  the  kirkyard  nigh 
While  all  the  little  brown  birds  sing  upon  the  spray. 


XIV 

MATER  TRIUMPHANS 

SON  of  my  woman's  body,  you  go,  to  the  drum  and  fife — 
To  taste  the  colour  of  love  and  the  other  side  of  life, 
From  out  of  the  dainty  the  rude,  the  strong  from  out 

of  the  frail, 
Eternally  through  the  ages  from  the  female  comes  the 

male. 

The  ten  fingers  and  toes,  and  the  shell-like  nail  on 

each, 
The  eyes  blind  as   gems  and    the  tongue  attempting 

speech ; 
Impotent  hands  in  my  bosom,  and  yet  they  shall  wield 

the  sword! 
Drugged  with  slumber  and  milk,  you  wait  the  day  of 

the  Lord. 
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Infant  bridegroom,  uncrowned  king,  unanointed  priest, 
Soldier,  lover,  explorer,  I  see  you  nozzle  the  breast. 
You  that  grope  in  my  bosom  shall  load  the  ladies  with 

rings, 
You,  that  came  forth  through  the  doors,  shall  burst 

the  doors  of  Kings. 


XV 

BRIGHT  is  the  ring  of  words 

When  the  right  man  rings  them, 
Fair  the  fall  of  songs 

When  the  singer  sings  them. 
Still  they  are  carolled  and  said — 

On  wings  they  are  carried — 
After  the  singer  is  dead 

And  the  maker  buried. 

Low  as  the  singer  lies 

In  the  field  of  heather, 
Songs  of  his  fashion  bring 

The  swains  together. 
And  when  the  west  is  red 

With  the  sunset  embers, 
The  lover  lingers  and  sings 

And  the  maid  remembers. 


XVI 

IN  the  highlands,  in  the  country  places, 

Where  the  old  plain  men  have  rosy  faces, 

And  the  young  fair  maidens 

Quiet  eyes; 

Where  essential  silence  cheers  and  blesses, 

And  for  ever  in  the  hill-recesses 

Her  more  lovely  music 

Broods  and  dies. 


UNDERWOODS  619 

0  to  mount  again  where  erst  I  haunted; 

Where  the  old  red  hills  are  bird-enchanted, 

And  the  low  green  meadows 

Bright  with  sward ; 

And  when  even  dies,  the  million-tinted, 

And  the  night  has  come,  and  planets  glinted, 

Lo!  the  valley  hollow, 

Lamp-bestarred. 

O  to  dream,  0  to  awake  and  wander 

There,  and  with  delight  to  take  and  render, 

Through  the  trance  of  silence, 

Quiet  breath; 

Lo!  for  there,  among  the  flowers  and  grasses, 

Only  the  mightier  movement  sounds  and  passes; 

Only  winds  and  rivers, 

Life  and  death. 


XVII 
WANDERING  WILLIE 

HOME  no  more  home  to  me,  whither  must  I  wander? 

Hunger  my  driver,  I  go  where  I  must. 
Cold  blows  the  winter  wind  over  hill  and  heather; 

Thick  drives  the  rain,  and  my  roof  is  in  the  dust. 
Loved  of  wise  men  was  the  shade  of  my  roof-tree. 

The  true  word  of  welcome  was  spoken  in  the  door — 
Dear  days  of  old,  with  the  faces  in  the  firelight, 

Kind  folks  of  old,  you  come  again  no  more. 

Home  was  home  then,  my  dear,  full  of  kindly  faces, 

Home  was  home  then,  my  dear,  happy  for  the  child. 
Fire  and  the  windows  bright  glittered  on  the  moor- 
land; 

Song,  tuneful  song,  built  a  palace  in  the  wild. 
Now,  when  day  dawns  on  the  brow  of  the  moorland, 
Lone  stands  the  house,   and  the  chimney-stone  is 
cold. 
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Lone  let  it  stand,  now  the  friends  are  all  departed, 
The  kind    hearts,   the  true  hearts,   that  loved  the 
place  of  old. 

Spring  shall  come,  come  again,  calling  up  the  moor- 
fowl, 

Spring  shall  bring  the  sun  and  rain,  bring  the  bees 

and  flowers; 
Red  shall  the  heather  bloom  over  hill  and  valley, 

Soft  flow  the  stream  through  the  even-flowing  hours; 
Fair  the  day  shine  as  it  shone  on  my  childhood — 

Fair  shine  the  day  on  the  house  with  open  door; 
Birds  come  and  cry  there  and  twitter  in  the  chimney — 

But  I  go  for  ever  and  come  again  no  more. 


XVIII 

TO  DOCTOR   HAKE 
(On  receiving  a  copy  of  verses) 

IN  the  beloved  hour  that  ushers  day, 
In  the  pure  dew,  under  the  breaking  grey, 
One  bird,  ere  yet  the  woodland  quires  awake, 
With  brief  reveille  summons  all  the  brake: 
Chirp,  chirp,  it  goes;  nor  waits  an  answer  long, 
And  that  small  signal  fills  the  grove  with  song. 

Thus  on  my  pipe  I  breathed  a  strain  or  two; 
It  scarce  was  music,  but  'twas  all  I  knew. 
It  was  not  music,  for  I  lacked  the  art, 
Yet  what  but  frozen  music  filled  my  heart? 
Chirp,  chirp,  I  went,  nor  hoped  a  nobler  strain; 
But  Heaven  decreed  I  should  not  pipe  in  vain, 
For,  lo !  not  far  from  there,  in  secret  dale, 
All  silent,  sat  an  ancient  nightingale. 
My  sparrow  notes  he  heard;  thereat  awoke; 
And  with  a  tide  of  song  his  silence  broke. 
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XIX 

TO 


I  KNEW  thee  strong  and  quiet  like  the  hills; 
I  knew  thee  apt  to  pity,  brave  to  endure: 
In  peace  or  war  a  Roman  full  equipt. 
And  just  I  knew  thee,  like  the  fabled  kings 
Who  by  the  loud  seashore  gave  judgment  forth, 
From  dawn  to  eve,  bearded  and  few  of  words. 
What,  what,  was  I  to  honour  thee     A  child, 
A  youth  in  ardour  but  a  child  in  strength, 
Who  after  virtue's  golden  chariot-wheels 
Runs  ever  panting,  nor  attains  the  goal. 
So  thought  I,  and  was  sorrowful  at  heart. 

Since  then  my  steps  have  visited  that  flood 
Along  whose  shore  the  numerous  footfalls  cease, 
The  voices  and  the  tear?  of  life  expire. 
Thither  the  prints  go  down,  the  hero's  way 
Trod  large  upon  the  sand,  the  trembling  maid's: 
Nimrod  that  wound  his  trumpet  in  the  wood, 
And  the  poor,  dreaming  child,  hunter  of  flowers, 
That  here  his  hunting  closes  with  the  great: 
So  one  and  all  go  down,  nor  aught  returns. 
For  thee,  for  us,  the  sacred  river  waits; 
For  me,  the  unworthy,  thee,  the  perfect  friend. 
There  Blame  desists,  there  his  unfaltering  dogs 
He  from  the  chase  recalls,  and  homeward  rides; 
Yet  Praise  and  Love  pass  over  and  go  in. 
So  when,  beside  that  margin,  I  discard 
My  more  than  mortal  weakness,  and  with  thee 
Through  that  still  land  unfearing  I  advance: 
If  then  at  all  we  keep  the  touch  of  joy 
Thou  shalt  rejoice  to  find  me  altered — I, 
0  Felix,  to  behold  thee  still  unchanged. 
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XX 

THE  morning  drum-call  on  my  eager  ear 
Thrills  unforgotten  yet;  the  morning  dew 

Lies  yet  undried  along  my  field  of  noon. 

But  now  I  pause  at  whiles  in  what  I  do, 

And  count  the  bell,  and  tremble  lest  I  hear 

(My  work  untrimmed)  the  sunset  gun  too  soon. 


XXI 

I  HAVE  trod  the  upward  and  the  downward  slope; 
I  have  endured  and  done  in  days  before; 
I  have  longed  for  all,  and  bid  farewell  to  hope; 
And  I  have  lived  and  loved,  and  closed  the  door. 


XXII 

HE  hears  with  gladdened  heart  the  thunder 
Peal,  and  loves  the  falling  dew; 

He  knows  the  earth  above  and  under — 
Sits  and  is  content  to  view. 

He  sits  beside  the  dying  ember, 
God  for  hope  and  man  for  friend, 

Content  to  see,  glad  to  remember, 
Expectant  of  the  certain  end. 


XXIII 
THE  LOST  OCCASION 

FAREWELL,  fair  day  and  fading  light! 
The  clay-born  here,  with  westward  sight, 
Marks  the  huge  sun  now  downward  soar. 
Farewell.     We  twain  shall  meet  no  more. 
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Farewell.     I  watch  with  bursting  sigh 
My  late  contemned  occasion  die. 
I  linger  useless  in  my  tent: 
Farewell,  fair  day,  so  foully  spent! 

Farewell,  fair  day.     If  any  God 
At  all  consider  this  poor  clod, 
He  who  the  fair  occasion  sent 
Prepared  and  placed  the  impediment. 

Let  him  diviner  vengeance  take — 
Give  me  to  sleep,  give  me  to  wake 
Girded  and  shod,  and  bid  me  play 
The  hero  in  the  coming  day! 

XXIV 

IF  THIS  WERE  FAITH 

GOD,  if  this  were  enough, 

That  I  see  things  bare  to  the  buff 

And  up  to  the  buttocks  in  mire; 

That  I  ask  nor  hope  nor  hire, 

Not  in  the  husk, 

Nor  dawn  beyond  the  dusk, 

Nor  life  beyond  death: 

God,  if  this  were  faith? 

Having  felt  Thy  wind  in  my  face 

Spit  sorrow  and  disgrace, 

Having  seen  Thine  evil  doom 

In  Golgotha  and  Khartoum, 

And  the  brutes,  the  work  of  Thine  hands, 

Fill  with  injustice  lands 

And  stain  with  blood  the  sea: 

If  still  in  my  veins  the  glee 

Of  the  black  night  and  the  sun 

And  the  lost  battle,  run: 

If,  an  adept, 

The  iniquitous  lists  I  still  accept 
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With  joy,  and  joy  to  endure  and  be  withstood, 

And  still  to  battle  and  perish  for  a  dream  of  good: 

God,  if  that  were  enough? 

If  to  feel,  in  the  ink  of  the  slough, 

And  the  sink  of  the  mire, 

Veins  of  glory  and  fire 

Run  through  and -transpierce  and  transpire, 

And  a  secret  purpose  of  glory  in  every  part, 

And  the  answering  glory  of  battle  fill  my  heart; 

To  thrill  with  the  joy  of  girded  men 

To  go  on  for  ever  and  fail  and  go  on  again, 

And  be  mauled  to  the  earth  and  arise, 

And  contend  for  the  shade  of  a  word  and  a  thing  not 

seen  with  the  eyes: 

With  the  half  of  a  broken  hope  for  a  pillow  at  night 
That  somehow  the  right  is  the  right 
And  the  smooth  shall  bloom  from  the  rough: 
Lord,  if  that  were  enough? 

XXV 

MY  WIFE 

TRUSTY,  dusky,  vivid,  true, 

With  eyes  of  gold  and  bramble-dew, 

Steel-true  and  blade-straight, 
The  great  artificer 

Made  my  mate. 

Honour,  anger,  valour,  fire; 

A  love  that  life  could  never  tire, 

Death  quench  or  evil  stir, 
The  mighty  master 

Gave  to  her. 

Teacher,  tender,  comrade,  wife, 
A  fellow-farer  true  through  life, 

Heart-whole  and  soul-free 
The  august  father 

Gave  to  me. 
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XXVI 

WINTER 

IN  rigorous  hours,  when  down  the  iron  lane 
The  redbreast  looks  in  vain 

For  hips  and  haws, 
Lo,  shining  flowers  upon  my  window-pane 

The  silver  pencil  of  the  winter  draws. 

When  all  the  snowy  hill 

And  the  bare  woods  are  still; 

When  snipes  are  silent  in  the  frozen  bogs, 

And  all  the  garden  garth  is  whelmed  in  mire, 
Lo,  by  the  hearth,  the  laughter  of  the  logs — 

More  fair  than  roses,  lo,  the  flowers  of  fire! 
SARANAC  LAKE. 


XXVII 

THE  stormy  evening  closes  now  in  vain, 
Loud  wails  the  wind  and  beats  the  driving  rain, 
While  here  in  sheltered  house 

With  fire-ypainted  walls, 
L  hear  the  wind  abroad, 

I  hark  the  calling  squalls — 

"Blow,  blow,"  I  cry,  "you  burst  your  cheeks  in  vain! 
Blow,  blow,"  I  cry,  "my  love  is  home  again!" 

Yon  ship  you  chase  perchance  but  yesternight 
Bore  still  the  precious  freight  of  my  delight, 
That  here  in  sheltered  house 

With  fire-ypainted  walls, 
Now  hears  the  wind  abroad, 

Now  harks  the  calling  squalls. 
"Blow,  blow,"  I  cry,  "in  vain  you  rouse  the  sea, 
My  rescued  sailor  shares  the  fire  with  me!" 
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XXVIII 

TO  AN  ISLAND   PRINCESS 

SINCE  long  ago,  a  child  at  home, 
I  read  and  longed  to  rise  and  roam, 
Where'er  I  went,  whate'er  I  willed, 
One  promised  land  my  fancy  filled. 
Hence  the  long  roads  my  home  I  made; 
Tossed  much  in  ships:  have  often  laid 
Below  the  uncurtained  sky  my  head, 
Rain-deluged  and  wi nd -buffeted : 
And  many  a  thousand  hills  I  crossed 
And  corners  turned — Love's  labour  lost, 
Till,  Lady,  to  your  isle  of  sun 
I  came,  not  hoping;  and,  like  one 
Snatched  out  of  blindness,  rubbed  my  eyes. 
And  hailed  my  promised  land  with  cries. 

Yes,  Lady,  here  I  was  at  last; 
Here  found  I  all  I  had  forecast: 
The  long  roll  of  the  sapphire  sea 
That  keeps  the  land's  virginity; 
The  stalwart  giants  of  the  wood 
Laden  with  toys  and  flowers  and  food; 
The  precious  forest  pouring  out 
To  compass  the  whole  town  about; 
The  town  itself  with  streets  of  lawn, 
Loved  of  the  moon,  blessed  by  the  dawn, 
Where  the  brown  children  all  the  day 
Keep  up  a  ceaseless  noise  of  play, 
Play  in  the  sun,  play  in  the  rain, 
Nor  ever  quarrel  or  complain; — 
And  late  at  night,  in  the  woods  of  fruit, 
Hark!  do  you  hear  the  passing  flute? 

I  threw  one  look  to  either  hand, 
And  knew  I  was  in  Fairyland. 
And  yet  one  point  of  being  so, 
I  lacked.     For,  Lady  (as  you  know), 
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Whoever  by  his  might  of  hand 
Won  entrance  into  Fairyland, 
Found  always  with  admiring  eyes 
A  Fairy  princess  kind  and  wise. 

It  was  not  long  I  waited ;  soon 
Upon  my  threshold,  in  broad  noon, 
Fair  and  helpful,  wise  and  good, 
The  Fairy  Princess  Moe  stood. 

TANTIRA  TAHITI,  Nov.  5,  1888. 


XXIX 

TO   KALAKAUA 
( With  the  gift  of  a  pearl) 

THE  Silver  Ship,  my  King — that  was  her  name 
In  the  bright  islands  whence  your  fathers  came — 
The  Silver  Ship,  at  rest  from  winds  and  tides, 
Below  your  palace  in  your  harbour  rides: 
And  the  seafarers,  sitting  safe  on  shore, 
Like  eager  merchants  count  their  treasures  o'er. 
One  gift  they  find,  one  strange  and  lovely  thing, 
Now  doubly  precious  since  it  pleased  a  king. 

The  right,  my  liege,  is  ancient  as  the  lyre 
For  bards  to  give  to  kings  what  kings  admire. 
'Tis  mine  to  offer  for  Apollo's  sake; 
And  since  the  gift  is  fitting,  yours  to  take. 
To  golden  hands  the  golden  pearl  I  bring: 
The  ocean  jewel  to  the  island  king. 
HONOLULU,  Feb.  3,  1889. 
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XXX 

TO  PRINCESS   KAIULANI 

FORTH  from  her  land  to  mine  she  goes, 
The  island  maid,  the  island  rose, 
Light  of  heart  and  bright  of  face: 
The  daughter  of  a  double  race. 
Her  islands  here,  in  Southern  sun, 
Shall  mourn  their  Kaiulani  gone, 
And  I,  in  her  dear  banyan  shade, 
Look  vainly  for  my  little  maid. 

But  our  Scots  islands  far  away 
Shall  glitter  with  unwonted  day, 
And  cast  for  once  their  tempests  by 
To  smile  in  Kaiulani 's  eye. 

HONOLULU. 

WRITTEN  in  April  to  Kaiulani  in  the  April  of  her  age;  and 
at  Waikiki,  within  easy  walk  of  Kaiulani's  banyan!  When 
she  comes  to  my  land  and  her  father's,  and  the  rain  beats 
upon  the  window  (as  I  fear  it  will),  let  her  look  at  this  page; 
it  will  be  like  a  weed  gathered  and  pressed  at  home;  and  she 
will  remember  her  own  islands,  and  the  shadow  of  the  mighty 
tree;  and  she  will  hear  the  peacocks  screaming  in  the  dusk 
and  the  wind  blowing  in  the  palms;  and  she  will  think  of  her 
father  sitting  there  alone.  — R.  L.  S. 

XXXI 

TO  MOTHER  MARYANNE 

To  see  the  infinite  pity  of  this  place, 
The  mangled  limb,  the  devastated  face, 
The  innocent  sufferer  smiling  at  the  rod — 
A  fool  were  tempted  to  deny  his  God. 
He  sees,  he  shrinks.     But  if  he  gaze  again, 
Lo,  beauty  springing  from  the  breast  of  pain! 
He  marks  the  sisters  on  the  mournful  shores; 
And  even  a  fool  is  silent  and  adores. 

GUEST  HOUSE,  KALAWAYO,  MOLOKAI. 
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XXXII 

IN   MEMORIAM   E.    H. 

I  KNEW  a  silver  head  was  bright  beyond  compare, 
I  knew  a  queen  of  toil  with  a  crown  of  silver  hair. 
Garland  of  valour  and  sorrow,  of  beauty  and  renown, 
Life,    that   honours  the   brave,  crowned    her  himself 
with  the  crown. 

The  beauties  of  youth  are  frail,  but  this  was  a  jewel 

of  age. 
Life,  that  delights  in  the  brave,  gave  it  himself  for  a 

gage. 
Fair  was  the  crown  to  behold,  and  beauty  its  poorest 

part — 
At  once  the  scar  of  the  wound  and  the  order  pinned  on 

the  heart. 

The  beauties  of  man  are  frail,  and  the  silver  lies  in 

the  dust, 
And  the  queen  that  we  ?all  to  mind  sleeps  with  the 

brave  and  the  just; 
Sleeps  with  the  weary  at  length;  but  honoured  and 

ever  fair, 

Shines  in  the  eye  of  the  mind  the  crown  of  the  silver  hair. 
HONOLULU. 

XXXIII 

TO  MY  WIFE 
(A  Fragment) 

LONG  must  elapse  ere  you  behold  again 
Green  forest  frame  the  entry  of  the  lane — 
The  wild  lane  with  the  bramble  and  the  brier, 
The  year-old  cart-tracks  perfect  in  the  mire, 
The  wayside  smoke,  perchance,  the  dwarfish  huts, 
And  ramblers'  donkey  drinking  from  the  ruts: — 
Long  ere  you  trace  how  deviously  it  leads, 
Back  from  man's  chimneys  and  the  bleating  meads 
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To  the  woodland  shadow,  to  the  sylvan  hush, 

When  but  the  brooklet  chuckles  in  the  brush — 

Back  from  the  sun  and  bustle  of  the  vale 

To  where  the  great  voice  of  the  nightingale 

Fills  all  the  forest  like  a  single  room, 

And  all  the  banks  smell  of  the  golden  broom; 

So  wander  on  until  the  eve  descends, 

And  back  returning  to  your  firelit  friends, 

You  see  the  rosy  sun,  despoiled  of  light, 

Hung,  caught  in  thickets,  like  a  schoolboy's  kite. 

Here  from  the  sea  the  unfruitful  sun  shall  rise, 
Bathe  the  bare  deck  and  blind  the  unshielded  eyes; 
The  allotted  hours  aloft  shall  wheel  in  vain 
And  in  the  unpregnant  ocean  plunge  again. 
Assault  of  squalls  that  mock  the  watchful  guard, 
And  pluck  the  busting  canvas  from  the  yard, 
And  senseless  clamour  of  the  calm,  at  night 
Must  mar  your  slumbers.     By  the  plunging  light, 
In  beetle-haunted,  most  unwomanly  bower 
Of  the  wild-swerving  cabin,  hour  by  hour  .  .  . 
SCHOONER  EQUATOR. 

XXXIV 

TO  THE  MUSE 

RESIGN  the  rhapsody,  the  dream, 

To  men  of  larger  reach ; 
Be  ours  the  quest  of  a  plain  theme, 

The  piety  of  speech. 

As  monkish  scribes  from  morning  break 

Toiled  till  the  close  of  light, 
Nor  thought  a  day  too  long  to  make 

One  line  or  letter  bright: 

We  also  with  an  ardent  mind, 

Time,  wealth  and  fame  forgot, 
Our  glory  in  our  patience  find 

And  skim,  and  skim  the  pot: 
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Till  last,  when  round  the  house  we  hear 

The  evensong  of  birds, 
One  corner  of  blue  heaven  appear 

In  our  clear  well  of  words. 

Leave,  leave  it  then,  muse  of  my  heart! 

Sans  finish  and  sans  frame, 
Leave  unadorned  by  needless  art 

The  picture  as  it  came. 
APEMAMA. 

XXXV 

TO  MY  OLD  FAMILIARS 

Do  you  remember — can  we  e'er  forget? — 

How,  in  the  coiled  perplexities  of  youth, 

In  our  wild  climate,  in  our  scowling  town, 

We  gloomed  and  shivered,  sorrowed,  sobbed  and  feared? 

The  belching  winter  wind,  the  missile  rain, 

The  rare  and  welcome  silence  of  the  snows, 

The  laggard  morn,  the  haggard  day,  the  night, 

The  grimy  spell  of  the  nocturnal  town, 

Do  you  remember? — Ah,  could  one  forget! 

As  when  the  fevered  sick  that  all  night  long 

Listed  the  wind  intone,  and  hear  at  last 

The  ever-welcome  voice  of  chanticleer 

Sing  in  the  bitter  hour  before  the  dawn, — 

With  sudden  ardour,  these  desire  the  day: 

So  sang  in  the  gloom  of  youth  the  bird  of  hope; 

So  we,  exulting,  hearkened  and  desired. 

For  lo!  as  in  the  palace  porch  of  life 

We  huddled  with  chimeras,  from  within — 

How  sweet  to  hear! — the  music  swelled  and  fell, 

And  through  the  breach  of  the  revolving  doors 

What  dreams  of  splendour  blinded  us  and  fled! 

I  have  since  then  contended  and  rejoiced; 
Amid  the  glories  of  the  house  of  life 
Profoundly  entered,  and  the  shrine  beheld: 
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Yet  when  the  lamp  from  my  expiring  eyes 

Shall  dwindle  and  recede,  the  voice  of  love 

Fall  insignificant  on  my  closing  ears, 

What  sound  shall  come  but  the  old  cry  of  the  wind 

In  our  inclement  city?  what  return 

But  the  image  of  the  emptiness  of  youth, 

Filled  with  the  sound  of  footsteps  and  that  voice 

Of  discontent  and  rapture  and  despair? 

So,  as  in  darkness,  from  the  magic  lamp, 

The  momentary  pictures  gleam  and  fade 

And  perish,  and  the  night  resurges — these 

Shall  I  remember,  and  then  all  forget. 

APEMAMA. 

XXXVI 

THE  tropics  vanish,  and  meseems  that  I, 
From  Halkerside,  from  topmost  Allermuir, 
Or  steep  Caerketton,  dreaming  gaze  again. 
Far  set  in  fields  and  woods,  the  town  I  see 
Spring  gallant  from  the  shallows  of  her  smoke, 
Cragged,  spired,  and  turreted,  her  virgin  fort 
Beflagged.     About,  on  seaward-drooping  hills, 
New  folds  of  city  glitter.     Last,  the  Forth 
Wheels  ample  waters  set  with  sacred  isles, 
And  populous  Fife  smokes  with  a  score  of  towns. 

There,  on  the  sunny  frontage  of  a  hill, 

Hard  by  the  house  of  kings,  repose  the  dead, 

My  dead,  the  ready  and  the  strong  of  word. 

Their  works,  the  salt-encrusted,  still  survive; 

The  sea  bombards  their  founded  towers;  the  night 

Thrills  pierced  with  their  strong  lamps.    The  artificers, 

One  after  one,  here  in  this  grated  cell, 

Where  the  rain  erases  and  the  rust  consumes, 

Fell  upon  lasting  silence.     Continents 

And  continental  oceans  intervene; 

A  sea  uncharted,  on  a  lampless  isle, 

Environs  and  confines  their  wandering  child 
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In  vain.     The  voice  of  generations  dead 
Summons  me,  sitting  distant,  to  arise, 
My  numerous  footsteps  nimbly  to  retrace, 
And  all  mutation  over,  stretch  me  down 
In  that  denoted  city  of  the  dead. 

APEMAMA. 

XXXVII 

TO   S.    C. 

I  HEARD  the  pulse  of  the  besieging  sea 

Throb  far  away  all  night.     I  heard  the  wind 

Fly  crying  and  convulse  tumultuous  palms. 

I  rose  and  strolled.     The  isle  was  all  bright  sand, 

And  nailing  fans  and  shadows  of  the  palm; 

The  heaven  all  moon  and  wind  and  the  blind  vault; 

The  keenest  planet  slain,  for  Venus  slept. 

The  king,  my  neighbour,  with  his  host  of  wives, 
Slept  in  the  precinct  of  the  palisade; 
Where  single,  in  the  wind,  under  the  moon, 
Among  the  slumbering  cabins,  blazed  a  fire, 
Sole  street-lamp  and  the  only  sentinel. 

To  other  lands  and  nights  my  fancy  turned — 
To  London  first,  and  chiefly  to  your  house, 
The  many-pillared  and  the  well-beloved. 
There  yearning  fancy  lighted;  there  again 
In  the  upper  room  I  lay,  and  heard  far  off 
The  unsleeping  city  murmur  like  a  shell; 
The  muffled  tramp  of  the  Museum  guard 
Once  more  went  by  me;  I  beheld  again 
Lamps  vainly  brighten  the  dispeopled  street; 
Again  I  longed  for  the  returning  morn, 
The  awaking  traffic,  the  bestirring  birds, 
The  consentaneous  trill  of  tiny  song 
That  weaves  round  monumental  cornices 
A  passing  charm  of  beauty.     Most  of  all, 
For  your  light  foot  I  wearied,  and  your  knock 
That  was  the  glad  reveille  of  my  day. 
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Lo,  now,  when  to  your  task  in  the  great  house 
At  morning  through  the  portico  you  pass, 
One  moment  glance,  where  by  the  pillared  wall 
Far-voyaging  island  gods,  begrimed  with  smoke, 
Sit  now  unworshipped.  the  rude  monument 
Of  faiths  forgot  and  races  undivined: 
Sit  now  disconsolate,  remembering  well 
The  priest,  the  victim,  and  the  songful  crowd, 
The  blaze  of  the  blue  noon,  and  that  huge  voice 
Incessant,  of  the  breakers  on  the  shore. 
As  far  as  these  from  their  ancestral  shrine, 
So  far,  so  foreign,  your  divided  friends 
Wander,  estranged  in  body,  not  in  mind. 

APEMAMA. 


XXXVIII 

THE  HOUSE  OF  TEMBINOKA 

AT  my  departure  from  the  island  of  Apemama,  for  which 
you  will  look  in  vain  in  most  atlases,  the  King  and  I  agreed, 
since  we  both  set  up  to  be  in  the  poetical  way,  that  we  should 
celebrate  our  separation  in  verse.  Whether  or  not  his 
Majesty  has  been  true  to  his  bargain,  the  laggard  posts  of 
the  Pacific  may  perhaps  inform  me  in  six  months,  perhaps 
not  before  a  year.  The  following  lines  represent  my  part 
of  the  contract,  and  it  is  hoped,  by  their  pictures  of  strange 
manners,  they  may  entertain  a  civilised  audience.  Nothing 
throughout  has  been  invented  or  exaggerated ;  the  lady 
herein  referred  to  as  the  author's  muse  has  confined  herself 
to  stringing  into  rhyme  facts  or  legends  that  I  saw  or  heard 
during  two  months'  residence  upon  the  island. — R.  L.  S. 

ENVOI 

LET  us,  who  part  like  brothers,  part  like  bards ; 
And  you  in  your  tongue  and  measure,  I  in  mine, 
Our  now  division  duly  solemnise. 
Unlike  the  strains,  and  yet  the  theme  is  one  : 
The  strains  unlike,  and  how  unlike  their  fate  ! 
You  to  the  blinding  palace  yard  shall  call 
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The  prefect  of  the  singers,  and  to  him, 
Listening  devout,  your  valedictory  verse 
Deliver ;  he,  his  attribute  fulfilled, 
To  the  island  chorus  hand  your  measures  on, 
Wed  now  with  harmony :  so  them,  at  last, 
Night  after  night,  in  the  open  hall  of  dance, 
Shall  thirty  matted  men,  to  the  clapped  hand, 
Intone  and  bray  and  bark.     Unfortunate  ! 
Paper  and  print  alone  shall  honour  mine. 

THE  SONG 

Let  now  the  King  his  ear  arouse 

And  toss  the  bosky  ringlets  from  his  brows, 

The  while,  our  bond  to  implement, 

My  muse  relates  and  praises  his  descent. 


Bride  of  the  shark,  her  vatour  first  I  sing 
Who  on  the  lone  seas  quickened  of  a  King. 
She,  from  the  shore  and  puny  homes  of  men, 
Beyond  the  climber's  sea-discerning  ken, 
Swam,  led  by  omens;  and  devoid  of  fear, 
Beheld  her  monstrous  paramour  draw  near. 
She  gazed;  all  round  her  to  the  heavenly  pale, 
The  simple  sea  was  void  of  isle  or  sail — 
Sole  overhead  the  unsparing  sun  was  reared — 
When  the  deep  bubbled  and  the  brute  appeared. 
But  she,  secure  in  the  decrees  of  fate, 
Made  strong  her  bosom  and  received  the  mate. 
And  men  declare,  from  that  marine  embrace 
Conceived  the  virtues  of  a  stronger  race. 


Her  stern  descendant  next  I  praise, 
Survivor  of  a  thousand  frays:— 
In  the  hall  of  tongues  who  ruled  the  throng; 
Led  and  was  trusted  by  the  strong; 
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And  when  spears  were  in  the  wood, 
Like  a  tower  of  vantage  stood: — 
Whom,  not  till  seventy  years  had  sped, 
k    Unscarred  of  breast,  erect  of  head, 
Still  light  of  step,  still  bright  of  look, 
The  hunter,  Death,  had  overtook. 

in 

His  sons,  the  brothers  twain,  I  sing, 
Of  whom  the  elder  reigned  a  King. 
No  Childeric  he,  yet  much  declined 
From  his  rude  sire's  imperious  mind 
Until  his  day  came  when  he  died, 
He  lived,  he  reigned,  he  versified. 
But  chiefly  him  I  celebrate 
That  was  the  pillar  of  the  state, 
Ruled,  wise  of  word  and  bold  of  mien, 
The  peaceful  and  the  warlike  scene; 
And  played  alike  the  leader's  part 
In  lawful  and  unlawful  art. 
His  soldiers  with  emboldened  ears 
Heard  him  laugh  among  the  spears. 
He  could  deduce  from  age  to  age 
The  web  of  island  parentage; 
Best  lay  the  rhyme,  best  lead  the  dance, 
For  any  festal  circumstance: 
And  fitly  fashion  oar  and  boat, 
A  palace  or  an  armour  coat. 
None  more  availed  than  he  to  raise 
The  strong,  suft'umigating  blaze 
Or  knot  the  wizard  leaf:  none  more, 
Upon  the  untrodden  windward  shore 
Of  the  isle,  beside  the  beating  main, 
To  cure  the  sickly  and  constrain, 
With  muttered  words  and  waving  rods, 
The  gibbering  and  the  whistling  gods. 
But  he,  though  thus  with  hand  and  head 
He  ruled,  commanded,  charmed,  and  led, 
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And  thus  in  virtue  and  in  might 
Towered  to  contemporary  sight — 
Still  in  fraternal  faith  and  love, 
Remained  below  to  reach  above, 
Gave  and  obeyed  the  apt  command, 
Pilot  and  vassal  of  the  land. 


IV 

My  Tembinok',  from  men  like  these 

Inherited  his  palaces, 

His  right  to  rule,  his  powers  of  mind, 

His  cocoa-islands  sea-enshrined. 

Stern  bearer  of  the  sword  and  whip, 

A  master  passed  in  mastership, 

He  learned,  without  the  spur  of  need, 

To  write,  to  cipher,  and  to  read; 

From  all  that  touch  on  his  prone  shore 

Augments  his  treasury  of  lore, 

Eager  in  age  as  erst  in  youth 

To  catch  an  art,  to  learn  a  truth, 

To  paint  on  the  internal  page 

A  clearer  picture  of  the  age. 

His  age,  you  say?     But  ah,  not  so! 

In  his  lone  isle  of  long  ago, 

A  royal  Lady  of  Shalott, 

Sea-sundered,  he  beholds  it  not; 

He  only  hears  it  far  away. 

The  stress  of  equatorial  day 

He  suffers;  he  records  the  while 

The  vapid  annals  of  the  isle; 

Slaves  bring  him  praise  of  his  renown, 

Or  cackle  of  the  palm-tree  town; 

The  rarer  ship  and  the  rare  boat, 

He  marks;  and  only  hears  remote, 

Where  thrones  and  fortunes  rise  and  reel, 

The  thunder  of  the  turning  wheel. 
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For  the  unexpected  tears  he  shed 
At  my  departing,  may  his  lion  head 
Not  whiten,  his  revolving  years 
No  fresh  occasion  minister  of  tears; 
At  book  or  cards,  at  work  or  sport, 
Him  may  the  breeze  across  the  palace  court 
For  ever  fan;  and  swelling  near 
For  ever  the  loud  song  divert  his  ear. 
SCHOONER  EQUATOR,  AT  SEA. 

XXXIX 

THE  WOODMAN 

IN  all  the  grove,  nor  stream  nor  bird 
Nor  aught  beside  my  blows  was  heard, 
And  the  woods  wore  their  noonday  dress — 
The  glory  of  their  silentness. 
From  the  island  summit  to  the  seas, 
Trees  mounted,  and  trees  drooped,  and  trees 
Groped  upward  in  the  gaps.     The  green 
Inarboured  talus  and  ravine 
By  fathoms.     By  the  multitude 
The  rugged  columns  of  the  wood 
And  bunches  of  the  branches  stood : 
Thick  as  a  mob,  deep  as  a  sea, 
And  silent  as  eternity. 

With  lowered  axe,  with  backward  head, 
Late  from  this  scene  my  labourer  fled, 
And  with  a  ravelled  tale  to  tell, 
Returned,     Some  denizen  of  hell, 
Dead  man  or  disinvested  god, 
Had  close  behind  him  peered  and  trod, 
And  triumphed  when  he  turned  to  flee. 
How  different  fell  the  lines  with  me! 
Whose  eye  explored  the  dim  arcade 
Impatient  of  the  uncoming  shade — 
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Shy  elf,  or  dryad  pale  and  cold, 

Or  mystic  lingerer  from  of  old: 

Vainly.     The  fair  and  stately  things, 

Impassive  as  departed  kings, 

All  still  in  the  wood's  stillness  stood, 

And  dumb.     The  rooted  multitude 

Nodded  and  brooded,  bloomed  and  dreamed, 

Unmeaning,  undivined.     It  seemed 

No  other  art,  no  hope,  they  knew, 

Than  clutch  the  earth  and  seek  the  blue. 

Mid  vegetable  king  and  priest 

And  stripling,  I  (the  only  beast) 

Was  at  the  beast's  work,  killing;  hewed 

The  stubborn  roots  across,  bestrewed 

The  glebe  with  the  dislustred  leaves, 

And  bid  the  saplings  fall  in  sheaves; 

Bursting  across  the  tangled  math 

A  ruin  that  I  called  a  path, 

A  Golgotha  that,  later  on, 

When  rains  had  watered,  and  suns  shone, 

And  seeds  enriched  the  place,  should  bear 

And  be  called  garden.     Here  and  there, 

I  spied  and  plucked  by  the  green  hair 

A  foe  more  resolute  to  live, 

The  toothed  and  killing  sensitive. 

He,  semi-conscious,  fled  the  attack; 

He  shrank  and  tucked  his  branches  back; 

And  straining  by  his  anchor  strand, 

Captured  and  scratched  the  rooting  hand. 

I  saw  him  crouch,  I  felt  him  bite; 

And  straight  my  eyes  were  touched  with  sight. 

I  saw  the  wood  for  what  it  was: 

The  lost  and  the  victorious  cause, 

The  deadly  battle  pitched  in  line, 

Saw  silent  weapons  cross  and  shine: 

Silent  defeat,  silent  assault, 

A  battle  and  a  burial  vault. 
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Thick  round  me  in  the  teeming  mud 

Brier  and  fern  strove  to  the  blood. 

The  hooked  liana  in  his  gin 

Noosed  his  reluctant  neighbours  in: 

There  the  green  murderer  throve  and  spread, 

Upon  his  smothering  victims  fed, 

And  wantoned  on  his  climbing  coil. 

Contending  roots  fought  for  the  soil 

Like  frightened  demons:  with  despair 

Competing  branches  pushed  for  air. 

Green  conquerors  from  overhead 

Bestrode  the  bodies  of  their  dead: 

The  Ca5sars  of  the  sylvan  field, 

Unused  to  fail,  foredoomed  to  yield: 

For  in  the  groins  of  branches,  lo! 

The  cancers  of  the  orchid  grow. 

Silent  as  in  the  listed  ring 

Two  chartered  wrestlers  strain  and  cling, 

Dumb  as  by  yellow  Hooghly's  side 

The  suffocating  captives  died : 

So  hushed  the  woodland  warfare  goes 

Unceasing;  and  the  silent  foes 

Grapple  and  smother,  strain  and  clasp 

Without  a  cry,  without  a  gasp. 

Here  also  sound  thy  fans,  0  God, 

Here  too  thy  banners  move  abroad: 

Forest  and  city,  sea  and  shore, 

And  the  whole  earth,  thy  threshing-floor! 

The  drums  of  war,  the  drums  of  peace, 

Roll  through  our  cities  without  cease, 

And  all  the  iron  halls  of  life 

Ring  with  the  unremitting  strife. 

The  common  lot  we  scarce  perceive. 
Crowds  perish,  we  nor  mark  nor  grieve: 
The  bugle  calls — we  mourn  a  few ! 
What  corporal's  guard  at  Waterloo? 
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What  scanty  hundreds  more  or  less 

In  the  man-devouring  Wilderness? 

What  handful  bled  on  Delhi  ridge? — 

See,  rather,  London,  on  thy  bridge 

The  pale  battalions  trample  by, 

Resolved  to  slay,  resigned  to  die. 

Count,  rather,  all  the  maimed  and  dead 

In  the  unbrotherly  war  of  bread. 

See,  rather,  under  sultrier  skies 

What  vegetable  Londons  rise, 

And  teem,  and  suffer  without  sound. 

Or  in  your  tranquil  garden  ground, 

Contented,  in  the  falling  gloom, 

Saunter  and  see  the  roses  bloom. 

That  these  might  live,  what  thousands  died! 

All  day  the  cruel  hoe  was  plied; 

The  ambulance  barrow  rolled  all  day; 

Your  wife,  the  tender,  kind  and  gay, 

Donned  her  long  gauntlets,  caught  the  spud 

And  bathed  in  vegetable  blood; 

And  the  long  massacre  now  at  end, 

See!  where  the  lazy  coils  ascend, 

See,  where  the  bonfire  sputters  red 

At  even,  for  the  innocent  dead. 

Why  prate  of  peace?  when,  warriors  all, 

We  clank  in  harness  into  hall, 

And  ever  bare  upon  the  board 

Lies  the  necessary  sword. 

In  the  green  field  or  quiet  street, 

Besieged  we  sleep,  beleaguered  eat, 

Labour  by  day  and  wake  o'  nights, 

In  war  with  rival  appetites. 

The  rose  on  roses  feeds;  the  lark 

On  larks.     The  sedentary  clerk 

All  morning  with  a  diligent  pen 

Murders  the  babes  of  other  men; 

And  like  the  beasts  of  wood  and  park, 

Protects  his  whelps,  defends  his  den. 
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Unshamed  the  narrow  aim  I  hold; 
I  feed  my  sheep,  patrol  my  fold ; 
Breathe  war  on  wolves  and  rival  flocks, 
A  pious  outlaw  on  the  rocks 
Of  God  and  morning;  and  when  time 
Shall  bow,  or  rivals  break  me,  climb 
Where  no  undubbed  civilian  dares, 
In  my  war  harness,  the  loud  stairs 
Of  honour;  and  my  conqueror 
Hail  me  a  warrior  fallen  in  war. 
VAILIMA. 


XL 

TROPIC  RAIN 

As  the  single  pang  of  the  blow,  when  the  metal  is 
mingled  well, 

Rings  and  lives  and  resounds  in  all  the  bounds  of  the 
bell: 

So  the  thunder  above  spoke  with  a  single  tongue, 

So  in  the  heart  of  the  mountain  the  sound  of  it  rum- 
bled and  clung. 

Sudden  the  thunder  was  drowned — quenched  was  the 

levin  light  .  .  . 
And  the  angel  spirit  of  rain  laughed  out  loud  in  the 

night. 

Loud  as  the  maddened  river  raves  in  the  cloven  glen, 
Angel  of  rain!  you  laughed  and  leaped  on  the  roofs  of 

men; 
And  the  sleepers  sprang  in  their  beds,  and  joyed  and 

feared  as  you  fell. 
You  struck,    and  my  cabin  quailed;   the  roof  of    it 

roared  like  a  bell, 
You  spoke,   and  at  once  the  mountain  shouted  and 

shook  with  brooks. 
You  ceased,  and  the  day  returned,  rosy,  with  virgin 

looks. 
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And  methought  that  beauty  and  terror  are  'only  one, 
not  two; 

And  the  world  has  room  for  love,  and  death,  and  thun- 
der, and  dew; 

And  all  the  sinews  of  hell  slumber  in  summer  air; 

And  the  face  of  God  is  a  rock,  but  the  face  of  the  rock 
is  fair. 

Beneficent  streams  of  tears  flow  at  the  finger  of  pain; 

And  out  of  the  cloud  that  smites,  beneficent  rivers  of 
rain. 

VAILIMA. 

XLI 

AN  END   OF  TRAVEL 

LET  now  your  soul  in  this  substantial  world 
Some  anchor  strike.     Be  here  the  body  moored: 
This  spectacle  immutably  from  now 
The  picture  in  your  eye;  and  when  time  strikes, 
And  the  green  scene  goes  on  the  instant  blind, 
The  ultimate  helpers,  where  your  horse  to-day 
Conveyed  you  dreaming,  bear  your  body  dead. 
VAILIMA. 

XLII 

WE  uncommiserate  pass  into  the  night 

From  the  loud  banquet,  and  departing  leave 

A  tremor  in  men's  memories,  faint  and  sweet 

And  frail  as  music.     Features  of  our  face, 

The  tones  of  the  voice,  the  touch  of  the  loved  hand, 

Perish  and  vanish,  one  by  one,  from  earth: 

Meanwhile,  in  the  hall  of  song,  the  multitude 

Applauds  the  new  performer.     One,  perchance, 

One  ultimate  survivor  lingers  on, 

And  smiles,  and  to  his  ancient  heart  recalls 

The  long  forgotten.     Ere  the  morrow  die, 

He  too,  returning,  through  the  curtain  comes, 

And  the  new  age  forgets  us  and  goes  on. 
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XLIII 
THE  LAST  SIGHT 

ONCE  more  I  saw  him.     In  the  lofty  room, 
Where  oft  with  lights  and  company  his  tongue 
Was  trump  to  honest  laughter,  sate  attired 
A  something  in  his  likeness. — "Look!"  said  one, 
Unkindly  kind,  "look  up,  it  is  your  boy!" 
And  the  dread  changeling  gazed  on  me  in  vain. 

XLIV 

SING  me  a  song  of  a  lad  that  is  gone, 

Say,  could  that  lad  be  I? 
Merry  of  soul  he  sailed  on  a  day 

Over  the  sea  to  Skye. 

Mull  was  astern,  Rum  on  the  port, 

Egg  on  the  starboard  bow; 
Glory  of  youth  glowed  in  his  soul: 

Where  is  that  glory  now? 

Sing  me  a  song  of  a  lad  that  is  gone, 

Say,  could  that  lad  be  I? 
Merry  of  soul  he  sailed  on  a  day 

Over  the  sea  to  Skye. 

Give  me  again  all  that  was  there, 
Give  me  'he  sun  that  shone! 

Give  me  the  eyes,  give  me  the  soul, 
Give  me  the  lad  that's  gone! 

Sing  me  a  song  of  a  lad  that  is  gone, 

Say,  could  that  lad  be  I? 
Merry  of  soul  he  sailed  on  a  day 

Over  the  sea  to  Skye. 

Billow  and  breeze,  islands  and  seas, 

Mountains  of  rain  and  sun, 
All  that  was  good,  all  that  was  fair, 

All  that  was  me  is  gone. 
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XLV 

TO  S.    R.    CROCKETT 
In  Reply  to  a,  Dedication 

BLOWS  the  wind  to-day,  and  the  sun  and  the  rain  are 

flying, 

Blows  the  wind  on  the  moors  to-day  and  now, 
Where  about  the  graves  of  the  martyrs  the  whaups  are 

crying, 
My  heart  remembers  how! 

Grey  recumbent  tombs  of  the  dead  in  desert  places, 
Standing  stones  on  the  vacant  wine-red  moor, 

Hills  of  sheep,  and  the  homes  of  the  silent  vanished 

races, 
And  winds,  austere  and  pure: 

Be  it  granted  me  to  behold  you  again  in  dying, 

Hills  of  home!  and  to  hear  again  the  call; 
Hear  about  the  graves  of  the  martyrs  the  peewees 

crying, 

And  hear  no  more  at  all. 
VAILIMA. 


XLVI 

EVENSONG 

THE  embers  of  the  day  are  red 

Beyond  the  murky  hill. 

The  kitchen  smokes:  the  bed 

In  the  darkling  house  is  spread: 

The  great  sky  darkens  overhead, 

And  the  great  woods  are  shrill. 

So  far  have  I  been  led, 

Lord,  by  Thy  will: 

So  far  I  have  followed,  Lord,  and  wondered  still. 
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The  breeze  from  the  embalmed  land 
Blows  sudden  toward  the  shore, 
And  claps  my  cottage  door. 
I  hear  the  signal,  Lord — I  understand. 
The  night  at  Thy  command 

Comes.     I  will  eat  and  sleep  and  will  not  question 
more. 

VAILIMA. 


TICONDEROGA : 

A    LEGEND    OF    THE    WEST    HIGHLANDS 

THIS  is  the  tale  of  the  man 

Who  heard  a  word  in  the  night 
In  the  land  of  the  heathery  hills, 

In  the  days  of  the  feud  and  the  fight. 
By  the  sides  of  the  rainy  sea, 

Where  never  a  stranger  came, 
On  the  awful  lips  of  the  dead, 

He  heard  the  outlandish  name. 
It  sang  in  his  sleeping  ears, 

It  hummed  in  his  waking  head:  10 

The  name — Ticonderoga, 

The  utterance  of  the  dead. 

I.    THE  SAYING   OF  THE   NAME 

On  the  loch-sides  of  Appin, 

When  the  mist  blew  from  the  sea, 
A  Stewart  stood  with  a  Cameron: 

An  angry  man  was  he. 
The  blood  beat  in  his  ears, 

The  blood  ran  hot  to  his  head, 
The  mist  blew  from  the  sea, 

And  there  was  the  Cameron  dead.  20 

"0,  what  have  I  done  to  my  friend, 

0,  what  have  I  done  to  mysel', 
That  he  should  be  cold  and  dead, 

And  I  in  the  danger  of  all? 
Nothing  but  danger  about  me, 

Danger  behind  and  before, 
Death  at  wait  in  the  heather 

In  Appin  and  Mamore, 
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Hate  at  all  of  the  ferries 
30  And  death  at  each  of  the  fords, 

Camerons  priming  gunlocks 

And  Camerons  sharpening  swords." 

But  this  was  a  man  of  counsel, 

This  was  a  man  of  a  score, 
There  dwelt  no  pawkier  Stewart 

In  Appin  or  Mamore. 
He  looked  on  the  blowing  mist, 

He  looked  on  the  awful  dead, 
And  there  came  a  smile  on  his  face 
40  And  there  slipped  a  thought  in  his  head. 

Out  over  cairn  and  moss, 

Out  over  scrog  and  scaur, 
He  ran  as  runs  the  clansman 

That  bears  the  cross  of  war. 
His  heart  beat  in  his  body, 

His  hair  clove  to  his  face, 
When  he  came  at  last  in  the  gloaming 

To  the  dead  man's  brother's  place. 
The  east  was  white  with  the  moon, 
50  The  west  with  the  sun  was  red, 

And  there,  in  the  house-doorway, 

Stood  the  brother  of  the  dead. 

"I  have  slain  a  man  to  my  danger, 
I  have  slain  a  man  to  my  death. 

I  put  my  soul  in  your  hands," 
The  panting  Stewart  saith. 

"I  lay  it  bare  in  your  hands, 
For  I  know  your  hands  are  leal ; 

And  be  you  my  targe  and  bulwark 
60  From  the  bullet  and  the  steel. " 

Then  up  and  spoke  the  Cameron, 
And  gave  him  his  hand  again: 

"There  shall  never  a  man  in  Scotland 
Set  faith  in  me  in  vain; 
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And  whatever  man  you  have  slaughtered, 

Of  whatever  name  or  line, 
By  my  sword  and  yonder  mountain, 

I  make  your  quarrel  mine.1 
I  bid  you  in  to  my  fireside, 

I  share  with  you  house  and  hall;  70 

It  stands  upon  my  honour 

To  see  you  safe  from  all." 

It  fell  in  the  time  of  midnight, 

When  the  fox  barked  in  the  den, 
And  the  plaids  were  over  the  faces 

In  all  the  houses  of  men, 
That  as  the  living  Cameron 

Lay  sleepless  on  his  bed, 
Out  of  the  night  and  the  other  world, 

Came  in  to  him  the  dead.  80 

"My  blood  is  on  the  heather, 

My  bones  are  on  the  hill ; 
There  is  joy  in  the  home  of  ravens 

That  the  young  shall  eat  their  fill. 
My  blood  is  poured  in  the  dust, 

My  soul  is  spilled  in  the  air; 
And  the  man  that  has  undone  me 

Sleeps  in  my  brother's  care." 

"I'm  wae  for  your  death,  my  brother, 

But  if  all  of  my  house  were  dead,  90 

I  couldnae  withdraw  the  plighted  hand, 
Nor  break  the  word  once  said." 

"0,  what  shall  I  say  to  our  father, 

In  the  place  to  which  I  fare? 
0,  what  shall  I  say  to  our  mother, 

Who  greets  to  see  me  there? 
And  to  all  the  kindly  Camerons 

That  have  lived  and  died  long-syne — 
Is  this  the  word  you  send  them, 

Fause-hearted  brother  mine?"  100 
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"It's  neither  fear  nor  duty, 

It's  neither  quick  nor  dead 
Shall  gar  me  withdraw  the  plighted  hand, 

Or  break  the  word  once  said." 

Thrice  in  the  time  of  midnight, 

When  the  fox  barked  in  the  den, 
And  the  plaids  were  over  the  faces 

In  all  the  houses  of  men, 
Thrice  as  the  living  Cameron 
110           Lay  sleepless  on  his  bed, 

Out  of  the  night  and  the  other  world, 

Came  in  to  him  the  dead, 
And  cried  to  him  for  vengeance 

On  the  man  that  laid  him  low; 
And  thrice  the  living  Cameron 

Told  the  dead  Cameron,  no. 

"Thrice  have  you  seen  me,  brother, 

But  now  shall  see  me  no  more, 
Till  you  meet  your  angry  fathers 
120  Upon  the  farther  shore. 

Thrice  have  I  spoken,  and  now, 

Before  the  cock  be  heard, 
I  take  my  leave  for  ever 

With  the  naming  of  a  word. 
It  shall  sing  in  your  sleeping  ears, 

It  shall  hum  in  your  waking  head, 
The  name — Ticonderoga, 

And  the  warning  of  the  dead." 

Now  when  the  night  was  over 
130           And  the  time  of  people's  fears, 
The  Cameron  walked  abroad, 

And  the  word  was  in  his  ears. 
"Many  a  name  I  know, 

But  never  a  name  like  this; 
0,  where  shall  I  find  a  skilly  man 

Shall  tell  me  what  it  is?" 
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With  many  a  man  he  counselled 

Of  high  and  low  degree, 
With  the  herdsmen  on  the  mountains 

And  the  fishers  of  the  sea.  140 

And  he  came  and  went  unweary, 

And  read  the  books  of  yore, 
And  the  runes  that  were  written  of  old 

On  stones  upon  the  moor. 
And  many  a  name  he  was  told, 

But  never  the  name  of  his  fears — 
Never,  in  east  or  west, 

The  name  that  rang  in  his  ears: 
Names  of  men  and  of  clans, 

Names  for  the  grass  and  the  tree,  150 

For  the  smallest  tarn  in  the  mountains, 

The  smallest  reef  in  the  sea: 
Names  for  the  high  and  low, 

The  names  of  the  craig  and  the  flat; 
But  in  all  the  land  of  Scotland, 

Never  a  name  like  that. 

II.    THE  SEEKING  OF  THE  NAME 

And  now  there  was  speech  in  the  south, 

And  a  man  of  the  south  that  was  wise, 
A  periwig'd  lord  of  London,2 

Called  on  the  clans  to  rise.  160 

And  the  riders  rode,  and  the  summons 

Came  to  the  western  shore, 
To  the  land  of  the  sea  and  the  heather, 

To  Appin  and  Mamore. 
It  called  on  all  to  gather 

From  every  scrog  and  scaur, 
That  loved  their  fathers'  tartan 

And  the  ancient  game  of  war. 
And  down  the  watery  valley 

And  up  the  windy  hill,  170 

Once  more,  as  in  the  olden, 

The  pipes  were  sounding  shrill; 
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Again  in  highland  sunshine 
The  naked  steel  was  bright; 

And  the  lads,  once  more  in  tartan, 
Went  forth  again  to  fight. 

"0,  why  should  I  dwell  here 

With  a  weird  upon  my  life, 
When  the  clansmen  shout  for  battle 
180          And  the  war-swords  clash  in  strife? 
I  cannae  joy  at  feast, 

I  cannae  sleep  in  bed, 
For  the  wonder  of  the  word 

And  the  warning  of  the  dead. 
It  sings  in  my  sleeping  ears, 

It  hums  in  my  waking  head, 
The  name — Ticonderoga, 

The  utterance  of  the  dead. 
Then  up,  and  with  the  fighting  men 
190          To  march  away  from  here, 

Till  the  cry  of  the  great  war-pipe 

Shall  drown  it  in  my  ear!" 

Where  flew  King  George's  ensign 

The  plaided  soldiers  went: 
They  drew  the  sword  in  Germany, 

In  Flanders  pitched  the  tent. 
The  bells  of  foreign  cities 

Rang  far  across  the  plain : 
They  passed  the  happy  Rhine, 
200           They  drank  the  rapid  Main. 
Through  Asiatic  jungles 

The  Tartans  filed  their  way, 
And  the  neighing  of  the  war-pipes 

Struck  terror  in  Cathay.3 

"Many  a  name  have  I  heard,"  he  thought, 

"In  all  the  tongues  of  men, 
Full  many  a  name  both  here  and  there, 

Full  many  both  now  and  then. 
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When  I  was  at  home  in  my  father's  house 

In  the  land  of  the  naked  knee,  210 

Between  the  eagles  that  fly  in  the  lift 

And  the  herrings  that  swim  in  the  sea, 
And  now  that  I  am  a  captain-man 

With  a  braw  cockade  in  my  hat — 
Many  a  name  have  I  heard,"  he  thought, 

"But  never  a  name  like  that." 


III.    THE  PLACE  OF  THE   NAME 

There  fell  a  war  in  a  woody  place, 

Lay  far  across  the  sea, 
A  war  of  the  march  in  the  mirk  midnight 

And  the  shot  from  behind  the  tree,  220 

The  shaven  head  and  the  painted  face, 

The  silent  foot  in  the  wood, 
In  a  land  of  a  strange,  outlandish  tongue 

That  was  hard  to  be  understood. 

It  fell  about  the  gloaming 

The  general  stood  with  his  staff, 
He  stood  and  he  looked  east  and  west 

With  little  mind  to  laugh. 

"Far  have  I  been  and  much  have  I  seen, 

And  kent  both  gain  and  loss,  230 

But  here  we  have  woods  on  every  hand 

And  a  kittle  water  to  cross. 
Far  have  I  been  and  much  have  I  seen, 

But  never  the  beat  of  this; 
And  there's  one  must  go  down  to  that  waterside 

To  see  how  deep  it  is." 

It  fell  in  the  dusk  of  the  night 

When  unco  things  betide, 
The  skilly  captain,  the  Cameron, 

Went  down  to  that  waterside.  240 
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Canny  and  soft  the  captain  went; 

And  a  man  of  the  woody  land, 
With  the  shaven  head  and  the  painted  face, 

Went  down  at  his  right  hand. 
It  fell  in  the  quiet  night, 

There  was  never  a  sound  to  ken; 
But  all  of  the  woods  to  the  right  and  the  left 

Lay  filled  with  the  painted  men. 

"Far  have  I  been  and  much  have  I  seen, 
250  Both  as  a  man  and  boy, 

But  never  have  I  set  forth  a  foot 
On  so  perilous  an  employ." 

It  fell  in  the  dusk  of  the  night 

When  unco  things  betide, 
That  he  was  aware  of  a  captain-man 

Drew  near  to  the  waterside. 
He  was  aware  of  his  coming 

Down  in  the  gloaming  alone; 
And  he  looked  in  the  face  of  the  man 
260  And  lo!  the  face  was  his  own. 

"This  is  my  weird,"  he  said, 

"And  now  I  ken  the  worst; 
For  many  shall  fall  the  morn, 

But  I  shall  fall  with  the  first. 
0,  you  of  the  outland  tongue, 

You  of  the  painted  face, 
This  is  the  place  of  my  death; 

Can  tell  me  the  name  of  the  place?" 

"Since  the  Frenchmen  have  been  here 
270           They  have  called  it  Sault-Marie; 
But  that  is  a  name  for  priests, 

And  not  for  you  and  me. 
It  went  by  another  word," 

Quoth  he  of  the  shaven  head : 
"It  was  called  Ticonderoga 

In  the  days  of  the  great  dead." 
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And  it  fell  on  the  morrow's  morning, 

In  the  fiercest  of  the  fight, 
That  the  Cameron  bit  the  dust 

As  he  foretold  at  night;  280 

And  far  from  the  hills  of  heather, 

Far  from  the  isles  of  the  sea, 
He  sleeps  in  the  place  of  the  name 

As  it  was  doomed  to  be. 


NOTES    TO   TICONDEROGA 

INTRODUCTION. — I  first  heard  this  legend  of  my  own  country 
from  that  friend  of  men  of  letters,  Mr.  Alfred  Nutt,  "there 
in  roaring  London's  central  stream;"  and  since  the  ballad 
first  saw  the  light  of  day  in  Scribner's  Magazine,  Mr.  Nutt 
and  Lord  Archibald  Campbell  have  been  in  public  controversy 
on  the  facts.  Two  clans,  the  Camerons  and  the  Campbells, 
lay  claim  to  this  bracing  story;  and  they  do  well:  the  man 
who  preferred  his  plighted  troth  to  the  commands  and  men- 
aces of  the  dead  is  an  ancestor  worth  disputing.  But  the 
Campbells  must  rest  content:  they  have  the  broad  lands  and 
the  broad  page  of  history;  this  appanage  must  be  denied  them; 
for  between  the  name  of  Cameron  and  that  of  Campbell,  the 
muse  will  never  hesitate. 

Note  1,  verse  67.  Mr.  Nutt  reminds  me  it  was  "by  my 
sword  and  Ben  Cruachan"  the  Cameron  swore. 

Note  2,  verse  159.  "A  periwig' d  lord  of  London."  The 
first  Pitt. 

Note  3,  verse  204.  "Cathay."  There  must  be  some  omis- 
sion in  General  Stewart's  charming  History  of  the  Highland 
Regiments,  a  book  that  might  well  be  republished  and  con- 
tinued ;  or  it  scarce  appears  how  our  friend  could  have  got 
to  China. 


HEATHER   ALE 

A    GALLOWAY    LEGEND 

FROM  the  bonny  bells  of  heather 

They  brewed  a  drink  long-syne, 
Was  sweeter  far  than  honey, 

Was  stronger  far  than  wine. 
They  brewed  it  and  they  drank  it, 

And  lay  in  a  blessed  swound 
For  days  and  days  together 

In  their  dwellings  underground. 

There  rose  a  king  in  Scotland, 

A  fell  man  to  his  foes, 
He  smote  the  Picts  in  battle, 

He  hunted  them  like  roes. 
Over  miles  of  the  red  mountain 

He  hunted  as  they  fled, 
And  strewed  the  dwarfish  bodies 

Of  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Summer  came  in  the  country, 

Red  was  the  heather  bell ; 
But  the  manner  of  the  brewing 

Was  none  alive  to  tell. 
In  graves  that  were  like  children's 

On  many  a  mountain  head, 
The  Brewsters  of  the  Heather 

Lay  numbered  with  the  dead. 
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The  king  in  the  red  moorland 

Rode  on  a  summer's  day; 
And  the  bees  hummed,  and  the  curlews 

Cried  beside  the  way. 
The  king  rode,  and  was  angry, 

Black  was  his  brow  and  pale, 
To  rule  in  a  land  of  heather 

And  lack  the  Heather  Ale. 

It  fortuned  that  his  vassals, 

Riding  f  jee  on  the  heath, 
Came  on  a  stone  that  was  fallen 

And  vermin  hid  beneath. 
Rudely  plucked  from  their  hiding, 

Never  a  word  they  spoke: 
A  son  and  his  aged  father — 

Last  of  the  dwarfish  folk. 

The  king  sat  high  on  his  charger. 

He  looked  on  the  little  men; 
And  the  dwarfish  and  swarthy  couple 

Looked  at  the  king  again. 
Down  by  the  shore  he  had  them;     . 

And  there  on  the  giddy  brink — 
"I  will  give  you  life,  ye  vermin, 

For  the  secret  of  the  drink. ' ' 

There  stood  the  son  and  father 

And  they  looked  high  and  low; 
The  heather  was  red  around  them, 

The  sea  rumbled  below. 
And  up  and  spoke  the  father, 

Shrill  was  his  voice  to  hear: 
"I  have  a  word  in  private, 

A  word  for  the  royal  ear. 

"Life  is  dear  to  the  aged, 

And  honour  a  little  thing; 
I  would  gladly  sell  the  secret," 

Quoth  the  Pict  to  the  king. 
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His  voice  was  small  as  a  sparrow's, 
And  shrill  and  wonderful  clear: 

"I  would  gladly  sell  my  secret, 
Only  my  son  I  fear. 

"For  life  is  a  little  matter, 

And  death  is  nought  to  the  young; 
And  I  dare  not  sell  my  honour 

Under  the  eye  of  my  son.  , 

Take  him,  0  king,  and  bind  him, 

And  cast  him  far  in  the  deep; 
And  it's  I  will  tell  the  secret 

That  I  have  sworn  to  keep. ' ' 

They  took  the  son  and  bound  him, 

Neck  and  heels  in  a  thong, 
And  a  lad  took  him  and  swung  him, 

And  flung  him  far  and  strong, 
And  the  sea  swallowed  his  body, 

Like  that  of  a  child  of  ten; — 
And  there  on  the  cliff  stood  the  father, 

Last  of  the  dwarfish  men. 

"True  was  the  word  I  told  you: 

Only  my  son  I  feared; 
For  I  doubt  the  sapling  courage 

That  goes  without  the  beard. 
But  now  in  vain  is  the  torture, 

Fire  shall  never  avail : 
Here  dies  in  my  bosom 

The  secret  of  Heather  Ale.'* 


HEATHER  ALE  659 


NOTE    TO    HEATHER   ALE 

Among  the  curiosities  of  human  nature,  this  legend  claims 
a  high  place.  It  is  needless  to  remind  the  reader  that  the 
Picts  were  never  exterminated  and  form  to  this  day  a  large 
proportion  of  the  folk  of  Scotland:  occupying  the  eastern 
and  the  central  parts,  from  the  Firth  of  Forth,  or  perhaps 
the  Lammermoors,  upon  the  south,  to  the  Ord  of  Caithness 
on  the  north.  That  the  blundering  guess  of  a  dull  chronicler 
should  have  inspired  men  with  imaginary  loathing  for  their 
own  ancestors  is  already  strange:  that  it  should  have  begot- 
ten this  wild  legend  seems  incredible.  Is  it  possible  the 
chronicler's  error  was  merely  nominal?  that  what  he  told, 
and  what  the  people  proved  themselves  so  ready  to  receive, 
about  the  Picts,  was  true  or  partly  true  of  some  anterior  and 
perhaps  Lappish  savages,  small  of  stature,  black  of  hue, 
dwelling  underground — possibly  also  the  distillers  of  some 
forgotten  spirit?  See  Mr.  Campbell's  Tales  of  the  West 
Highlands. 


CHRISTMAS   AT   SEA 


THE  sheets  were  frozen  hard,  and  they  cut  the  naked 

hand; 
The  decks  were  like  a  slide,  where  a  seaman  scarce 

could  stand; 
The  wind  was  a  nor'wester,  blowing  squally  off  the 

sea; 
And  cliffs  and  spouting  breakers  were  the  only  things 

a-lee. 

They  heard  the  surf  a- roaring  before  the  break  of  day; 
But  'twas  only  with  the  peep  of  light  we  saw  how  ill 

we  lay. 
We  tumbled  every  hand    on  deck  instanter,   with  a 

shout, 
And  we  gave  her  the  maintops'l,  and  stood  by  to  go 

about. 

All  day  we  tacked  and  tacked  between  the  South  Head 

and  the  North; 
All  day  we  hauled  the  frozen  sheets,  and  got  no  further 

forth; 

All  day  as  cold  as  charity,  in  bitter  pain  and  dread, 
For  very  life  and  nature  we  tacked  from  head  to  head. 

We  gave  the  South  a  wider  berth,  for  there  the  tide- 
race  roared; 

But  every  tack  we  made  we  brought  the  North  Head 
close  aboard: 
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So's  we  saw  the  cliffs  and  houses,  and  the  breakers 

running  high, 
And   the   coastguard    in  his   garden,  with   his   glass 

against  his  eye. 

The  frost  was  on  the  village  roofs  as  white  as  ocean 
foam; 

The  good  red  fires  were  burning  bright  in  every  'long- 
shore home; 

The  windows  sparkled  clear,  and  the  chimneys  volleyed 
out; 

And  I  vow  we  sniffed  the  victuals  as  the  vessel  went 
about. 

The  bells  upon  the  church  were  rung  with  a  mighty 

jovial  cheer; 
For  it's  just  that  I  should  tell  you  how  (of  all  days  in 

the  year) 

This  day  of  our  adversity  was  blessed  Christmas  morn, 
And  the  house  above  the  coastguard's  was  the  house 

where  I  was  born. 


0  well  I  saw  the  pleasant  room,  the  pleasant  faces 

there, 

My  mother's 'silver  spectacles,  my  father's  silver  hair; 
And  well  I  saw  the  firelight,  like  a  flight  of  homely 

elves, 
Go  dancing  round  the  china-plates  that  stand  upon  the 

shelves. 

And  well  I  knew  the  talk  they  had,  the  talk  that  was 
of  me, 

Of  the  shadow  on  the  household  and  the  son  that  went 
to  sea; 

And  0  the  wicked  fool  I  seemed,  in  every  kind  of  way, 

To  be  here  and  hauling  frozen  ropes  on  blessed  Christ- 
mas Day. 
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